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Part 1: Grandma was a Whore

Chapter 1

Jade

I stood in the middle of the musty attic wondering where to start. The air was thick with the smell of lavender sachets and old paper. Sunlight streamed through the single dormer window illuminating floating dust particles.

Stacked old boxes and faded trunks were piled in little towers. I glanced over at my mother who knelt beside an open cedar chest. She lifted away layers of yellowed lace and carefully folded embroidered linens.

It had been a difficult spring. My husband Vincent and I watched the bills pile up on our kitchen table; mortgage, credit cards, repairs for the car. Vincent’s hours at the plant had been cut and my online shop crocheting baby clothes took all my time and returned pittance, leaving us scraping by on what little we could muster each week.

Now with my grandmother’s passing I found myself in this room sifting through private memories that felt sacred and intrusive all at once. It was like a little treasure trove of her life and I felt nostalgic and sad.

I reached into a battered hatbox at the back of a closet, expecting bonnets and gloves, perhaps a silk scarf I could put on one of my display cabinets at home. Instead my fingers brushed cool smooth porcelain.

I picked up a face mask that was delicate and white, adorned with tiny painted violets at the cheekbones. The mask’s eyes were rimmed in black. Puzzled I turned it over and noticed the faded ribbon ties.

“Mum look at this,” I called. My mother peered over and a strange look crossed her face. “Oh my gosh,” she said softly, “I haven’t seen that in years.”

Nestled beneath the mask was a small ornate pocketbook. Inside I found a faded photograph of my grandmother as a young woman, resplendent in a beaded dress. Her hair was coiffed and her lips were painted scarlet.

Tucked behind the photo was a folded card embossed with gold leaf. It was an invitation to The Midnight Orchid, whatever that was.

Confusion and curiosity triggered my brain as I pieced together the story these artifacts suggested. “Was Grandma a…?” I began and my voice trailed off.

My mother nodded truthfully and seemed totally unashamed. “Yes, for a time. It was after the war. Jobs were scarce when all the men returned so for women on their own it was even harder. Your grandfather didn’t come back so she did what she had to do, not just to survive but thrive.”

I turned the mask over in my hands. “Why wasn’t it common knowledge? I would never have suspected.”

“She believed in moving forward,” my mother replied. “But she never hid the evidence, not really. She left it for us to find.”

The rest of the day my thoughts whirled. I couldn’t help but imagine my grandmother, Stella Fontaine, walking the dimly-lit corridors of The Midnight Orchid in her beautiful leather shoes as laughter rung out behind closed doors.

I wondered what it meant to be that bold, that resourceful in a world determined to shame and silence women like her.

That night as I recounted my discovery to Vincent I felt a curious sense of kinship with the woman. I’d only ever known her as a gentle baker of pies and knitter of sweaters, silent in group conversations and ready with a big hug for her grandkids.

“She made her own way,” I mused aloud. “She found work others looked down on. But she found a way to get by on her own terms most likely.”

Vincent looked thoughtful. “What’s going through your head? I think I hear an idea coming on.”

I hesitated. The idea was half-formed and wild at the edges. “We’re struggling Vince. I’m tired of counting every penny. Gran faced impossibility and didn’t flinch. Maybe there’s a way for us to do the same. Not the same way exactly,” I laughed a little sheepishly, “but maybe we need to be braver. Maybe I do!”

The next day I returned to the attic of my late grandmother’s cottage, this time with a notebook. I catalogued each trunk seeking out more clues. I found more photographs and in a diary with a cracked burgundy cover I found entries written in a neat looping hand.

April 14, 1947 I wore the violets tonight. Mrs Lennox tipped me double for the song I sang. Sometimes I think I could live forever in this house, surrounded by laughter and silk, but I know better. Still, for tonight I am wanted.

June 2, 1947 There is a power in being seen, in choosing who I am from dusk till dawn. They cannot take that from me.

My heart ached with pride and sorrow. I saw for the first time the fullness of Stella Fontaine, not just a grandmother but a woman who had carved out her own destiny when the world offered no easy road.

My grandmother’s cottage was an inner-city terrace house, an ex-workmen’s cottage when the up-market touristy harbourside district was a mid-twentieth century seaport.

I took a photo of The Midnight Orchid down to the old dock area and found the same building facade that was now an Italian restaurant.

It was only one street away from the dock, a handy location for visiting sailors and local dock workers to frequent. The rest of the street was bars and alfresco restaurants, thriving with tourists and day-trippers from the city suburbs. It was a part of the city we couldn’t afford to visit and never did.

I entered the restaurant and marvelled at the height of the ceiling and upper-level carved timber balustrades, the landing with doors to what looked like hotel rooms now.

The restaurant was a bar and mostly alfresco seating; it was quiet early afternoon. I checked the prices on the menu board and grimaced then smiled sheepishly at a dark-suited waiter offering me service.

I got out of there and hurried to the train and home to pick up my daughter. Little Luna was four in pre-school, giving me much-appreciated freedom to get around during the day. I had remained a stay-at-home mum doing my best with my online business, which had grown from crocheting baby clothes for Luna.

Vincent was on a casual roster at the local wire craft factory. They made coat hangers and bag ties and various other wire products. The factory was struggling and Vincent’s shifts had been cut back to three afternoons a week.

His income and mine from my baby clothes wasn’t enough to make mortgage payments since interest rates had spiked post-Covid, so we rented out a room to a friend of ours.

The room was a back sunroom we’d closed in and sectioned off into a bedroom and sitting room. There was a toilet in the laundry that was accessible for our tenant and he had a fridge and a few appliances to heat a meal or make toast and tea or coffee.

We included use of our kitchen in the rent we charged but he rarely used it, preferring to allow us our privacy as much as he could.

Otis was his name. He was fifteen years older than us, in his mid-forties; recently divorced and in a worse financial situation than us with his bad debts and child maintenance payments.

He was a nice enough man though I thought. I knew his ex-wife quite well and didn’t think much of her. It was a good thing she left the neighbourhood after the bank foreclosed on their house across the road.

I set my daughter up in her play area and got to work crocheting. My work area was the family room and the door was open into the living area of the sunroom where our tenant was set up.

Otis had an online business from home, editing scientific journals and marking papers for the local university. He was a bit of a mad professor and looked the part with his unkempt shock of grey hair and ruffled clothing in constant need of an iron.

He knocked and poked his head around the doorway. “Hi Jade. How’d you go, find the place?”

“Yes it was only one street back from the wharf. It’s a restaurant and hotel now. It still looks amazing. You can picture how it must have been back in Grandma’s day.”

“I’m sure. I remember the dockland area when I was a kid and it was still operational as a container port. That would’ve been a fantastic spot for a brothel,” the man smiled making me blush.

I took a breath and steeled my thoughts. “I still don’t think there was anything wrong with it. I’m proud of Grandma for doing what she had to, to survive. She must have been so brave!”

“Hey I agree. I was trying to say that last night.” Otis was blushing now. He had stepped into the room and was leaning back against the doorframe. “I’d be a total hypocrite to have a low opinion of women selling sex, I can confess.”

I glared and my mouth sagged open.

Otis nodded and swallowed. “I mean not that I can afford much but there’s that place over on Huckleberry where those college girls perform um… handy work, if you know what I mean.”

I blinked. I knew the place he was talking about. The girls there gave happy ending hand massages to pay their tuition. I’d always thought that was smart, to avoid ending up with student debt. And if it was just with their hands..!

“Sorry, too much information,” Otis grinned apologetically.

“No it’s not. It’s fine. Actually it’s interesting. I’d be a hypocrite too if I offered a low opinion of those girls. I say good on them for their ingenuity. I’m sure there’s no shortage of lonely mature men with spare cash.”

Otis chuckled. “Well yeah, I wish I was one of the regulars, but I can afford once a fortnight or so since I don’t drink or smoke much. Got to budget for one small luxury at least, haha.”

I grimaced curiously. “How much do they charge?”

“Fifty for fifteen minutes. But it’s a heavenly fifteen minutes,” Otis grinned and winked.

I blushed deeper than I already had talking about this. I couldn’t help smiling though and had to roll my eyes away to hide my embarrassment picturing the guy lying on a bench or whatever with a college girl stroking him off.

I huffed. “Fifty for fifteen minutes and virtually no outlay, where do I sign up?”

Otis laughed politely and I joined in, relieved to make light of the conversation.

“Although I’m no attractive college girl and my grandmother wasn’t either. She was well into her twenties and already a widow after the war.”

“Can I see her photo again?” Otis asked.

I held it and beckoned him to come in. He approached and took the photo. “Well as a man I can report that it’s a matter of only being able to afford the college girls with their soft little hands. The preference would be for the experienced hands of a more mature woman, one with all the rings on her fingers like that.”

“Oh wow really? With rings on her fingers?”

“Yes, wedding rings in particular, if we’re being completely open. Too bad there’s not a madam running the college girl parlour on Huckleberry if you asked me. A slinky drop waist dress and wearing a porcelain mask to hide the fact she’s someone’s wife. How intriguing!”

Otis had picked up the porcelain mask. “Now that’s sexy!”


Chapter 2

Vincent strode from the production manager’s office and exchanged glances with a few other people lined up for interviews. He had responded to an advertisement for a full-time position at a warehouse and gotten to the interview stage.

He didn’t feel confident his experience was good enough to compete with anyone who’d done regular warehouse work or were proficient with the operation of a forklift. He had a ticket but had to admit during the interview he had little experience and would need to learn on the job to become proficient.

It was Vincent’s second interview for the day. He’d been on too many to count over the past few months. The job market was tight for labourers in manufacturing. He should have stayed at school and studied IT like his old man had tried to convince him.

Vincent’s dad was in manufacturing too, had been all his life. But the world was different back then when he’d started. Now everything was AI and robotics and programming machines. That and cruise liners as opposed to container ships.

Vincent was driving through the old docklands where Jade said she was going today, but of course she’d be home by now. He had dropped her earlier when he was on his way to his first interview.

He got lucky with a streetside parking spot and stopped to have a stroll around.

He checked the text from Jade and found the Italian restaurant and bar she’d matched to the photo of The Midnight Orchid. He could see the building façade still there under plain white paint. The name of Jade’s grandmother’s brothel was still there, though whited-out as well.

He went in and bought a beer, shocked at the price when he had to tap his card to pay. It was a nice place though and he sipped slowly to enjoy the experience.

He had dressed well for his interview but was outclassed by the couple of business people perched along the bar. There were two men in suits and a woman sitting alone sipping her drink with red painted lips.

She was in a tiny black dress and stockings with her tits pushed up offering deep cleavage. Another man in a fine dark suit approached her and struck up a conversation. The woman was all smiles and touching with her ultra-long painted nails that matched her lipstick.

The man offered his arm and she slipped her hand in, took her clutch purse and went with him to the ancient wrought iron elevator.

Vincent and the other two men at the bar watched the elevator stop on the upper level and the man lead the woman into one of the rooms. Vincent exchanged a look with the man seated nearest to him and the man smirked and shrugged a little, confirming what Vincent was thinking.

With his beer finished and no hope of affording another at that particular bar Vincent moved on and strolled the length of the street and back to his car. He got home in time for dinner. Jade was serving as he walked in.

He kissed his wife hello. “So nothing much has changed at The Midnight Orchid, I see.”

“Huh, what do you mean?” Jade queried. “You went there?”

“Yeah, I drove through the docklands and fluked a parking spot so thought I’d go have a look. I bought an eighteen-dollar beer and saw a business dude pick up a hooker at the bar and take her up to one of the rooms. She was definitely a hooker!”

“Oh wow really? I was wondering, it looked like hotel rooms up on the top level.”

Vincent had searched on his phone. He showed Jade the webpage. “It’s still trading under The Midnight Orchid as a hotel, probably an independent bar and restaurant downstairs I suppose.”

Jade had set three places. “I invited Otis,” she explained as Vincent looked up from the extra setting.

“Oh right, cool. You there Otis, dinner’s served man!” Vincent called out.

The guy came from his rooms. He was in a clean button-up shirt and had combed his hair. He was smiling his head off. “How’d you go with your interviews?”

“Yeah I dunno, there was about twenty applicants at the first and a dozen at the second. Don’t like my chances.”

Jade served lasagna. Vincent smiled up from his plate. “Topically Italian.”

Jade giggled. “Did you see the prices on their menu?”

“No I didn’t look. Should’ve checked the price of a beer before I ordered too.”

Vincent pointed with his knife and fork, having to chew and swallow before he could speak. “This is high class restaurant quality right here!”

Jade smiled her thanks, nibbled daintily at her food. Vincent was putting his away hungrily. He had a sip of wine, it was just the cheap casket variety. “It’s interesting the place is still a brothel. Good spot for one though. They’d get a lot of wealthy business types.”

“Yes, whereas it would’ve been sailors and dock workers back in Grandma’s day.”

“Yeah, and dancing and singing to entertain the customers and pull them in from the street. My kind of establishment,” Otis smiled and filled his mouth again.

Jade glared defiantly. “I think it’s fantastic that Grandma worked there. The more I think about it the more proud I am of her and wish I’d known so I could have asked her all about it.”

The men supported Jade in her feeling of pride for her Grandmother having worked at a mid-twentieth century brothel. The conversation moved on to Vincent’s issue of trying to find a better job and how they all had money problems.

They shared the cask wine and opened a new one when that ran out. Luna was tucked up in bed sleeping soundly so they kept the volume down but had a good time getting a little drunk and playing three-handed euchre.

Vincent remained intrigued seeing a high-class prostitute in action and brought the conversation back to that. “Anyway as for painted ladies, I bet the money’s good selling your body for sex, better than production line wages!”

“Yes, fifty for fifteen minutes apparently,” Jade tossed in.

Vincent looked at her. “What?”

She blushed. “Tell him Otis!”

“Yeah that’s what they charge for hand jobs at that massage joint over on Huckleberry,” he confessed.

“Oh right, and you’d know?” Vincent queried with interest.

“Yeah, I go every now and then. Can’t afford a real partner so have to make do.”

Jade scoffed. “I’m not sure why you’d have to afford a partner when women are perfectly capable of contributing and paying their own way, but I still think it’s exciting you go to the girlies for it.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Hell yeah me too!” Vincent declared. “What’s it like, they just jerk you off, do they?”

Jade glared at her husband.

“No, I’m just curious. I’ve never been to a massage joint. What’s it like paying for it?”

Otis shrugged and smiled. “It’s simple and does the trick, no strings.”

“Ha, I’m sure it does. It’s not fair there’s no service like that for women too though. What about some college guys all ripped and eager for lonely women to visit for fifty a pop?” Jade giggled.

“Hell yeah, fifteen minutes is enough time for a couple of pops at that age. Bargain!” Otis suggested.

Vincent challenged his wife. “And you’d go if there was a college guy service, would you baby? I’d have to come find you every afternoon and drag you home, would I?”

Jade glared defiantly again. “Well if you’re going to the hand job girls it would only be fair.”

Vincent chuckled but he was a little drunk and braver than it was wise to be. “So you’d work at a hand job parlour baby? For that kind of money?”

Jade narrowed her eyes. “I think I’m a bit older than they’re looking for.”

“Yeah but theoretically, would you?” Vincent pressed.

Jade looked from him to their tenant and back again. “No I wouldn’t, but only because of you and Luna. If I was single I’d do it.”

“Oh yeah?” Vincent’s cock flexed in his pants.

His wife grimaced guiltily. “It’d be so interesting to experience what it’d be like for money.”

“The girls seem to get a kick out of it if anything,” Otis explained. “It wouldn’t appeal to me if they were doing it for a drug addiction or anything but it seems to be all about college fees. And you get one every now and then who really seems to enjoy it, if you know what I mean.”

“Um no, what do you mean?” Jade asked quickly.

Otis grimaced a little red faced. He took a big breath and expelled, looking from Jade to Vincent and back again and taking a swig of his wine. “You’d rather not know, you guys. Better not get into details like that.”

“Oh why? I want to know, please?” Jade begged. “I need to know all about this now that I found out about Grandma. I need any details I can get.”

Otis looked to Vincent again, questioning him.

“Go on tell her man, it’s all good,” Vincent assured, hiding his own curiosity as best he could.

“Please?” Jade implored again squeezing Otis’s hand on the table now. “Please tell us what it’s like. What happens exactly?”

Otis nodded and took a breath. “Okay so it’s usually just the girl using some lube on her hand and you know…” He made a pulling-off motion with his hand. “Then you pop on your stomach and she covers it with a towel and leaves the room while you clean up and get dressed. But then you get a girl every now and then who really gets into it and that’s much better.”

Vincent’s cock flexed fully erect under the table. Jade sat wide-eyed with her mouth open.

Otis was erect under the table too. He went on, “So the one I get sometimes who I like the most doesn’t use any lube. She dribbles on her hand and uses that to get you slippery, then she stays right down there breathing on your um… well you get it. Then when you pop she uh… she um…”

“She what?” Jade implored.

Otis swallowed. “She likes to lick it up off your stomach. She likes the taste of it and doesn’t let any go to waste.”

Jade had her hand over her mouth. “Oh my god really?” she muttered.

“Yeah really. There’s only one girl who does that but she’s the best. I love it when I get her.”

“Oh man that’s hot,” Vincent said and swallowed hard as he looked to his wife. “You still want the job baby?”

Jade glared defiantly. “I’d be like that girl if I did.”

“Oh yeah?” Vincent smiled back. “You’d want to lick it up too, would you?”

“Hmm better than having it go to waste, like that girl says.”

“Aw jeez you two, I should go and let you talk about this,” Otis said blushing deeply. “I think I just turned into a third wheel.”

“No no, don’t be silly!” Jade cried. “You’re not going anywhere! We’re all adults and my Grandma used to be a prostitute so I can handle it if you guys can.”

Vincent chuckled. “And I don’t care. I like talking about girls licking up cum. And don’t you worry Otis, she loves it I can tell you. Jade’s never wasted a drop have you baby?”

Jade was topping up the wine glasses. “How would you know?” she tossed back at her husband. “I never even met you until I was twenty-four. How would you know how much I did or didn’t waste before that?”

“Well I guess I wouldn’t unless you stop teasing and tell us?” Vincent challenged.

Jade had a sip of wine and looked from her husband to their guest. She grimaced. “The first guy I ever did it for insisted I swallow it so I guess I got used to it with him.”

Otis nodded. “So he was a boyfriend, you were with him for a while?”

Jade nodded. “Yes, for a little while before that and for about a year after.”

“Right, and did you do it for him often?” Otis went on glancing to Vincent for permission to ask.

Vincent nodded and gulped hard. “Did you baby?”

Jade took a breath. “Yes he used to want it a lot and I used to do it for him almost every night coz I didn’t want to have full-on sex yet and that stopped him pestering me for it.”

“Yeah sure and you were…?” Vincent asked.

“I was eighteen, old enough for full sex but I knew he wasn’t the right guy and I didn’t want to give him my virginity.”

“Oh right. Nice. Clearly a unique young lady that stopped and thought about life,” Otis encouraged. “So you gave him oral and um...? Like he’d insisted you swallow that first time.”

“Yes and I didn’t mind it.” Jade rolled her eyes. “I wouldn’t say I enjoyed the taste exactly, but I didn’t mind it and got used to it with him. Plus I worked out pretty quickly how much guys like you doing that for them and you’re all the same!”

“Haha true that,” Otis chuckled and looked to Vincent.

Vincent was fully erect under the table and it was flexing against his grip. The mental picture of his wife sucking some young guy’s cock was strangely arousing.

“So what about after that guy baby, you would have been nineteen or twenty by then, it was another four years till we met?”

“Yes four years and another two steady boyfriends and a handful of dates who always seemed to want oral sex at least, shocker!”

“And you always gave it up?” Otis asked evenly. He had a hand under the table and Vincent noticed.

“Hmm I’m suddenly feeling quite outnumbered you guys,” Jade challenged smilingly. “What if we talk about you guy’s sex lives before marriage, shall we?”

“Yeah naa, boring,” Vincent chuckled. “Answer the question baby, did you always give it up to your boyfriends or dates?”

Jade narrowed her eyes at her husband. “Yes I always gave it up, if you must know.”

“Have you ever licked it up?” Otis asked immediately.

Jade nodded slightly. “Once.”

“From where baby?” Vincent’s heart was pounding now.

“Um the same as Otis said, from the guy’s belly after stroking off, only he did it himself so saved me the trouble. But he was watching me, you know, with another guy so it was kind of still about me.”

“Oh shit, some guy watched another one fuck you? That’s fucking hot baby, when did that happen?” Vincent asked excitedly. He didn’t care about the other man in the room right now.

Jade looked from one man to the other. They were two men to her right now too. This took her back to the time she shared a house with two guys and they used to get her drunk and play with her.

“Look, I’m going to check on Luna and get ready for bed. If you really want to keep talking about this when I get back then fine but I need chippies and we haven’t got any!”


Chapter

Jade

Oh wow this was crazy, but so interesting and exciting. We were talking about sex with another man present. We were all imagining things like penises and semen and women’s lips and hands.

I’d just told Otis I once licked up cum from a man’s stomach and let him imagine it, right in front of my husband.

Okay so I was a little bit drunk but not to the point I didn’t know what I was doing. And so were the men obviously with their normal filters toned down and talking freely. But they weren’t beyond thinking clearly either.

I checked on Luna who was sleeping soundly. I stripped off my shorts and top I’d worn into the city today and straightened my nightie on the bed.

I stopped and thought about it. Otis had been living here for over a month now and I’d never let him see me in my nightie. I’d noticed his eyes on me of course. He’s a man after all and they’re all the same, well, assuming he’s not gay.

Should I wear a bra under my nightie tonight? I never do.

I took my bra off and pulled my nightie on. I have firm C-cup breasts and my nipples are quite prominent through thin clothing when aroused. My breasts don’t sway very much when unfettered but they jiggle a lot when I walk.

Should I let Otis enjoy looking at them in front of Vincent?

My nipples were aroused already and would probably stay that way just thinking about them, let alone having a man’s eyes on them.

I checked in the mirror, thrusting my boobs. You could nearly see my nipples through this nightie. It was predominately yellow with a floral print. I had a pink one that showed them better so I stripped off and pulled on the pink one.

I wanted Otis to enjoy looking at me and I wanted to see Vincent’s reaction.

My pink nightie was above mid-thigh and stretchy across my legs. It was easy to gather on my hips and make a little shorter so I did and bunched it till my panties nearly showed. I wore black underwear but decided to strip them for a lighter colour.

I was pulling up a pair of lacy white ones when Vincent came into the bedroom and cuddled me from behind. “Are you coming back out baby, this is freaky but interesting eh?”

“I know, I can’t believe we’re talking like this in front of Otis, Vince. I feel like trying to look sexy too.”

“Yeah I’m waiting to see what you’re wearing when you come out. When you said you were getting ready for bed I conjured up some ideas.”

“Oh yeah, like with me wearing this?” I asked playfully.

My husband rubbed down my sides to my hips looking at me in the mirror. “What about that nightie that opens at the top more, the lacy red one?”

“Oh my god Vince!” I cried. “That’s lingerie, that’s not even a proper nightie.”

“Oh right,” my horny man groaned against my neck. I could feel him erect against my butt too.

“This one’s naughty enough isn’t it? You can nearly see through it.”

“Yeah I guess. It’s hot with these little panties,” Vincent said, feeling between my legs and down the front of my panties getting his fingertips wet in me.

I didn’t realise how wet I was. I was absolutely slick.

“So do you want me to come out there like this?” I uttered.

“Fuck yeah, why not baby. The poor guy isn’t getting any other than what he’s paying for. I reckon we let him have a bit of a show tonight, what do you say?”

“Mmm I don’t know what to say, or what to think!” I said and squirmed back against my husband’s erection whilst he reached further and rubbed into my opening.

“Come on baby, come back out and let Otis see you in your nightie.”

“Hmm okay. I will but just for a little while, then you have to take me to bed and make love to me. I’m so turned on right now!”

Oh my god, I’d given in to this but still couldn’t get it straight in my head what I was doing.

Otis had brought me chippies from his place. His eyes went straight to my nipples as soon as I walked in the room. They were like bullets and beginning to ache for attention.

I sat on the lounge opposite him in a lounge chair. His eyes lowered to my legs as I tucked them up and wondered how much he could see up my nightie. Vincent sat beside me and gripped one of my bare knees. I reached across in the other direction for my wine glass and I knew I was opening my legs for Otis to see.

His face was flushed and his eyes wide and glazed after I did that. He had definitely seen my panties and I knew it.

“So what’s the answer to the question?” he smiled and sipped his wine.

“Um what was it again?” I did remember but needed to stall for a few seconds to work out how to answer.

“Vince asked you when it was that one guy watched another one having sex with you,” Otis went on easily.

He suddenly seemed quite confident and I liked that. I think I was responding to it.

I took a breath and my nipples poked at my nightie and the men looked at them.

“I was twenty and sharing a house with two guys and we were all single so some nights they tried to play with me. And a few times I let them and they each had sex with me while the other watched.”

“Oh fuck,” my husband groaned.

I grimaced at him. “Well you’ve never asked before. I would have told you.”

“So that’s pretty wild then. I’m starting to believe you maybe would go for a job as a massage parlour madam if one came up,” Otis teased fishing for a reaction.

“Hmm, like I said not as a married woman with a child but if I was single..!”

I looked up at my husband. He lifted my chin and kissed me softly. I didn’t think until after I’d done it but I lifted my upper leg and showed our guest my underwear again as I was being kissed. I could feel how wet I was now that Vincent had rubbed into me and smeared my juices.

“I really need you to take me to bed,” I breathed into our kiss. “I don’t know what’s going to happen here if you don’t.”

I changed hands with my wine glass and pushed the skirt of my nightie down between my legs as I looked back across at the other man in the room staring openly now.

“This is getting a bit freaky man. I don’t know what I’m thinking either,” Vincent said to Otis. “I think that wine went to my head tonight.”

“Yeah man, you’d better take your wife to bed. I shouldn’t have come in. I’ve been trying to give you guys your privacy.

“Na man that’s all good. I don’t mind you looking and imagining getting with Jade if you want. I know there’s no way a guy wouldn’t be imagining and beating off over her the other side of the wall at night. It’s good that it’s out in the open a bit now.”

Otis gulped. “Yeah it’s impossible not to imagine but that wine has gone to my head too and I can’t afford to get myself booted out.”

I was keeping my hand wedged between my thighs. My pussy was tingling wildly and my nipples were almost throbbing they ached so much.

“It was finding out about my Grandma and talking about brothels that’s made me go a bit crazy tonight,” I said and munched a couple of chippies. I had removed my hand from between my thighs and Otis was looking again.

We all laughed at ourselves and carried on chatting about hand job girls and olden day brothels with masked madams. We ate all of Otis’s chips and I let him see between my legs a few more times before my husband saw him through the door and closed it. Then took me by the hand and led me to bed.

I had remained slick and he entered me easily with his first thrust. I clung to him worried about the bed banging on the wall and stifled my moans by biting on his shoulder.

“Do you think he saw your panties baby?”

“Uh huh I’m sure he did.”

“Yeah and did you like that, giving him even more to imagine?”

“Mmm I want him to imagine. Do you think he’ll be masturbating right now?” I breathed and ground my pelvis, my pussy split over my husband’s cock.

“Uh fuck yeah, he’ll be jerking off right now for sure baby. Any guy would be.”

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as my orgasm hit and clenched my pussy tight. I was throbbing with my husband still hard in me now. But he was soon spent and slipped out with a gush of his cum wetting beneath my butt.

“We need to talk about this baby. I need to confess to hoping something like this might happen if we had a male boarder. I’ve always liked the way other guys look at you and been curious to let it happen more.”

I breathed and swallowed. “I’m so curious too now Vince. I was so shocked to find out about Grandma but it makes perfect sense now that I know.

“I want to talk more about this too and I know there’s an answer to our financial problems in this somewhere.”

“Aw fuck baby, really?”

“Uh huh, even if it’s just with my hand and some lonely men like Otis who will pay for it.”

I breathed into a kiss. “Or with my mouth?”

***


Part 2: Every Last Drop

Chapter 1

Jade

Wine always gives me a headache, well too much wine that is. Like last night. Between the three of us me, my husband Vincent and our boarder Otis, we polished off a full cask, equal to over a bottle each. That was definitely over headache limit for me.

I had awoken to our four-year-old daughter Luna sitting up in bed beside me playing on my phone.

I started my day with strong coffee and pain killers. Vincent came back from a jog looking all bright and smiley. It wasn’t fair.

“What can I say baby, you were the one who kept topping up our glasses last night.”

“Yes but there was no way I was talking about that stuff sober. Can you even believe we talked about hand jobs and what to do with men’s cum in front of Otis? How am I going to face him today?”

My husband cuddled me and kissed my hair. “Are you really that embarrassed darling? I’m sorry if you are. I should’ve thought better of it and stopped things before they went that far.”

“Hmm well yes I am feeling embarrassed but it’s not your fault Vince. It was so interesting finding out about what happens at a massage parlour. After finding out about Grandma I can’t help being curious.”

Vincent stroked my hair and met my lips when I looked up at him. “I think Otis will be cool about it baby. He’s a good guy. I wouldn’t worry about him thinking badly of you in any way.”

My husband looked down between us at my nipples firm and poking at my nightie. “The only thing he’s going to be thinking about you is how good you looked in this last night.”

“Hmm exactly!” I challenged.

My husband smiled and squeezed my butt in two hands. I hadn’t put panties on after he’d stripped them from me in bed last night. My pussy tingled against the firmness of his penis through his track pants.

“I don’t regret anything that was said or anything that happened last night baby. Other than it leaving you embarrassed that is. I don’t mind that our boarder was picturing you being fucked by the guys you used to share with or that he probably jerked off last night imagining you doing it for him.”

I bit my lip and blushed up at him.

“I bet he did imagine you were stroking it for him,” Vincent suggested evenly.

A rush of tingles filled me. “Hmm as long as he also imagined paying me for it.”

“Oh yeah, is that something that appeals to you baby? I mean, all fun and imagination aside, is it something you really think you’d like to try?”

I breathed. “I can’t help thinking about how my grandmother must have solved all of her financial problems with it Vince. She has owned that terrace house outright for years and never re-married after my grandfather died in the war.

“Mum said she was only renting it when the war started and that she paid it off herself by working at The Midnight Orchid, where she only worked for about fifteen years and raised three children she’d already given birth to by age twenty-one!”

“By twenty-one! She’d already had your mother and aunt and uncle by then huh? Jeez!”

“Well that wasn’t uncommon back in the 1930s and ‘40s but as a single mother at that age you probably had to choose between remarrying or working at a brothel. I can’t imagine what other realistic options there were other than living with your parents or begging on the street.”

Vincent sat at the table as I took eggs out to cook for breakfast. “So how did your Gran look after her kids while working nights?”

“She took in a housekeeper. A woman named Edith Fairbanks who lived with Grandma till she died about twenty years ago. She never had any kids of her own and died a spinster. Mum thinks she might have been a closet lesbian back when that was where you had to hide if you were homosexual.”

“Right. Makes sense. And your granny does fifteen years working nights at The Midnight Orchid and pays off her house. Nice!”

“Yes, and now Mum and my uncle and aunt get to rent it out or sell. Either way that’s a huge financial boost for them. The value of those inner-city terrace houses is crazy now. Oh and Mum said I can take an advance on the twenty grand Grandma left me if I want. Mum’s got savings and is happy to wait for probate. She transferred me five thousand yesterday to payout our credit card.”

“Oh shit that’s brilliant. I got my tax return back this morning too, so we’re flush baby. Might have to take you out to dinner at The Midnight Orchid to celebrate, yeah?”

“Hmm I don’t know about that. I’m not wasting money on those ridiculous prices.”

I served our eggs on toast and poured cereal for Luna. We had another look over our budget during breakfast and found some clear air with the credit card payment gone and with Vincent’s tax return cancelling out an overdue car repair bill.

After clearing away the breakfast dishes and setting Luna up in her play area Vincent tugged me onto his lap. We kissed and he had a feel of my tits, making my nipples hard and sending little bolts of heat to my pussy.

“So you didn’t answer my question about giving Otis a hand job for cash baby. I’m not even sure how serious I am, but do you think you’d be into doing something like that?’

“Hmm I don’t know, do you mean something like that in general or that exactly, with Otis?”

“Yeah uh… let’s say it was with Otis, since he’s paying for it anyway and said straight out he’d prefer it was a married woman doing it rather than a college chick.”

Hot tingles flushed through me. I drew a breath. “Do you think he really meant that, or was he just being polite to me?”

“Naa, I think he really meant it baby. I bet he’d take it from you in a heartbeat if it was on offer.”

“Hmm with my wedding rings on my fingers,” I giggled into a kiss. “Do you remember him saying that?”

“Damn it baby that’s the picture in my head too. Lucky you’re left-handed.”

“Oh my god that’s so naughty Vince. Could I really do that? Would you really want me to or let me?”

“Oh fuck feel that baby!”

My husband put my hand on his cock. It was fully erect.

“Oh my!” I exclaimed. It was more than erect; it was like wood.

“I’ll take Luna to school this morning but I’ll just go say hi to Otis first, let him know we’re still cool with last night.”

“Oh okay thank you, that’d be a relief in case I see him this morning.” I was still on my husband’s lap holding the wooden thing sticking up beside my hip. “What are you going to do with this?”

“Haha yeah, I need to get changed. I’ll go with a cool washcloth, hope I don’t get blue balls.”

I bit my smile, thrilled and excited about this crazy talk as Vincent pushed me from his lap and left me in the kitchen. I had washing to do so got started collecting it. Vincent knocked and called out a hello to our boarder.

When Otis called out to him to come in I got another surge of tingles zipping through me.

I could hear the men’s deep voices resonating through my laundry but couldn’t make out much of what was being said, other than Vincent inviting Otis for cards again tonight after dinner and Otis accepting the invitation.

I deliberately stayed in my pink nightie and was bare beneath it and got my butt squeezed again as Vince left to take Luna to pre-school.

“Let’s talk more later okay baby? We could make it happen with Otis tonight if we want to. I bet he’ll be up for it, pardon the pun.”

“Hmm I might be in a mood to pardon more than a pun by tonight Vince. My nipples won’t go down and I’m feeling awful squishy down below right now.”

“Oh yeah, are you going to say hi to him while I’m gone, let him see you in your nightie again?”

I grimaced guiltily. “That’s why I haven’t gotten dressed yet, in case you didn’t notice.”

“Oh I noticed baby,” my husband groaned and felt me between the legs.

I relaxed against him. He put his hand under the front of my nightie and parted my pussy lips with his fingers, smearing my juices and inserting a finger.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned, sucking in a breath and bracing.

“Oh that’s fucking wet,” my husband groaned more but our daughter was coming from her room with her schoolbag on. I pushed away from being fingered at 8.30 in the morning and gave my child a hug and kiss and sent her off to school for the day.


Chapter 2

It was a fifteen-minute walk to the local pre-school where Vincent saw his daughter to class and continued onto the grocery store with a small list.

He was resolute in his mind but reeling deeper down in his gut. The idea of his wife selling sex to solve their financial issues irked him. The idea of her having sex with another man thrilled him.

It made no sense to have her do it without being paid of course. That was absurd. The idea of her doing it with Otis was perfect. The guy was pretty fit-looking so probably wasn’t too repulsive for Jade to look at and potentially touch. Because he was older he didn’t feel like direct competition to Vincent.

The main problem with the idea of their live-in boarder was the fact he was worse off financially than they were, and that seemed wrong to Vincent, the idea of taking his money.

There was another possibility, or way of looking at it, that Vincent mulled over as he shopped for groceries.

They could use Otis for practice and to break the ice, not charge him, but take the experience to the likes of The Midnight Orchid where Jade would look every bit as good as the hooker Vincent had seen being led up to one of the rooms by the fine-suited businessman yesterday.

This was where Vincent’s head was at with the whole idea by the time he got home with the groceries. He wasn’t sure how to tell his wife any of it but lost his train of thought anyway when he saw her out the kitchen window chatting with Otis down by the clothesline.

Jade was in a breezy little skirt and skin-tight white t-shirt that you could see her tits easily through. It was painted on and hugged her contours whilst her nipples were clearly visible through it in the sun.

She was holding a wash basket behind her back and thrusting her tits up and forward, smiling her head off as she laughed and chatted with their boarder.

Otis had on dark sunglasses so you couldn’t see his eyes but his head was angled downward a little and his eyes would have been all over Jade’s tits for sure.

She turned away and bent to pick up her peg basket and he tilted his head for a look up the back of her skirt.

Vincent watched the guy checking his wife out on her way back inside and grabbed her as soon as she entered the kitchen.

She relaxed into his hold and held his wrist lightly as he picked up where he’d left off earlier rubbing into her pussy. She stared blankly when he looked into her eyes. He had a finger inside of her and was swirling it in her juices and rubbing her clit with the base.

“Fuck you’re wet baby.”

She bit her lip and kept staring at him.

“Do you want to jerk him off tonight?”

She nodded, swallowing and taking a breath.

“I’m thinking we just charge him twenty instead of fifty, so he pays something but it’s more about practice for us, to see if it’s something we could do for real?”

“Uh huh, I like that idea Vince. We were just talking about last night and I asked him if he’s going to the hand job girls again soon and he said he needs to now. He said he heard us through the wall but didn’t masturbate, not properly anyway.”

“Aw fuck he said all that,” Vincent groaned as he worked two fingers in and out of his wife’s wet pussy, swirling them in hot juice with her squirming a little and wiggling on them.

“He said he has an appointment for tomorrow and likes to save up for as long as he can so he can make the most of it with a girl’s hand instead of his own.”

“Aw fuck,” Vincent groaned and pushed down his pants, getting his cock out the top and shuffling in under his wife.

He lifted one of her legs and fucked her against the kitchen sink. She was slumped forward against him, a total ragdoll and his to surge and thrust into. Her pussy was so slick and hot.

He pumped it and pumped it until his load exploded from his balls and erupted inside her.

“Oh fuck baby this is going to be so hot. Are you going to do what you said and lick up his cum afterwards? Is that what you want to do?”

“Mmm, is that what you want me to do?” Vincent’s wife breathed into his ear.

Vincent oozed out of her spent and she fixed the crotch of her panties back into place and patted her rosy cheeks, smoothing a whisp of sweaty hair from her forehead and turning to deal with the mess from breakfast.

Vincent had a few more job applications to send off and after lunch he did chores around the house, washing the car and mowing the lawn. He met Jade’s eyes and strange smile as she backed out of the driveway in the car to pick up Luna from pre-school in the afternoon.

The happily married couple said nothing more to each other about their plans for the night, exchanging looks and reassuring one another they wanted this to happen.

Luna went down to bed at 8pm and Jade returned from tucking her in dressed in her pink nightie from last night with her nipples erect beneath it. Vincent felt her hips as they cuddled and ensured she had panties on, which she did.

They opened the door together to find Otis waiting anxiously. His eyes roved down and up Jade’s body. “Oh my god!”

Vincent squeezed his wife’s shoulders. She thrust her boobs up and forward. “We want to talk to you about something,” he croaked.

“Oh yeah?” Otis gulped and glanced up from Jade’s tits then looked back down at them again.

“Do you want to say anything baby or do you want me to?”

“Um you have to. I wouldn’t know what to say,” Jade uttered.

“About what guys? Jeez I can see everything through that nightie!” Otis said and rubbed his mouth. “You’re so beautiful Jade, she’s so beautiful man!”

“Yeah and she wants to offer her hand job services to you instead of having to go to the college chicks.”

Otis gulped again and his eyes popped out of his head. “Right! I mean fuck yes! Like right now?”

“Yeah man, if you want? We don’t have to play cards or anything and neither of us want to drink tonight. Do you want to skip the formalities and get straight to it? You still have to pay, but like twenty will do, just so you paid something.”

Otis drew and expelled a big breath. He nodded. “Okay. Hell yes okay!”

Jade was breathing heavily, her tits shuddering each time she expelled. “Oh my god really?”

“Yeah baby go on, go with him.”


Chapter 3

Jade

Otis ushered me through the doorway and into his living area. I looked back at my husband. He held my eyes as Otis was closing the door.

Otis turned from the closed door and looked at me. I was standing there wringing my hands in front of myself, my arms twisting around one another and squeezing my boobs together.

“This is amazing Jade. Are you sure you want to do this?”

I nodded and sucked in a big calming breath. “You have to pay me though. It has to be for money.”

“Hell yeah, for sure!” Otis said and went to his coffee table where his wallet was sitting. He took a twenty from it and offered it to me.

I took it and blushed as I thought of something I’d imagined doing and lifted my nightie to tuck the cash into the waist band of my panties at my hip. Otis was looking at my panties. I kept hold of the hem of my nightie and lifted it up to my belly so he could see them.

“You can look but you’re not allowed to touch me,” I uttered. “Like you said with the hand job girls, right?”

Otis gulped and nodded. “That’s right, look but don’t touch. Only they’re allowed to touch.”

I smiled and bit down on it. I was still holding my nightie bunched at my belly. Otis was holding his package and staring at my panties.

“Will it help if I show you my boobs?” I asked him. I’d thought about this and planned to do it.

The man gulped and nodded again. “Yeah show me.”

I gathered my nightie above my belly and inched it up slowly. I had a few stretch marks but had regained my pre-pregnancy shape, with my boobs a size bigger now but still quite firm.

I pulled my nightie all the way up over them.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Otis groaned frowning anxiously.

“Mmm do you like them?” I asked shyly.

“Oh yes I like them.”

I smiled and drew another big breath. “Would you like me to take my nightie off?”

“Yeah, would you?” my first hand job customer answered.

I pulled my nightie off over my head and draped it over the back of a lounge chair. Then I lifted my arms to rake back my hair and thrust my boobs forward for inspection. “Um, where would you like to do it?”

“Can it be on my bed?” Otis asked and motioned to the open bedroom door.

I nodded. “Okay.”

Otis led the way and I followed scrunching my shoulders and twisting my arms in front of myself again, squeezing my bare tits together now.

Otis lay on his bed and pushed his pants and jocks down. His penis was quite large and stiff. He undid his shirt and opened it. His stomach and chest were without hair, as he said last night he shaved for this with the hand job girls. Cumming all over himself made it easier to clean up.

He raised his arms above his head and put his hands under the pillow. He’d also explained he had to do that for the hand job girls so he wasn’t tempted to touch them.

I sat on the bed beside him. Oh my god it had been so long since I’d touched a cock other than my husband’s. I took hold and squeezed against the flex. It was hot and so hard. I looked down at it and bit my lip excitedly. It was way bigger than Vincent’s and so thick in my hand.

I kept squeezing and stroked slowly up and down. Otis stared at my tits. “Like this?” I uttered.

He nodded and gulped then sucked in a breath.

“Oh I love how big you are, how hard in my hand.”

I kept stroking up and down slowly then stopped and rubbed my thumb back and forth across the eyelet. That made him squeak and I smiled.

“Mmm do you like that?” I asked and kept doing it.

“Yeah that really does it for me. Oh you’re hand’s so soft but strong.”

“Uh huh is it,” I moaned and resumed stroking up and down, squeezing firmly.

“Oh that’s so sexy with your rings on Jade.”

“Mmm hmm I was thinking that too. Who knew these would ever touch another man’s penis huh?” I smiled, thrilled with how naughty this was.

Otis was starting to try and thrust a little. He still had his hands behind his head and his stomach was taut and flexing like he was doing sit-ups. His shoulders were off the bed and his hips curled upward each time I stroked down and his cock surged through my fist.

The guy was shaved fully, his chest and stomach, his pubes were trimmed back to a one-blade by the looks and his balls were smooth and soft as I fondled them. They were loose in their sac and quite big.

I would love to have kissed them and had a little feel with my tongue and softly suck on them but that would’ve been over the line so I couldn’t.

“Oh that’s getting close,” Otis groaned.

“Uh huh, should I keep stroking when you ejaculate or do you prefer it if the girl stops?”

“Uh fuck, no keep stroking. I’m going to blow everywhere though, this is so good, so intense.”

“Uh huh. I can feel you getting even harder. Oh this is so exciting!” I squeaked and kept stroking and stroking and continued but went slower as the man’s cock throbbed and spurts of semen lashed his stomach.

He was right, it went everywhere. There was so much of it. I kept stroking right up over the head and made him flinch and convulse. His cum was dripping over my fingers and oozing between them. I let his cockhead poke through my fingers and I swished over it and caressed around the ridge.

“Oh fuck that was amazing Jade. You’re so good at that.”

“Hmm thank you, I’ve never done it all the way before. It was so exciting and interesting too.”

“Yeah?”

“Uh huh. Do you always cum that hard?”

“Nup, that was pretty huge,” the man smiled.

I was still swishing my fingers over the head of his cock, making him flinch and convulse for fun now. Cum trickled from his stomach around his side but I stopped it and pushed the trickle back up into a puddle between the pillows of his abs.

I grimaced at him looking up from me doing that. “Do you still want me to um..?” I asked about his semen.

He gulped. “Would you? I’d love to watch you do it.”

“Um, do you have a spoon?”

“Yeah right there,” he said, motioning to where he had a kettle and coffee and tea making on the bureau we’d left in here for him to use.

There was a teaspoon in a cup. I got it and sat back down. I took hold of his cock again with my left hand and used my right to scoop up a spoonful of the creamy goo.

I maintained eye contact and put the spoon to my parted lips. I sucked the spoon clean and swallowed. The strong taste filled my senses, the thrill of a man watching me eat his cum filled my belly with tingles.

I scooped another spoonful and ate that. Then I scooped another and sucked the spoon clean. Otis was up on his elbows watching me now. I scraped his skin clean of his semen and sucked the spoon clean again.

He was still quite hard in my hand, his cum still all over it and my fingers. I let go of his cock and left it standing upright and waving about as I licked my palm and sucked and licked between my fingers.

I paid special attention to my wedding rings, licking around them and sucking them as clean as I could.

I pinched the head of his cock between my thumb and forefinger and held my hair aside as I bent and licked around the base of his shaft. He was groaning and trying to thrust.

“I think I’m allowed to suck on your skin but only up to the head,” I muttered and held his cock in place whilst licking around the shaft and cleaning it of stickiness.

I licked back down and sucked around the base again then with his balls cupped in my hand I went about sucking the stickiness off them too. I sucked one ball in and lashed it with my tongue then popped it from my mouth. I nuzzled the other one, rolling it over my nose to kiss it and suck it into my mouth.

“Uh fuck yeah that’s sexy Jade.

“Mmm do the college girls do this for you? Are they allowed to?”

“Yeah I dunno, that one girl licks up my cum but she doesn’t suck my balls or lick my shaft like you just did. She kisses the head though. I like that,” Otis smiled.

I rolled my eyes but squeezed his shaft and teased the head of his cock with the tip of my tongue. “Mmm yummy,” I cooed but still wasn’t going to suck him, not properly.

I teased another little ooze of cum from the eyelet and licked through the slit to get it. I squeezed his balls and kissed and sucked around the spongy dome then bared my teeth and nipped with a smile. “Hmm and I think that’s one hand job complete.”

“Aw hell it sure is Jade, that was amazing thank you.”

“Mmm my pleasure,” I said and got up to go get my nightie.

It was through the open bedroom door on the chair. I pulled it on and remained facing away whilst Otis squeezed my hips and pressed against me from behind. His breath was against my ear.

“I’d better go and see how Vincent is. He’s probably going nuts wondering what’s happening.”

“Yeah for sure. That was seriously amazing though Jade. I hope Vince is cool with it and you want to do it for me again.”

“Mmm I hope Vince is cool with it too. I’ll definitely want to if he lets me,” I said and opened the door and backed through blushing and biting my guilty smile.


Chapter 4

Jade

I turned from backing through the door and was faced with my husband standing there with his hands on his head. Anxiety was etched into every line of his face. “So did you do it?” he blurted.

I nodded and took him by the arm and led him through the lounge room and into our bedroom, closing the door so we wouldn’t be heard.

“Yes I did it Vince. He was so worked up and I tried to make it nice for him.”

“Aw shit, you really did it!” my husband groaned and gripped his head again. “So you just jerked him off, like we said?”

“Yes. I made it feel as good for him as I could with my hand and he came really hard, so he must have liked it.”

“Yeah?”

“Uh huh, and I loved doing it too Vince. I’d do that for him every day if I was allowed to.”

My husband expelled a big breath and rubbed his mouth. He squeezed my arm and sat on the bed, tugging me to him. “And he paid you?”

I lifted my nightie and showed the twenty folded under the band of my underwear.

“I should have paid him after all the cum he produced for me. You should have seen how much there was, all over his stomach, plus he was still cumming in my hand for ages.”

I licked my ring finger and sucked around the rings. “My hand was covered in it Vince. I sucked it off my fingers then ate it off his stomach with a spoon. It was so filthy and I loved it. I loved him watching me eat his cum for him.”

“Aw fuck yeah baby, you ate it with a spoon?”

“Uh huh. I was thinking about it and wanted to try it like that first. I licked and sucked his balls and dick clean though, I mean I didn’t suck his dick, just the shaft and round the head to clean it with my lips and tongue, but I didn’t suck it into my mouth at all, like he obviously wanted me to.”

My husband gulped. “You kissed his balls?”

I smiled and bit my lip. “Mmm hmm, after getting such a big and delicious drink from them I thought they deserved a little smooch.”

“Uh yeah nice,” Vincent snarled up at me and rubbed into the crotch of my panties. “And you sucked on the shaft of his cock but you didn’t take it into your mouth?”

“Uh huh. I opened my lips over the head and played into his little cum hole with the tip of my tongue. He was still so hard and could have easily held the back of my head and thrust into my mouth but he didn’t.”

“Yeah that’s too bad then baby. I wish he had have stuck it in your mouth. You’d look good bobbing on another man’s dick.”

A flush of tingles surged through me. “Mmm do you think so?”

“Yeah I do baby. I can picture it right now, you bobbing your head in another man’s lap with your juicy red lips round his cock and his balls filling. Then he loses it and cums in your mouth.”

My husband had fingers up me, his hand down the front of my panties jiggling against me. I relaxed forward and let him have his way. I knelt one side of his thigh with one knee and remained standing with my legs open now.

At first I was submitting but the vibration of my husband’s hand slapping against my clit made my orgasm build; that and the fact my senses were still flooded with the smell and taste of our boarder’s cum.

I went into orgasm standing and half kneeling there. The explosion of pleasure thumped through me and had me slumping forward into my husband’s arms.

I kissed his ear. “I want other men to cum in my mouth Vincent. Otis and anyone else you say as long as they’re willing to pay me to suck them off.”

“Fuck yeah okay. Definitely Otis first, then we’ll see about hooking you up with someone else for serious cash, what do you say baby?”

I plucked the twenty from my waistband and put it in my jewellery box. “That’s to save up for something gold and sparkly to put in there if I’m going to be sucking dicks for it.”

I jumped on the bed, landing on my stomach and elbows. “Although technically I used to suck off my housemates for favours sometimes. If I needed to be picked up from work after a late shift that was usually the price.”

“Oh yeah? And they’d make you swallow too, would they baby?”

“Mmm I don’t know about having to make me as such. It was more a case of them letting me, if they only knew, since I did it for them sometimes when they were going with other girls and it should have been theirs to enjoy, not mine.

“But at least Otis is single so I don’t have to feel guilty with him.”

“Yeah, I say let’s see if he wants you to give him a hand job again tomorrow and you can start with your hand and put it in your mouth. Practice with him for a bit then see if you want to try doing it for serious cash with someone else?”

“Uh huh, we’ll have to see about someone else but it’s going to be so easy with Otis now. He was really good about following the rules too. I took off my nightie and let him see me in just my panties and he never got handsy with me at all.

“I was desperate for him to touch my boobs when they were jiggling away from me sitting there stroking him but he just stared at them. I want to show them to him again tomorrow round the house. I love the way he can’t help staring.”

“Oh right, so you took off your nightie for the hand job eh? Like all the way off?”

“Uh huh, I thought that since he wasn’t allowed to touch me I should let him look at least.”

“Yeah, yeah that’s good baby. You should do that all the time round the house with him here. I’ve always noticed how much he can’t help perving on you and I like it. I’ve been wishing for something to happen all along, hoping he’d catch you in your nightie or in your bra or whatever. You should definitely give him hand jobs or suck him off topless each time.

“I don’t know, maybe we could change the rules from the hand job parlour and let him touch you above the waist? Let him play with your tits while you’re down there? It’s awesome playing with a chick’s tits when she’s sucking you off, especially if she’s on her hands and knees and to the side of you where you can reach them easily.”

I stared wide-eyed at my husband and my mouth hung open.

“What?” he defended.

“Is that true, do you really think about that?”

“Uh yeah! I fucking love it when I can reach yours hanging under you,” Vincent smiled.

I glared some more. “Hanging under me! What, like an udder?”

“No, not like a …what? No I just mean when they’re there beneath you and you can sort of cup them and play with the nipple, pulling down on it then cupping and giving another squeeze. It’s very pleasant.”

I was still glaring. “Pleasant!”

“Yeah naa, I mean it’s just..!” My husband made cups with his hands and mimicked holding boobs and squeezing them. His eyes were bulging and his tongue hung out.

“Then after that you spin round and get the chick to put them in your mouth lying under her. Aw fuck yeah!”

I couldn’t stare any longer and just blinked.

Vincent was lying on his back halfway up the bed. “Take your nightie off and crawl over me now baby. Put your tit in my mouth!”

I giggled and slapped his shoulder. “No way, not now you’ve said it like that.”

I got up to go make a cup of tea.

“Tell Otis to start using the kitchen instead of cooking in his bedroom. I’ll wear my sexy red nightie for you both if you can talk him into it,” I teased with a smile on my way out the door.

***


Part 3: A Gilded Spoon

Chapter 1

Jade

I got home from dropping my four-year-old daughter at pre-school to find my husband had left already. I knew he had a job interview but thought I’d be home in time to catch him and wish him good luck. I didn’t want to disturb him driving with a call so I sent a text to wish him well.

I needed to get to work myself crocheting baby clothes. I had a small bedroom converted to a work room although I usually did the crocheting in front of the TV.

The doorway between our living room and our boarder’s rooms was open. Otis poked his head through and smiled at me. He had a shopping bag in his hand. “Vince said I’m supposed to be using the kitchen for cooking. Is it okay if I make some breakfast?”

“Yes of course! Oh my god you don’t have to ask Otis. You live here, you’re welcome to use the kitchen anytime you like.”

“Yeah I know, I’ve been trying to give you guys your privacy, but after last night I feel a bit more welcome.”

I blushed. “Well I would hope so, after last night.” I followed into the kitchen and quickly tidied away a few things.

Otis passed behind me and touched my hips, making me suck in a breath and stop. I had on a thin cotton dress; my neck and shoulders bare apart from spaghetti strings. I had worn a bra to pre-school but taken it off as soon as I walked into the house. It was there on the dining table.

Otis had released me and moved away. I opened the dishwasher and started stacking things from the sink. Otis watched me. He was waiting for me to get out of the way and was tilting to look down my dress.

My dress was loose fitting and gaped fully when I bent over. I looked up from my bare tits on display and met our boarder’s eyes.

I looked back down at what I was showing him, since I’d paused arranging things in the dishwasher and remained bent over.

I looked back up at the man. “I’m sure I can still taste you from last night,” I uttered.

“That was so hot the way you ate my cum with a spoon, Jade.”

“Uh huh, it’s going to be part of the service any time you want me to do it again.”

The guy squeezed his package. “What about right now?”

I stared with my mouth open.

Otis was smiling but added a chuckle. “Well you said anytime.”

“Yes, but only when my husband’s home. And anyway, I don’t want to take all of your money.”

“I can save twenty bucks a day by not smoking as much. Easy!”

“Oh! I thought you had given up. Well that’d be an added benefit if it meant you had to cut back. I’d be pleased to know it was helping with that.”

Otis put bread in the toaster and poured some baked beans into a pot. I continued tidying up and wiping the bench tops down.

“Did Vince ask you about tonight?” I asked embarrassingly.

“Yeah he said you’d do it for me regularly if I wanted. He said to ask you about it today when I saw you.”

“Oh okay, well I was hoping you’d want it again tonight. I was so excited doing it for you last night and I can’t wait to again.”

“Fuck yeah tonight then. I’m seriously banked up already Jade. I hope you’re going to be thirsting for it.”

“Uh huh,” I breathed. “I already am, only Vincent said never when he’s not home.”

“Uh yeah okay, that’s fair enough. Is there anything in particular you’d like me to start including in my diet? Don’t they say certain things make a man’s cum taste better?”

I smiled through my blush. “I like it to taste like man; it doesn’t need any flavouring. I’ve heard eating asparagus gives it an even stronger flavour but really it makes no difference to me.”

I buttered the toast and set his plate and cutlery at the table. He tipped his beans on the toast and I took the pot from him. The dishwasher needed rinse aid so I had to bend forward again to top it up and did so facing Otis.

He leant back in his chair and tilted for another look at my tits. “I’m allowed to dress sexily for you round the house now that we’re doing this Otis. I’ve been covering up more since you moved in of course but Vince is happy with me relaxing that again, since he likes perving on me round home too.”

Otis nodded and looked up and down from my tits. “I like perving.” He smiled. “It’s going to mean more cum production being teased like this though.”

I smiled too, stood up and tugged my dress straight. “That’s the general idea.”

“You’ve got great tits Jade. I’ve been trying to perv since I moved in. I like your nipples through your tops, they show nicely.”

I bit my lip and grimaced excitedly as I held my shoulder straps and moved my dress across my nipples. They were erect of course but didn’t show so well with my dress so loose fitting.

I drew a breath. “Do you have any friends you could invite over for me to give a hand job to as well?” I asked. “Maybe tell them it’s a hundred instead of just the twenty for you? Do you know anyone who can afford it and would pay if I ate their cum as well?”

Otis held my eyes and my blush intensified.

“Yeah I know a couple of guys, divorcees like me. There’s plenty of us round.”

He tugged at the side of my dress to draw me closer. “The couple of guys I can think of would pay more than a hundred if you did the hand job topless and were willing to scoop up their cum with a spoon and eat it like you did for me. I’d say more like two hundred with you being married and your husband in the next room.”

“You’re kidding. Two hundred!”

“Fuck yeah, would they be allowed to film you doing it?”

“Um maybe… as long as I can wear my mask,” I said thinking quickly.

Grandma’s porcelain mask was on the bureau and I held it up to my face. It only covered my eyes but there was no way I’d be recognised if I was wearing it. I checked in my mirrored wall unit. It was so pretty with the violets on white and the eyes rimmed in black.

“Mmm divorcees would be ideal too if they’re lonely men not getting any female attention. Vince and I have been talking about me doing it with strangers like the high-class hookers. But I’d be frightened of things getting out of control alone with someone in a hotel room, so I was thinking that men we know would be better. Or men you know!”

I was leaning close again, pressing my pussy against the edge of the backrest of Otis’s chair. Our chairs are wooden with an ornate rounded knob at exactly the right height for me to press my clit against when on tippytoes like now.

I tied the mask in place with the worn satin ribbons whilst unwittingly turning my hips slightly from side to side and rubbing my clit. When I lowered my arms and put them behind my back a shoulder string slipped and nearly uncovered a boob. My dress just caught on my nipple.

“I was thinking I could wear heels and stockings and a garter belt, some sexy panties and a satin robe I could take off to perform my service.”

“Oh yeah, I can picture you Jade. All black or all white or red to match your lips. You’ll have the guys lined up here as often as they can afford you. Definitely two hundred a time though. Make them save and pay up.”

“Mmm hmm, I like the idea of being expensive. I could buy some beautiful lingerie and have a special spoon,” I giggled. “You’ll have to tell your friends to shave everywhere down there like you do. That way I can scoop it all up and not miss any.”

“Yeah, and you’ll use your left hand with them too, let them cum all over your wedding rings?” Otis groaned and he reached for and held my hand looking at my rings.

He was feeling his cock in his pants with his other hand. It was obviously erect and making my mouth water.

I’d been thinking a lot about having done that, and about how exciting it was to touch another man’s cock with my wedding rings on my finger. I didn’t fully understand but had decided it was about including my husband in the whole thing.

There was also the idea of making lots of money, which was incredibly appealing. I was fascinated by what my grandmother’s life must have been like working at The Midnight Orchid and selling her body for sex. That was something very practical to earn money and something intriguing.

And there was something else; a sense of taboo excitement at being married and filthy. Teasing my husband to erections like the one he had when I was sitting on his lap yesterday just talking about this.

Vincent had mentioned me getting another man’s cum on my wedding rings more than once, saying that’s what he pictured happening behind the closed door. He said it was a good thing I was left-handed if I was going to give another man a hand job.


Chapter 2

Jade

I went to my room and stripped off my house dress and put on a stretchy tube dress I usually wore with stockings because it’s so short. It barely covered my panties and was stretched tight across my upper thighs.

It was strapless and hugged my boobs. I usually wore a strapless bra with it too because it clearly shows my nipples. My boobs were definitely firm enough to go braless and I wanted to show my nipples to men in the street today. That’s why I was dressed for a trip to the mall where a sexy lingerie shop is I never go in because it’s so pricey.

I was skipping crocheting work today too but I still had some money left from the advance on my inheritance from Mother. I shopped for lacy panties and fishnet stockings and pretty satin garter belts and bought a ridiculous pair of stilettos I wouldn’t be wearing outside of the house.

They shaped my thighs so nicely though and I couldn’t have been more impressed with my body modelling my new purchases in my bedroom mirror that afternoon. I had outfits in red, black and white and they all looked stunning with my mask. I snapped pictures and sent them to my husband as a tease and to see if he recognised me.

A text came back right away: Fuck baby is that you?

Me: You don’t recognise me?

Vince: I recognise your tits. You look amazing. Holy fuck!

Me: Where are you?

Vince: Just got out of my interview. Think I did okay. The manager liked me and wants me back tomorrow for a walk through the factory.

Me: Oh my god that’s wonderful Vince. Its about time someone realised!

Vince: Yeah thanks baby. Fuck you look good though. You been shopping huh?

Me: Yes. Spent way too much and have to earn it back now.

Vince: You’re giving me a woody.

Me: Show me?

The next text was a picture of my husband sitting in the car with his cock out. It was erect. I wanted to suck it right there and then.

Me: What colour do you want me in when you get home? You have to hurry before pre-schools out.

Vince: On my way. Red xx

I giggled and tossed my phone, stripped the black I was still wearing and put on the red panties and stockings. I had no garter belt to match but my stilettoes were red and so were my painted lips.

I put on a silver satin robe I’d also spent way too much money on and went to the kitchen to have a quick cup of tea and sandwich whilst waiting for my husband. He had a twenty-minute drive and pre-school was out in an hour.

He arrived still worked up and was all over me in the kitchen, feeling me up from behind making me squirm back on his cock.

He peeled aside the crotch of my new red panties and entered me with a firm thrust, slicing in like a hot knife through butter. Melted butter now that I was soaking the base of his shaft and dripping from his balls.

“Do you know how we were talking about practicing with Otis then taking me to a bar?” I moaned.

“Uh yeah, let’s do it baby. You’re fucking dressed for it now.”

“Mmm hmm, but what about if it was with men we know instead of total strangers?”

My husband slammed into me and ground hard against my butt. “Someone we know, like who?”

“Um, I mean someone else like Otis, he said he has friends he could bring round.”

“Oh right! Yeah I guess that could work.”

“Uh huh, and we could do it right here in Vince’s room and not have any outlay for an expensive hotel room and drinks at a bar.”

I flared my pelvis, bracing as my husband started picking up pace humping me.

“What do you think Vince, Otis said we could charge two hundred each and they’d pay it for a married woman willing to do hand jobs topless and spoon up their cum.”

“Nya fuck yeah!” Vincent growled and clamped himself to my butt, holding me in place by the hips whilst he unloaded inside me.

I relaxed back on him, not even close to orgasm myself so quickly in that position. I held the back of my husband’s head upon my shoulder and thrust my chest as he felt my bare tits under my open satin robe.

“What do you think Vince? It wouldn’t be as scary if Otis knew them.”

Vincent expelled a big breath and his cock oozed from me. I quickly covered my slick pussy with the crotch of my new panties.

“Will you talk about it with him?” I asked.

Vincent gulped and nodded. “Definitely baby. That could really work for us.”


Chapter 3

Jade

I sent Vincent to pick up our daughter and got dressed properly for our family time. Talk about Mrs Jekyll and Madam Hyde. I was suddenly a housewife and mother when Luna was home and a total hussy when she was at pre-school or in bed asleep.

Vincent was like a shark watching me around the house all afternoon then as soon as I got back from Luna’s bedtime story and she was off to sleep he grabbed me and kissed me against the wall.

“Wait, I need to get ready for my new job,” I giggled. “Otis will be waiting already.”

“Aw baby, you’ve got no idea how hard this is for me. Once the door closed last night my heart was in my throat and I stood there sweating my butt off trying to listen through the door.”

Vincent stood in the bedroom doorway watching me get ready. I had picked out the white panties, stockings and garter belt. I dressed in those and my stilettoes and applied lipstick in the bedroom mirror.

My husband approached and looked over my shoulder. “Damn you’ve got nice tits baby. You look amazing topless like that.”

I expelled a big breath. “Do you like me going topless for another man? I took off my bra and showed Otis down my dress in the kitchen this morning too. I let him have a good long look and he wasn’t looking away. I think he really likes my tits Vince.”

“Yeah I bet he does.”

“Mmm, and I like showing them to him. I’m only going to wear my robe as gift wrapping so I can take it off in front of him.”

“Yeah and that’s killing me too, you talking like that baby. Can nearly see through those little panties too. I bet he’ll be trying to imagine.”

“Uh huh. I hope so Vince. He’s got such a huge cock that’d fill me so nice and deep. I can’t wait to kiss it again tonight, his lovely big cock and to think about you when I’m sucking his balls.”

“Uh yeah, think about me huh?”

“Uh huh, as your wife with another man’s ball in my mouth. I can only fit one at a time. To suck on one then the other while he’s watching me do it. Mmm my soft little kisses for another man’s balls and the shaft of his cock.

“I want to lick him clean all over tonight. I’m going to give the head of his cock a little suck at the end okay? So he can experience having his cock in my mouth, like I can see he’s thinking the whole time.”

My husband squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples as I thrust against his hands. “Yeah baby, you want to suck his cock do you?”

“Uh huh, just a little bit at the end after I’ve eaten his cum and licked his skin clean. But I’m going to wear Grandma’s mask so he can only see my eyes and his cock in my mouth”

“Oh fuck yeah baby, wear the mask. That’s a great idea.”

“I know, I’m going to wear it whenever I’m doing this for another man. I should have thought of it last night,” I said and put the mask on, tying it with the new ribbons I’d replaced that afternoon, after I’d modelled it for Otis.

I put on my silver satin robe and tied it at my waist. I turned my cheek for a kiss from my husband. I’d bought a new MAC lipstick too, that would rub off easily. I planned to leave kiss marks all over my client’s stomach and cock tonight.

“I’m going to do it quickly for him and come home. I’ll be no more than thirty minutes,” I said and knocked softly and slipped through the door separating our living room and our boarder’s house.

“Ah fuck,” Otis groaned with is first look at me.

I stopped just through the door and he stood up from his lounge. His eyes were wide and his mouth hung open.

I turned away and walked into his bedroom.

He followed and I stopped and faced him again.

I watched his face and his eyes bulged and rolled down my body as I pulled the tie around my waist and opened my robe to show my tits and lingerie. I had placed a tiny gilded teaspoon tucked under the waistband of my panties on one hip.

“Oh my god,” the man said, shaking his head slowly. His hand was on his visibly expanding cock in his pants.

“Do you like me like this?” I asked sweetly. “Is there something I can do for you, sir?”

The man pushed down his pants and jocks, tripping as he tried to pull them from his feet and landed on his side on the bed. He stretched and kicked them off and ripped off his shirt too. Then he lay on his back across the bed with his hands behind his head.

I was smiling gleefully and felt so excited for this as I crawled on the bed to kneel at his waist. I thought of what my husband said about a woman’s tits beneath her body and I leant right over and used my tits to caress the man’s erection.

I moved slowly and deliberately, rubbing up and down the underside with my nipples. I moved my body side to side, which was up and down for the man beneath me. His cock was stiff and pointing at his chin.

I stroked down it with my right nipple then caressed slowly back up the underside with my left nipple.

“Oh fuck Jade, that’s um…” the man gulped. “Ooh that feels so good.”

“Uh huh, I’ve never done this before. Do you like it like this or should I put it between them and try to stroke you that way?”

“Oh fuck I don’t know. Like that’s amazing. That’s so fucking nice!”

“Mmm and would you like me to do this anywhere else on your body? Will you promise not to try anything if I caress your face with my tits?”

“My face? Oh fuck yes I promise! I won’t try anything.”

“Mmm okay,” I uttered and crawled up the man’s body to be leaning over his head. “No trying to kiss or suck them okay? It has to be me touching you, don’t forget.”

“Mmm nyah,” Otis muttered with his mouth closed.

I lowered and caressed his eyes with my left tit. I moved it across his face then switched to my right nipple and rubbed through his closed lips, teasing myself as much as him, for sure.

His face was whiskery and felt nice and scratchy as I rubbed it all over with both of my boobs, squashing them against his chin and nose and rubbing them both across his closed eyes.

I squeezed his cock in my right hand.

I kept caressing his face with my boobs and erect nipples whilst slow stroking his cock. I got tired holding myself in that position and sat beside him, changing to my dominant left hand and stroking more firmly with control and purpose now.

The man was already trying to thrust through my fist but I eased the firmness of my grip and teased with the softness of my fingers flailing over the swollen head.

I was holding him the wrong way so I crawled over him and sat on his other side then leant back across him with my boob against his stomach.

Now I had my tits in the firing line if he came hard enough. The idea of that urged me on stroking harder and more deliberately until I felt him tense ready to explode.

I eased off again and denied him, making him groan and clutch my back with both hands, no longer able to keep them to himself. He squeezed my shoulder and hip harder and harder as I stroked him towards a climax again.

I could feel his cock flex and the veins along it bulged taut and I so wanted to take him into my mouth but he suddenly bucked and cried out, “Uh fuck!”

His first shot of cum hit between my tits. Spurt after spurt lashed and I thrust my tits into the streams. It spattered all over them and dripped to pool with the ropes on his stomach.

I sat up and faced him more so he could see. I leant back and took my gilded spoon from my hip and scooped up some cum from my left tit and ate it.

“Mmm yummy,” I moaned and scooped up more and ate that then scooped more to clean it from both of my tits and suck it from the spoon and swallow it.

There was cum all over my left hand again of course and I stroked some more to make sure my rings were covered in it.

I then lowered to lick up the ropes from the man’s quivering skin and slurp up puddles to drink down noisily.

“Uh fuck yeah baby, eat that cum,” Otis groaned demandingly.

I licked his stomach reasonably clean and addressed his cock in my hand. I had an exciting idea and scooped as much cum as I could with my ring and middle fingers.

I lay back and opened my bent-up legs and stretched aside the crotch of my panties and inserted my two fingers into my pussy. “Uh huh, huh..!”

I got back up on one elbow to watch myself do it. Otis was up on his two hands watching intently too. “Uh huh,” I moaned and poked my two fingers in and out.

There was more semen at the base of his cock so I scooped that on my fingertips and we both watched me carefully insert and finger the semen deep inside me.

I kept my fingers inside and leant back over the man’s thighs to suck on the base of his shaft where I’d just gotten the dribble of semen. I moaned as I kissed and smooched and sucked on his balls.

Then I kissed and sucked my way up the underside of the shaft and captured the head with my lips.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned as I sucked the head into my mouth and rubbed hard against my clit with my gooey fingers and wedding rings. I bobbed my head and sucked as I frigged myself to orgasm.

“Mmm hmm, huh,” I moaned as it pulsed through my body. It was so naughty and nice.

I rested my head on the man’s stomach. He stroked my hair. My orgasm throbbed then pulsed and ebbed away to disperse as warm tingles all through my belly.

I caught my breath and lay for a little longer then sat up again. My face was sticky so I licked my fingers and wiped it and licked them again.

The man’s penis was lying upright against his lower belly. It was still gently pulsing; I could see that in the veins. I bent back down and collected the head and sucked it back in, peering up through my mask and letting Otis see me with his cock in my mouth again.

It was deflated and I was able to suck most of it in. He claimed my left wrist and pulled my hand to his mouth and sucked my middle and ring fingers.

My panties were soaked through the crotch and were gathered aside with my pussy showing. It was pink and the lips were pasted open.

I pushed my panties down, stretching them from my stilettos. Then I opened my legs and took Otis by the wrist and put his hand between my thighs.

He rubbed through my opening and inserted his middle and ring fingers. His cock went hard again as he did that and I resumed stroking it for him.

I stroked slowly and he moved his fingers in and out. “That’s where this belongs,” I said and squirmed on his next insertion. “I can’t help wanting it when I hold it like this.”

“Yeah me too when I feel inside you like this. It’s why the no touching rule is probably best,” Otis grinned.

I rolled my eyes smiling too but a quiet orgasm came on again and I had to hold the man’s wrist and bear down as I throbbed around his fingers.

“Oh that’s tight,” he groaned.

“Mmm hmm, I love having fingers in me, it’s so sexy.”

Otis resumed moving them in and out. He was watching what he was doing and spreading his fingers to see inside me.

I breathed. “Are you going to cook your breakfast in the kitchen again tomorrow?”

He looked up from examining me, nodded a little then looked at my pussy whilst opening me with his fingers again. He was so hard in my hand now.

“Wait till after I take Luna to pre-school and I’ll wear something for you again, okay?”

“Yeah okay. I could get used to the married lady of the house flashing me.”

“Mmm hmm, well Vince has another interview for that new job in the morning so I’m going to be feeling naughty,” I said and looked down at the swollen head of the cock in my hand. I closed my legs and wiggled back away from being fingered.

I took a breath and sucked the head into my mouth again. The man surged with his hips and I let him do that and had my mouth filled and my throat probed. He held my head down and rolled his hips to surge through my fist and deep into my mouth again.

I pulled back and swallowed hard, took another big breath and stroked him with my wet fist. “Do you need to cum again?”

“Fuck yeah,” the man snarled.

“Okay, but you can’t have me like that until I ask my husband. You have to let me do it.”

“Uh fuck, uh jeez!”

I was squeezing hard with my fist and wanking the head. I dribbled on my fist and made it more slippery and went faster. Otis put his hands behind his head and thrust with his hips, his whole body going stiff and taut with flexing muscles.

I was up on my knees stroking hard and fast making his body writhe up off the bed till his eyes rolled back in his head and he let out a strained groan and was about to blow.

Right then I stopped stroking and straddled him. I held his cock in place and sunk on it. “Nya fuck!” he groaned and his cock started throbbing inside me.

I melted over it, letting it throb and throb inside my pussy where it belonged.

“Uh fuck yeah Jade!”

“Mmm but you have to keep still. It’s still only me doing anything.”

“Uh jeez, I just came in you.”

“Yes I know. Less mess,” I smiled.

I could feel his cock had stopped throbbing and I bore down and squeezed with my pelvic floor muscles. “Are you finished?” I asked sweetly. “Is that all for tonight?”

The man gulped. “Yeah that’s me drained.”

I lifted from him and closed my pussy with my fingers as his cock oozed out to flop spent on his stomach again.

I crawled from the bed and sorted my white mesh panties and pulled them up. They were soaked and transparent anyway.

I kissed my client’s cheek and left him lying there holding his wet cock. As I stood over him I surveyed my handiwork and noticed my red lipstick had left its impression as intended.

I spun away and collected the folded twenty from his bureau on my way out the door.


Chapter 4

The door to the boarder’s living room opened and Vincent’s wife walked through and closed it behind her. She was still wearing her mask.

He could smell her arousal. He had spent the last half hour with his ear pressed to the door and had heard her moans and grunts of satisfaction from the man she’d been with.

Vincent grabbed his wife and kissed her and could taste the guy’s cum in her mouth and smell it on her breath. It was what he’d fantasised about ever since suggesting they let Otis move in with them.

Vincent opened his home up to another man in the hope the guy would enjoy his wife, at least to look at and possibly to have sex with.

Jade guided Vincent’s hand in through her robe to her crotch. He rubbed her and noticed how wet her panties were. His heart leapt to his throat. “Did he fuck you baby?”

“Um not exactly. After he’d already cum all over my tits and himself, I stroked him hard again and when he was about to cum again, I sat on him and let him finish in my pussy.”

“Aw fuck,” Vincent groaned.

“Mmm I know, but his cock is so big and I just needed to. It was all the way in my belly and I could feel it throbbing Vince. It felt so natural and right to let him fill me with his cum.”

Vincent gulped and drew a breath. “So you sat on him when he was about to blow? He didn’t actually throw you down and fuck you?”

“No, it was all me. It was just a matter of where I was going to make him cum so I took it inside me.”

“Aw hell baby that’s so slick,” Vincent said with his fingers inside his wife’s pussy now. “Are you sure it was safe? Can you go back on the pill or something if we’re going to let him cum in you?”

“I know, I was thinking about that when I was sitting on him with it still inside me afterwards. I’d like to be able to take their cum in my pussy sometimes. Like from Otis or from anyone else?”

Jade grimaced. “I should be okay right now I think. It was a little bit risky but my period’s nearly due.”

“Oh right, okay then.” Vincent kissed his wife some more. He had her backed against the door she’d come through and was exploring inside her pussy with his fingers and inside her mouth with his tongue. “Did you use your gold spoon?”

“Uh huh, I used it to scrape his cum off my tits and eat it then I slurped the rest directly from his stomach. Mmm and then I kissed his balls again and sucked his cock while he watched me and really enjoyed it by the looks.”

“Yeah I bet he did.”

“Yes and then I made him finger me like you are right now.”

“Aw fuck, he fingered you?”

“Yes and I had an orgasm with his fingers in me. But it was still all about what I was doing. He didn’t initiate anything Vince. I even rubbed his cock with my tits the way you said, bent over with them dangling, and I rubbed his face with them. He still didn’t try and suck my nipples even when I was ready to let him if he tried.”

Vince swallowed hard at the taste of his wife’s mouth. They had talked about control and how different it would be if the man was allowed to touch the woman, how control would quickly be lost and he’d fuck her.

He weighed up what she was saying about putting the guy’s hand to her pussy and him fingering her as a result. Then of her sitting on the guy’s cock when he was close to cumming anyway. In both cases Jade was still in control of the situation so that was good.

Vincent liked the idea of his wife being cummed in by another man. He liked the idea of the guy cumming in her mouth and in her pussy too.

“Yeah you’ve got to take their loads baby, either up inside you here or in your mouth if you want to suck Otis off all the way next time. And you can let him play with your tits and finger you or lick you out but he’s not allowed to get on top and fuck you okay? I draw the line there and wanna keep that for myself.”

Jade giggled. “Oh you’re going to keep that for yourself, are you? And does that include mounting me on my hands and knees?”

“Yep definitely. Mounting you like that and holding your hips and slam-fucking you doggy style is as bad as pinning you down and nailing you missionary.”

“Mmm yes, as bad or as good,” Jade teased back over her shoulder on her way to the kitchen to get a much-needed drink.

Vincent followed and got a beer for himself. He sat at the kitchen counter whilst Jade leant across from the other side with her robe gaping and her tits on display.

She smiled up from them. “How about we get Otis to invite his divorcee friends over for a card night at his place and we can make sure they’re nice before saying anything?”

“Yeah I was thinking we should meet them before Otis says anything too. He said there’s two of them, didn’t he? And they’re both about his age?”

“Uh huh, and with plenty of money to pay me properly,” Jade said and took a folded twenty from her waist band of her panties and straightened it on the counter. “I wasn’t serious about buying jewellery with my earnings Vince. I’m happy to contribute all of it to our household expenses.

“I want to do this like Grandma did and if I can be successful at it, it could mean the difference for us paying off the house and getting a decent car.

“I want to get regular clients and if Otis lets me entertain them in his bedroom I won’t mind if that’s his only payment, if that makes sense?”

Vince thought about it. The idea of using Otis’s bedroom was good. He hadn’t thought of that if there was to be other men coming to the house as well.

“Okay baby, let’s get Otis to invite his friends for a card night, we’ll see if they seem okay for this too, like I mean if you want to um…” Vincent grimaced and flushed red in the face.

His wife bit her grin and blushed a little too.

“As long as they’re nice guys I won’t mind.”

***


Part 4: Payment in Kind

Chapter 1

Jade

I saw my husband off for his new job orientation. That’s what the manager had called it in an email last night so Vincent must have gotten the job.

I walked our daughter to pre-school and got home to enjoy the whole school day alone. I should have been doing my crocheting work but I couldn’t face it. I was so excited about the prospect of earning lots of money selling my body to men that I could think of nothing else.

I was expecting our boarder any minute. I’d seen him watching for me to return home and I was so excited to let him enjoy looking at me barely dressed again.

I stripped off the dress I’d worn out in public and tossed my bra and pulled on a skin-tight t-shirt and a tube skirt I’d found digging through clothing I’d not worn in years.

The t-shirt was white and you could see my nipples through it. The skirt was red and barely covered my panties when it was stretched down as far as possible. I remembered how easily it used to ride up, so that was going to be fun.

I blushed excitedly to myself in the mirror and took off my panties.

Oh my god am I really going to do this? I felt like a total hussy but after last night what did it matter with Otis, right?

I had left the door adjoining our living rooms open. I walked past and saw him there watching for me again. “Hi Otis, are you coming to make breakfast?”

“Yeah be right there!” he called back.

I hadn’t stopped and was in the kitchen tidying my husband’s breakfast dishes away when our neighbour approached behind me and sent tingles of excitement rushing all through me already.

“Morning Jade.”

“Morning,” I smiled, turning to face him.

His eyes immediately dipped to my tits and just as well. I had my hands behind my back and was thrusting my chest for attention. I would’ve been disappointed if he was able to look anywhere else with me in that t-shirt.

“You like?” I asked. I love it when guys can’t help looking and when they tell me so.

“Oh I like!” the man groaned and I nearly giggled with glee. “Can I take a photo?”

“Um… okay,” I blushed.

“It’s to show the two other divorcees I’m going to call this morning. Or actually three, now that I’ve thought of another one.”

“Mmm okay, but what are you going to say to them? Vince wants to meet them before letting them know too much about our goings ons.”

“Uh yeah I get it. That makes sense,” Otis said and clicked his phone as I thrust my boobs even more.

“We were thinking you could invite them for a card night or something?” I suggested.

“Well yeah that’d work. Can I use your picture to entice them?” Otis smiled and took another, from the side this time.

I sidled close and checked them with him.

“I could tell them I’ve got a hot landlord who dresses sexy round the house?” he tried with a smile.

“Um okay. And you can tell them I’ll be the drinks waitress for you men.”

“Oh yeah, in a little skirt like that?”

“Hmm maybe! Do you like this one?”

The man tilted to look at my butt. “Oh yeah I like it. I like you in it Jade.”

I blushed excitedly to myself and bent to put a plate in the bottom of the dishwasher. “And what about now?”

“Oh fuck,” the man groaned. It was a genuine reaction too. There was no tease or banter in it. He was affected by the sight of my vagina and couldn’t help groaning his desire.

“I might have to wear panties with your friends but I wanted to show you in this without any on this morning Otis. I loved having your fingers and then your cock in me last night. I told Vince and he was so excited you’d been inside me too. And that you came in me.”

I bent over with the fry pan and took my time arranging for it to fit. Otis was sitting there at the table staring with his mouth open. And just as well again. I would have been most disappointed if he’d been anything less than gob smacked looking at my bare pussy up my skirt.

He was doing well not to reach for me I thought, so I approached closer and took his hand and put it up between my thighs.

“Vince said I’m allowed to let you touch me as long as I initiate it and you don’t take over and have your way with me,” I explained. “You can finger me a little this morning if you want.”

I was facing the man. He rubbed through me with his fingertips slipping in. I was completely slick merely from having no panties on under a mini skirt.

Otis inserted his middle finger up me and stirred my juices around. We could hear them squelch. The base of his finger was splitting my labia and rubbing my clit.

The man stood and started rubbing faster. My knees weakened and parted. He vibrated his hand against my split open pussy and I braced against the contact with my clit.

I clung to his arm and shoulder and orgasmed for him. It was only a little one clenching my vagina and throbbing through my clit.

Otis extracted his finger and smoothed my slick pussy closed then sucked his finger.

I drew and expelled a big breath. “Thank you, that was fun.”

“It was your idea m’lady. You initiated and I obliged. If you’re only going to charge me a twenty for a hand job and cum eating and ride me for free, then anything I do in return..!”

I cracked the man’s eggs and put his bread in the toaster. “You can sit there and watch me cook if you like.”


Chapter 2

Vincent’s new job was in modular building construction, assembling office and on-site accommodation to be trucked around the country and dropped into place.

He had some building skills and was thrilled to have an opportunity to use them. His new boss seemed like a good guy and the crew he’d met so far seemed to get on alright.

By the end of orientation he felt confident he would fit right in. The hours were fulltime with some weekend work and the pay rate was above award.

He was starting next Monday so had a couple of days and the weekend to enjoy the last of his free time for a while.

He got home mid-afternoon and found his wife in the shortest skirt he’d ever seen with her nipples visible through her top. She flung her arms around his neck and kissed him hello.

“So how was it?”

He told her all about his morning. She told him all about hers and gave him a boner in the process.

“Two of Otis’s divorcee friends said yes to tonight already and the other one is getting back to him later this afternoon.”

“Oh right, and how old did he say they were?”

“Um Declan is 35, Riley is 38 and Jorge is 52. Declan’s a tall medium build guy with red hair and glasses. Riley is shorter and kind of podgy with a shaved head and tattoos. Jorge is dark skinned and a little overweight too, he’s got curly black hair. Oh and Riley is only bald on top, he’s got a full beard.”

Vincent blinked. “Okay. So um...?”

“Yes I’ve already met them. Otis video-called each of them from right here at our table and let me look over his shoulder and say hi.”

“Oh right, that’s good then baby. How did they seem?”

Jade brought a beer from the fridge. “They all seemed nice enough. I really liked Declan.”

“Oh yeah?” Vincent cracked open his beer.

His wife sat on his lap and he tilted for a look at her panties. They were pink and cutting into her nicely. He touched a nipple with his cold beer and she shrieked and giggled.

“So what are you going to wear for this card night baby?”

“Um well they’ve already seen me in this but only on their screens, which were phones with two of them and only Jorge would have seen me on a larger screen.”

“Right, this’ll do fine then, letting them see you close up, yeah?”

“Uh huh, I took off my panties for Otis this morning too, but I could just wear sexy ones like these for the other men.”

Vincent gulped and his heart thumped with angst. “You wore this skirt with no panties, and did Otis get any looks like this?”

“Um yes,” Jade grimaced. “I thought you’d be okay with that now that he’s fingered me and seen everything anyway. Mmm now that he’s been inside me.”

“Uh yeah fuck,” Vincent groaned as his cock firmed. “So did he try anything?”

Jade drew a big breath and expelled. “I put his hand between my legs and he rubbed into me and fingered me again. I feel like he needs to have me all the time now that he’s screening men for us Vince.”

Vincent gulped again and nodded. “Yeah that sounds fair enough baby, as long as it’s still you in control.”

“Yes I know. I’m definitely staying in control, like I’m sure Grandma always was with her clients. Plus I’m thinking there should be a set work week for this. I think we should keep weekends as strictly family time and make these men have appointments on weeknights only.”

That sounded good to Vincent and he went on to agree as he chatted with his wife but had to go pick up their daughter. It was family time for the rest of the day until Luna’s bedtime.

The men were due to arrive after eight. They could be heard laughing and chatting in the adjoining living area behind the closed door.

Once Luna was asleep Jade changed back into her short skirt and little see-through t-shirt. Vincent took her to meet the men. All three had turned up and beamed smiles at Jade and gave Vincent firm handshakes.

The lounge had been pushed back against a wall and there was a card table set up in the middle of the room. They were playing Texas Hold’em. Vincent claimed the spot closest the open door so he could keep an ear out for their child.

The toilet in the laundry was accessible through Otis’s bedroom and along the back veranda. There was no need for any of the men to enter the main house but Vincent was more comfortable sitting in the doorway anyway.

Jade was dealer and waitress. She’d made up platters of nibblies and brought one from their kitchen. Otis had a fridge full of beers and there were a couple of bottles of scotch and tequila the men had brought along.

“So what do you do for a living?” Vincent asked the redhead guy Declan.

“I sell cars. The MG dealership over in Heartford. Fold,” he said and tossed his hand in.

“Uh yeah, MG that’s Chinese isn’t it?”

“Yeah it is, but don’t let that fool you. They’re as good as any of the Jap or Korean brands. They’re all the same now that they’re computers on wheels built by robots.”

“Hell yeah, I saved five grand updating with a Chinese brand this year. Same specs, same level of comfort and handling and damn good warranty too,” Riley declared.

“Yeah cool, and what do you do for a living Riley?” Vincent asked and tossed in a couple of chips to cover the current bet.

Riley chuckled. “I’m between gigs at the moment. Literally. I play in a band but we’re out of work at the mo and having a go at setting up a channel online doing covers. It’s tough though, there’s a million others with the same idea.”

“Maybe, but that’s still so cool,” Jade said and reached across the table to collect the winnings for Otis with her nipples poking at her top and everyone’s eyes on them.

Vincent watched the other men watching his wife’s every move. He asked the older man Jorge about his work and learned the guy was a university lecturer in physics and that’s where he knew Otis from.

And while Riley had indeed bought a new Chinese made car a few months ago he also owned a Harley and had a ‘74 Mustang in his garage. He was living on an inheritance and had plenty of money.

The university lecturer was on a high income too and the car salesman was the best dressed of the lot.

Jade was giggly and blushed a lot. She was standing between Declan and Jorge. Whenever she reached across the table they’d both tilt behind her for a look at her panties. She reached across next to Vincent with a top up of nibblies. He had a look and saw that the crotch of them was easily viewed.

The other men saw him checking his wife out and he flushed embarrassingly around at them all. Riley winked at him. Declan was grinning knowingly and Jorge met his glance with a questioning stare.

Jade leant in next to Otis to top up his scotch and her tit was right there in his face. He looked from it to smirk around the table and Jade blushed her head off.

“Damn this is good service,” Riley suggested.

“Hell yeah, good food and a beautiful waitress,” Declan agreed and met and held Vincent’s look.

Vincent felt his face flushing again. He gulped and nodded. “Very beautiful,” he agreed with the mutters and grunts from the other men agreeing too.

He met and held a steady look from Otis. There was a question in the look as to whether he could mention hand jobs for cash. Vincent understood that and nodded, wanting Otis to take the lead here, since it seemed he had taken on the role scouting and screening potential clients.

“Yeah very good waitressing service and that’s not the half of it,” Otis told everyone. “The lady of the house gives a remarkably good hand service too if any of you guys can afford it.”

Otis held Jade close around the hips and his fingers pressed into her groin. “Isn’t that right Jade, you like giving hand services, don’t you?”

“Hmm yes I like it, but you know I can’t just do it for fun, it has to be for money or I’d be betraying my marriage vows.”

The men all chuckled but their eyes were wide with interest, every one of them. “So can we make bookings? How much do you charge?”

Otis looked up questioningly to Jade. She was blushing her head off. She bent and whispered to him whilst Vincent’s blood thumped so hard in his veins it was inadvertently filling his cock under the table.

“I can take appointments on Sunday night for throughout next week,” Otis announced. “It’s two hundred for a half hour session and you guys will understand why once you’ve experienced one.”

“Oh yeah I can Imagine,” Declan smiled and Jade smiled back at him.

She leant more against Otis and he rubbed up and down her side until she clutched his wrist and put his hand on a tit.

He massaged it with everyone gawking at his hand. “And if you guys make a booking for one night next week and trim your pubes and shave your stomach and chest, she’ll lick up after you cum all over yourself, so you don’t want to miss out on that.”

Aw fuck, they all groaned.

“Mmm and if you want to let my husband film me doing it for you we’ll send you a copy,” Jade said and looked to Vincent.

He had mentioned wishing he was able to watch but this was the first Jade had said anything about him doing the filming.

“Hell yes, even better with the cuck husband filming it,” Riley said and made Vincent blush as deeply as his wife was.

She resumed her card dealing duties and had the eyes of the men all over her but no one attempted to get handsy with her again that evening.

The three visitors left or were shuffled out the door by Otis, as he had been promised another hand job tonight.

“Na man call me Sunday, I’ll take your booking then,” he told Declan, who was the last out the door and knew that Otis was about to get lucky with the hot lady of the house. She had put on the porcelain mask.


Chapter 3

Vincent didn’t own a camera other than the one on his phone. He stood at the end of Otis’s bed with the guy lying on his back and Jade on her knees beside him.

Jade touched the guy’s cock which was already erect and so much bigger than Vincent’s. He was fascinated looking at it as he’d never seen another man’s erect cock in real life. It was seriously impressive in both length and girth.

Jade could barely encircle it with her little hand. She was squeezing and stroking up and down the length, the veins along the shaft bulging.

She tilted to examine the man’s balls then cupped them with her other hand and looked back at the camera and at Vincent holding his erect cock in his pants with his free hand. She bit her lip and smile.

“Do you like that baby, do you like how big it is?” Vincent asked, the words escaping upon a thought that he never intended to verbalise.

“I love how big he is Vince. I love how big and heavy these are too,” she said and bent down to kiss his balls.

Vincent moved closer and zoomed in as his wife sucked on their boarder’s ball sac. She was squeezing his nuts and isolating them.

She sucked one into her mouth and Vincent zoomed right in to capture her lips sealed to it, then when they parted he captured the image of the tongue lashing before her lips closed over the other ball, and she sucked and massaged it too.

Otis was lying with his entire body taut and pumped up. He had his hands behind his head and was staring up at the ceiling. “Uh fuck yes,” he groaned as Jade stopped sucking his balls and moved to the base of his cock with her kisses and little sucks.

“Mmm hmm she moaned and kissed and sucked her way up then down his shaft whilst rolling her fist over the head.

She was massaging the head of the guy’s cock firmly and sending bolts of sperm-producing pleasure to Vincents balls as well as their boarders.

She massaged the head and sucked up and down the underside of the shaft, moaning her pleasure and making Otis arch his butt off the mattress like he was about to levitate.

Jade relented with rubbing the head and stopped kissing so she could stroke up and down the full length. She dribbled on the head and extended her strokes over it, making his cockhead squish through her fist.

The poor guy thrust and squirmed as the intensity built and Vincent could imagine that feeling.

“Nya fuck!” the guy suddenly cried out and heavy spurts of cum lashed his stomach. Jade kept stroking the head and more of it oozed through her fingers.

Vincent zoomed in close as she smiled at the camera and flayed her gooey fingers, making the head of the guy’s cock poke through them still leaking.

She was rubbing his cock with her wedding ring finger. They were soaked in cum and she was deliberately coating them in it.

“Aw fuck,” Vincent groaned, making her smile teasingly.

Then she stroked to the base and Vincent zoomed right in close as she took the gooey cock head into her mouth and sucked it.

Otis grunted and pushed down on her shoulder as he thrust, surging his cock into her mouth.

“Aw fuck baby,” Vincent groaned some more and he watched his wife bob her pretty head and suck this other man off.

She bobbed and bobbed with her eyes wide and focused on the camera but the cock in her mouth was obviously spent. The man attached to it was fully sated judging by the look on his face.

There was still cum all over his stomach. Jade left his cock and lifted her see-through t-shirt. She bent and used her tight nipples to swirl the pools of cum. She bit her smile at the camera as Vince zoomed in close to capture her nipples cutting back and forth through the ropes of cum and making shapes with them.

Cum was dripping from her tits when she stopped and licked up one of the puddles and slurped it down.

Vincent remained zoomed in to capture the image of his wife licking up ropes and puddles of this other man’s semen and swallowing them down whilst he held her hair out of the way and watched her do it.

When she’d licked his stomach clean she took his cock back into her mouth and bobbed a few more times then she held it and licked and sucked around the base and smooched and sucked his hairless balls clean too.

Her left hand was still soaked in cum and she used it to rub her tits and wipe her wedding rings on her nipple whilst both men watched intently.

She finished with a smile and sucked her ring and middle fingers into her mouth to clean them of Otis’s semen.

“Mmm yummy,” she cooed. “That was so much again!”


Chapter 4

Jade

I was still wearing Grandma’s mask when I’d finished licking Otis clean of all his cum. My boobs were sticky with it so I left my t-shirt hiked up and continued feeling my tits for the gawking men.

Oh my god they’re hopeless when you show them your boobs. They were both staring with their mouths open and their eyes glazed like kids in a candy store.

I was feeling turned on from the evening being gawked at by a bunch a card-playing men too but was more tired than anything else. My husband was quite worked up and I didn’t want him to have to go to bed frustrated so I gave him a quick sucking in bed.

He throbbed and throbbed in my mouth. It was my second big drink of semen for the night after licking up so much from Otis’s stomach. I did a big swallow and scooted up for a cuddle before going to sleep.

“What about you baby, do you want me to do you with your clit thingy?”

“Um no I’m fine, just my boobs please. They’re all sticky from Otis’s cum and my nipples are aching. Can you give them a little suck please?”

I moved over my husband and put a tit against his lips. “Aw fuck yeah, I love it like this baby,” he muttered and sucked half of my tit into his mouth, groaning his pleasure as he swirled his tongue around. He cleaned my tit and soothed the ache in that nipple then I moved across and fed him the other one.

“Mmm can you taste his cum?” I asked softly. “Do you like it?”

“I like that it’s all over your tits baby. It was so hot watching you rub his cum all over his stomach with your nipples. I wanted to suck them when they were dripping his goo right after.”

“Mmm hmm, I would’ve loved that Vince. I’m going to do it again with whoever’s going first next week and I’ll let you lick it off me when it’s still all wet and gooey, okay?”

“Aw fuck baby I don’t know. Doing it in front of the guy would be freaky.”

I remained on my hands and knees over my husband and let him suck back and forth from one dangling tit to the other and back again until my boobs were sucked clean.

That was Friday night and the end of my working week as a hand job hooker. We had firmly decided that weekends were family time and on Saturday we had chores around the house and yard and shopping to do.

We dropped in at Vincent’s parents place and were going to borrow a camera and tripod off his father but he gave it to us anyway.

“So, what kind of films?” he asked and I rolled my eyes to Vincent and grimaced.

“Yeah we’re going to start doing films of Luna as she grows and making a package of them to give her when she’s old enough to take over recording her memories herself,” Vincent half fibbed.

Well it was true we’d talked about doing that but that was ages ago. Vincent came up with it all on his own today. “Yeah sure Dad, we’ll post everything we record for you guys and Jade’s parents to enjoy as well.”

So yes, thanks to Vince’s fast thinking and his father’s generosity we now had a good quality camera and tripod for our home sex tapes. Oh, and we’ll video-record our child’s early developmental years too.

We took the camera to the zoo on Sunday and I spent all Sunday evening working out how to edit and trim and make some short clips that I posted for the grandparents.

I got to thinking about the sex tapes we were going to make and what to do with them. Vince joined me after Luna was asleep and we did some editing and trimming of the one he’d done on his phone the other night.

It hadn’t come out very well but we were able to salvage a few minutes of footage where the definition was good enough to enjoy.

The part where I was licking up cum from Otis’s stomach made Vincent go hard in his pants. The resolution was great for that and I could taste the cum as I watched the fine detail of my tongue gathering it into pools to be sucked up and swallowed.

We spliced together what we could and played it on a big screen whilst I lay on my front and Vincent straddled my butt and fucked me from behind. He wasn’t in my butt though, just in my pussy. We hadn’t tried anal yet and I was curious but too shy to suggest it.

My husband fucked me nice and I wiggled and squirmed back against his thrusts. He was frigging my clit and humping me and we watched the sex tape on a loop with us cumming together during the bit where I was swirling cum on Otis’s stomach with my nipples.

“Mmm that was so nice with you on my back Vince. I love it when you nail me.”

“Haha yeah and that’s exactly the point with these other men baby, they don’t get to nail you. That’s only for me,” my husband groaned into a neck kiss.

He was still in me but was oozing out with a condom on so he had to take hold of it, careful not to spill any and risk his sperm escaping and attacking me now that I was entering my fertile time of the month.

He had rolled off my back and was on his side pulling the condom off. I sat up and took it from him. I put the open end in my mouth and tipped it up. I held it by the tip and wrung the contents from it, dripping it into my mouth and I drank it down whilst my husband watched and massaged the back of my neck affectionately.

I pushed the condom inside out and sucked it clean. “Uh fuck yeah,” my husband groaned and I wiggled my brows and smiled at him.

“Is that good baby?”

“Mmm I wish it was one of theirs. I can’t wait to taste those other men Vince. I’m not going to let a single drop of their cum go to waste.”

“Oh yeah, there was a text before.” Vincent checked his phone. “Yeah all three of them have booked next week now baby. Otis wants to know if there can be two in one night?”

“Um really? I don’t know, I guess that’d be okay.”

“That’s Jorge trying to get Monday, Wednesday, Friday, but Otis has already booked Declan for Monday and Riley for Tuesday.”

“Oh!” I squeaked, grimacing excitedly.

“They’re only getting half an hour each but if you’re going to lick up all their cum...?” Vincent queried with a grimace too.

I took a big breath. “Well I guess I swallowed Otis’s and yours the other night one after the other so I guess it should be fine. And that’d be 400 for one hours’ work and a thousand for the week!”

“Well yeah, tax free that’s more than I’ll be earning at my job,” Vincent chuckled, pulling me to him for a cuddle. “I suppose it’s easy enough doing that many hand jobs, a typical teenage boy would do double that every week sitting at his computer.”

I laughed and was kissed and held close as we went to sleep. It was an early night but Vincent started his job in the morning and didn’t know what the traffic would be like, so he was planning on leaving early.


Chapter 5

Jade

I saw my husband off with his lunch pack stuffed full and a hug and kiss for good luck. Then I got another hour of sleep and packed Luna off to pre-school.

When I got home I had a kitchen to tidy and was hopeful our boarder and my resident pimp would come in to cook breakfast and catch me barely dressed again.

I stripped off my pre-school mum pants and top and put on a thin stretch cotton dress that showed my nipples. I was in the kitchen making my own breakfast when Otis knocked and popped his head in. He was smiling away carrying his eggs and bread on a plate ready for cooking.

“Here give me that,” I said and took the plate from him.

“Morning Jade, you’re looking fine,” the man said.

I leant into a little squeeze from him, his hand on my waist sending hot tingles scampering.

“So you’ve got plenty of interest in your new business venture. Did Vince ask you about that?”

“Uh huh, he was going to text back but I hoped you’d call in. I’m fine with it being more than one client per night,” I said still blushing a little, even after having sex with this man a few times now.

I cracked his eggs. He approached close behind me and touched my hips. I was completely bare beneath my dress and hoped he’d notice.

“You smell damn fine too Jade. I’ve deliberately kept to myself all weekend like you asked.”

“I know, I appreciate that too. It’s important for us to keep family time if we’re going to be doing this.”

“Yeah definitely,” the man groaned against my neck and I sucked in a breath as he stroked upward and covered both of my tits with his hands. “How about on a Monday morning though, you okay to play with a little at breakfast?”

“Uh huh, a little bit. Especially now that your friends are going to be here every night. I’d rather do something for you in the mornings and Vince said I could if I liked.”

“Oh fuck yeah,” the man groaned whilst tweaking my nipples and making me squirm against his package.

He felt firm already. “Have you been waiting all weekend?” I uttered. “Have I been making you wait?”

“Yeah you have. I’ve been dying on the other side of the door there m’lady.” The man groaned into my ear. “My balls are so damn heavy right now. I hope you’re thirsting for it again.”

“Mmm hmm, I’m thirsting for it but your eggs are cooked,” I giggled and tried to squirm my arms down tight to stop him groping me whilst I tipped the scrambled eggs onto his plate.

The man relented and took his breakfast. He sat and ate whilst I made coffee and had my yogurt. We chatted about plans for tonight with my first two real clients, about the fact they were half hour apart and Otis would hopefully get rid of Declan before Jorge turned up.

“Best to make it one at a time if possible, easier to control the situation that way.”

We talked about how to handle payments and that Otis was happy to launder the money if I liked. They could transfer electronically to him before they arrived, and he’d draw cash for me.

“Yes but you have to take a percentage if you’re going to be doing all of this Otis. You’re screening these men and handling the bookings and providing a room for me to perform my hand job service. And now you’re going to handle the money too! I think ten percent would be fair.”

“Oh yeah, but I’d prefer to take my payment in kind than in cash,” he said, pulling me onto his lap.

“Mmm what about both. What about some payment in goods and services and some in cash?”

“Oh yeah, well these are the goods,” he said feeling my tits. “And what are you going to perform my service with today?”

I could feel how hard he was against my hip already. I squeezed the bulge and it flexed through his stretchy track pants. It felt like he was bare beneath his clothing too and that was thrilling.

I could feel the head of his cock. I stroked down and up but my hand was up the wrong way sitting on his lap like this. I continued though and cuddled his head to my tits. He bit on one and sucked it through my dress.

I stretched my neckline down and he latched onto my nipple bare and suckled it whilst I continued stroking him through the stretchy fabric of his pants, making the head of his cock pop back and forth through my fist.

“Mmm is that nice Otis, you feel so hard now?”

“Oh that’s better than nice m’lady. My nuts were already full, that’s heating what’s in them to the boil doing that,” he answered and stretched my neckline down over my other tit and gave that aching nipple some attention.

I started to get an idea for this situation. Oh my god what was I even thinking!

“Um, take your pants down for me,” I uttered.

The man beneath me never let go of my nipple whilst I lifted and he pushed his pants down his thighs.

I lifted my dress to my waist and sat on his legs bare. I resumed stroking down and up his erect shaft and he groaned against my tits.

I went faster and faster and flayed my soft fingers around the underside of the man’s cockhead with each upward pull then squeezed and made his cockhead pop through my fist on the way back down.

“Oh fuck… oh fuck…” he whined and buried his head against my tits.

I felt his cock flex hard and begin to throb and I quickly lifted and wiggled it into place then sunk down on it with it inside me.

I squished down hard and was completely full and having my cervix probed when the shaft inside me started throbbing. The man I was sitting on cuddling to my tits let out a deep groan of pleasure.

“Uh huh like that,” I breathed against his hair. “This is how I like to service you Otis, but we really should be using a condom,” I uttered as fear and excitement welled and gushed inside of me like the torrents of hot semen were right now.

***


Part 5: Taste of Success

Chapter 1

Jade

Our child was already four years old so if we were going to have another, it’d be better sooner rather than later. That’s why I wasn’t on birth control but because of our financial situation Vincent and I were being careful using condoms during my fertile time of month.

I’d insisted Vincent use a condom last night and here I was sitting on another man’s lap with his spent penis inside me and my pussy full of his semen.

It was only the very beginning of my fertile time though. I hoped I’d be safe.

Otis had softened a little after cumming but was still huge in me and firm enough to squish down on. “Sorry, I should’ve pulled out,” he breathed, peering up from my tits.

“It’s my fault, I should have told you,” I uttered. “This feels so nice though.”

I was gently rolling my pelvis and squishing back and forth as I sat sideways on the older man’s lap. I hadn’t reached orgasm myself so I still needed this, but it wasn’t really about me.

This was something I’d been thinking about this morning. I was doing a job for money. It was about stroking the men off and my job was to extract their semen.

I had done that for Otis by stroking him with my hand and allowing him to ejaculate inside me. My work was done here and I should have been saving my own needs for my husband to satisfy, right?

That’s what I was telling myself. But I was still squishing back and forth rubbing myself deep inside with our boarder’s huge cock. He had my dress up to my neck and was sucking from one of my tits to the other and feeling them with his strong hands.

I couldn’t help myself and kept rolling my hips and squishing back and forth until an orgasm clenched my body. Otis took over squirming beneath me and when he thrust I opened my legs and leant back so we could both watch his cock flex and throb.

Only the head of it was still inside me with my pussy lips sealed around it. My vagina was contracting and sucking on it. “Well I suppose it doesn’t matter now,” I breathed.

“Nya fuck yeah, that’s draining me now,” Otis groaned.

“Uh huh that’s my job,” I said and touched him inside me, feeling our coupling and caressing my pussy lips sealed around his veiny shaft.

I was sitting back against him with my thighs open either side of his. I felt lower and cupped his balls. He curled his hips and surged deep inside me again and I held his balls against my pussy.

“Mmm are these all soothed and empty now? Sorry I made you wait all weekend.”

Otis gulped. “It was worth it. That first load was huge and the second one absolutely drained me. Feels so fucking good inside you like this.”

“Mmm I know, and you can still cum inside me like this next time but we have to use a condom and I’ll drink your cum out of it instead. Just during my fertile time, okay? Then I’ll take yours inside me and only drink it for the others.”

“Aw fuck yeah,” the man groaned whilst feeling my tits but his cock oozed out of me and I slithered from his lap to the floor and went about sucking it clean for him.

I sucked most of it into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it. Then I lifted it and sucked around the base and licked his balls whilst his cum trickled down my inner thigh to my knee.

I felt the trickle and caught it with my fingers, rubbing it into my thigh as I stood and covered my pussy with my hand. “I’m going to have a shower now. I’ll clean up here, you don’t have to worry about it.”

I left our boarder to finish his breakfast and took my waterproof vibrator into the shower. I’d reached an orgasm sitting on Otis’s lovely big cock but only just. I needed to tweak that to the next level at least.

His cum was perfect lubricant of course. I was full of it and completely slick. My vibrator is about his size and has nodules at the base. I crouched under the hot water and slid it up and down a bunch of times then clenched on it. My pussy throbbed around the shaft and the nodules vibrated against my clit.

Mmm I orgasmed so deep and kept it going for a long minute or two until I felt all warm and satisfied in my belly where the taboo sperm was swimming around. Oh my god that was so naughty, I scolded myself but damn it felt good.


Chapter 2

Jade

My mother allowed me to bring home a big box of stuff from Grandma’s attic. I had a few lacy drop-waist dresses in my wardrobe now, unsure if I’d ever have occasion to wear them, maybe to a fancy dress party or something. I had lots of dress jewellery and had adorned the house with various trinkets and doilies and the like.

I spent a few hours reading through Grandma’s diary and read all about her children for the most part. There were a few entries about men but it seemed she rarely dated and Granddad was the love of her life. The fact that he died in the war in his early twenties simply meant Grandma’s lover never aged alongside her. Mum had kept the portrait Grandma had of him on her living room wall.

I spent half the time in tears reading the diary and the other half my face ached with my smile. I was so inspired by my grandmother and even more now.

I was going to make a living from servicing these lonely divorced men. I had no desire to work in a brothel the way Grandma did but this was a different century. I was getting ideas about other ways I could sell sex that were not available last century. Nowadays we have the internet and all the lonely men have screens.

I checked the porcelain mask in the mirror again, modelling it from all angles and reassuring myself I was unrecognisable whilst wearing it, just in case anyone I knew happened upon the sex tapes Vincent and I were planning to make.

I picked out my lingerie for tonight too. I was going to wear black for Declan at 8.30 and Jorge at 9.30.

I had shopping to do and picked up my daughter after pre-school. Otis had made it clear he would still be avoiding any intrusion on our family time privacy so was only interested in using the kitchen when Luna was at pre-school. He was happy to use his microwave or get takeout or go to the pub for his evening meals.

Vincent got home from work with a glowing report about his first day. He rambled about it all through dinner. After our evening family time together we put Luna down and tucked her in with a bedtime story.

That was Mrs Jekyll, then once I left her bedroom I became Madam Hyde in my black mesh panties and fishnet stockings and garter belt. I painted my lips red to match my stilettoes and was ushered through the living room door by my cameraman husband adorned in a black suit.

“Oh my god!” Declan uttered, his eyes wide and his jaw dropping.

As arranged, Otis was in a black suit as well. His role was doorman and general usher. He opened his bedroom door for me. His room was made up nicely with a red scarf over a lamp for a romantic ambience.

“Thirty minutes,” he said to Declan and checked his watch. “I’ll be outside the door. Madam’s husband is here for filming but will leave after your servicing so you can enjoy some time alone with the woman.”

This was all discussed between the three of us and set out as the plan for each servicing of these divorced men. The time alone with me at the end could include some kissing and cuddling if they wished.

Vincent had the tripod set up at the end of the bed but started with hand-held filming. He remained back in the shadows whilst I crawled over Declan and kissed him backward up the bed. I was still wearing my silver satin robe but got up on my knees and undid the tie.

Vincent moved around to film me opening it for Declan showing him my bare tits and black lingerie. I had my tiny gilded spoon under the waistband of my panties on one hip.

“Oh fuck,” the man groaned looking at it. I bit my smile, excited for what he was obviously thinking seeing it there.

“Mmm that’s for later but first we have to see what’s under here,” I said and started undoing the man’s shirt.

I undid the buttons and opened it. His stomach and chest were shaved bare and I smiled at him as I saw it.

“Mmm yummy, and what about down here?” I cooed and undid the buttons on his jeans and tugged at them. He lifted his butt and I pulled down his jeans and jocks, releasing a nice sized penis that bent to one side and flexed semi firm.

I bit my smile looking up from it. Then I squeezed and clawed the man’s upper thigh as I bent over and kissed his stomach and made him groan and thrust with his hips.

I kissed all over his stomach and chest leaving lipstick marks and inching upward on his thigh with my clawing fingernails until I touched his balls. I stopped kissing and used my nipples to stroke the man’s stomach and chest then I moved up over him and caressed his face with them.

He was groaning and trying to suck. I teased his open mouth allowing him to touch my nipples with his tongue but when he tried to latch on I teased my nipple away.

I was holding his shaft now and it was hard and flexing in my hand. “Uh yeah,” the man groaned louder so I stopped teasing with my boobs and concentrated on stroking his cock.

I had it in my left hand with my wedding rings for my husband to focus on with the camera. He zoomed in since there was obviously an eruption pending.

“Nya fuck!” Declan growled and bucked with his hips. His hands were behind his head and his torso clenched tight.

I felt the eruption in my hand with a powerful throb of his shaft then ropes of semen spurted and lashed all over his stomach. “Mmm hmm,” I moaned excitedly and got my fingers in it by stroking over the head and making him spurt through.

“Oh wow, that’s a lot,” I cooed.

“Uh yeah fuck that was intense. Nyah!” the man squeaked and convulsed as I flayed my fingers over the head of his cock again.

He was still leaking creamy goo and I made sure to coat my rings in it for the camera.

“Oh that’s hot,” Declan snarled.

I smiled at him and grimaced a little. “Do you want me to eat your cum now? Would you like to watch me?”

“Oh yeah go on, I want to watch.”

I kept hold of his cock with my left hand and used my right. I took the gilded spoon from my hip and scooped up cum from his stomach and held his eyes through my mask whilst sucking the spoon clean.

I swallowed that little taste and scooped some more and ate it. It was only a tiny spoon and it took me about ten scoops to clean the man’s stomach and chest.

He propped himself up on his elbows and watched me, urging me on as I sucked from the spoon and swallowed.

I kissed his stomach and licked and smooched my way down to his penis. I’d left it lying to one side and I nuzzled around the head, softly sucking and licking the semen from it.

“Uh fuck yeah,” Declan groaned and tried to thrust but I smiled up at him and only nipped the head enough to hold it and lick through the eyelet.

“Mmm I’m not allowed to suck you properly,” I told him and the camera zoomed right in close. Then I sucked and licked my way down the side of the shaft to the man’s balls and smooched and moaned my pleasure at having soothed them for this lonely divorced man.

He was all clean down there since his cum had been so thick and was still all over the fingers of my left hand.

I sat up and faced the camera holding my hand up and showing the cum all over my rings. I licked my palm and licked and sucked my other fingers clean. Then I carefully cleaned around my rings with my pointed tongue.

“Uh fuck that’s hot,” Declan groaned his encouragement and I smiled at him then sucked my ring finger into my mouth. I sucked all his cum off it whilst holding his eyes through my porcelain mask.


Chapter 3

Jade

Vincent left with the camera and closed the door after him. There was still about ten minutes of Declan’s paid time and he was allowed to kiss me and cuddle me now but not to touch me below the waist.

I laid with him and he held me tight and kissed my neck and nibbled my ears but avoided kissing my mouth with the strong taste and scent of his cum. “Mmm that’s okay, I like the taste of you and that’s all that matters,” I told him.

“Yeah but can I kiss your tits, is that allowed?”

“Uh huh anywhere above the waist is allowed and you can feel me up a little bit if you want while we’re in afterglow, just not before you cum is the rules.”

“Oh yeah that’s cool. Ooh these are nice,” the man groaned as he scooted down and took hold of my tits.

I was on my back allowing him a tiny bit of control. But as discussed with my husband and pimp, men were far less dangerous after ejaculating, so we were allowing my clients a few minutes of freedom to feel me.

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted.

Sucking on my nipples like Declan was doing would be enough of a tease to make him want to pay for another half hour as soon as he could afford it.

I noted that I’d need to avoid getting cum on my tits with Declan. He obviously didn’t like the taste and was making the most of his opportunity to feel my boobs and suck on them now.

I needed to remember what each individual client preferred and cater to that. This was something I’d read in Grandma’s diary with the different preferences of her regular clients.

There was a knock on the door and Otis opened it. “Okay time’s up Dex, time to go man.”

My first ever real client was ushered from the room and I went to my bathroom to freshen up. Then I had a sip of wine and returned to my hand job studio to await my next client.

The men waited with me. All of us agreed that things went smoothly and according to plan the first time.

Jorge arrived a few minutes early and Otis noted his time and left the room. Vincent filmed from the shadows again at first whilst I knelt over this much older man kissing him and massaging his erection in his pants.

I got up on my knees to open my robe and expose myself ceremoniously again. My husband panned around to film me from the top of the bed now.

Jorge followed his instructions and kept his hands interlaced behind his head. The man had been told to wear a shirt that I could unbutton with nothing beneath it. I opened Jorge’s shirt to a big round belly that was going to be interesting to scoop cum from without it running off the sides.

I left his cock because it was already so hard in his pants and I swayed my tits against the man’s face. That made him lick and try to suck my nipples but I teased them away from his mouth.

He was already grunting and getting worked up so I scooted down and undid and pulled down his pants and jocks.

His cock was thick and stumpy and quite dark in colour. I took hold and stroked and dribbled on it and rubbed and squished my fist over the head.

I brought the man near to a peak a few times. I slowed and avoided the head whilst kissing and sucking on his balls, thrilled with how full they must have been getting for me.

When he bucked and cried out I only let a few spurts go then I closed my lips over the end of the head and peered up at the guy and the camera whilst taking the rest of his load directly into my mouth.

His cock throbbed and throbbed in my fist and I swallowed a nice big mouthful of his cum. Then I sat and took out my pretty spoon and cleaned up the few ropes that had landed on his fat belly.

I swallowed that down too and took a big breath and expelled. “Mmm yummy.”

Vincent backed out the door with the camera and I lay down beside this much older man and let him cuddle me. I offered a little kiss to see if he wanted to and he responded and kissed me back.

I moved over him with my bare tits pressed to his chest and he returned my kiss passionately, swirling his tongue round mine and accepting the taste of his own cum.

He rolled me onto my back and took over kissing me deeply and I thrust against his hand as he felt my tits and played with my nipples.

I was getting ideas and noting them for this particular client. I could see myself lying on my back with him on his knees beside me stroking him off all over my tits. Then I could use my spoon to scoop up and eat his cum and let him lick and suck my tits clean and have a little kiss of me afterwards.

Otis was there with his stopwatch. Jorge’s time was up and I was done for the night. Four hundred less my pimp and usher’s ten percent netted me three-sixty for an hour and a half’s work.

Just like that eh Grandma!


Chapter 4

Vincent took his whore wife to bed as soon as she was finished with her second client. He could taste the other men’s cum in her mouth but that only urged him on to kiss her more deeply.

He’d had a fantastic first day at work himself and was in a mood to ice the cake with a fuck of his wife. He was pretty worked up after filming her servicing two other men and didn’t last long enough to bring her to orgasm, so as soon as he pulled out he scooted down and fingered and licked her to a peak.

The next night he filmed her servicing her other client and watched her eat the cum from his stomach with her spoon then lick and suck it from her fingers and his cock and balls.  The man snarled down at her wanting to dominate but he kept his hands behind his head as instructed.

Vincent watched through the cracked open bedroom door whilst the podgy little bald man covered in tattoos ravaged his wife lying on her back on the bed. He groped and mauled her tits and kissed her hard, shoving his tongue down her throat by the looks.

He went to grope between her legs too but she clutched his wrist and squirmed away. “Alright time’s up!” Otis declared and opened the door. He’d been watching over Vincent’s shoulder. It was a few minutes early but it looked like Riley might get out of hand if he wasn’t stopped.

He left Jade panting on the bed. “You alright baby?” Vincent asked sitting beside her. Otis was seeing Riley off.

“Uh huh, I’m fine. I wanted him to touch me Vince. I know he wasn’t supposed to but I’m so horny now and my pussy’s on fire.”

Otis returned and the three of them got to discussing what had just nearly happened.

“I’m thinking we use a rope to tie Riley’s hands next time,” Otis suggested. “We could bound him to the bedpost and he wouldn’t be able to do anything more than you allow Jade.”

“Yeah I like that idea,” Vincent agreed. “That’d be pretty intense for the guy too, being tied up. I bet Riley would go for it.”

“Uh huh I like that idea too, but there’s another idea I want to think about as well,” Jade said grimacing guiltily.

“I’d like to be able to put them inside me to finish off sometimes, to be allowed to straddle them and let them finish inside my pussy with a condom on, then drink from the condom for them.”

“Aw fuck really?” Vincent groaned. He instantly liked the idea though. He was boning up every time he thought of Otis having been inside his wife and the idea of these other men technically fucking her too was completely positive.

“You could charge more for that,” Otis suggested evenly. “If it’s 200 for hand and mouth, it’d have to be 300 for actual penetration,” he said and squeezed Jade’s upper thigh.

She was resting back on the bed with her robe on but open and her tits out. They all watched Otis touch her through the crotch of her little mesh panties. They could see her slit through the damp mesh. He tugged the crotch aside and she rolled her pelvis and braced as they looked at her pussy.

“Yes definitely 300 to slide into here and fill your condom,” Otis groaned and rubbed between Jade’s slick folds. He smeared her open with her juices then inserted his middle and ring fingers.

Jade’s eyes were wide and her mouth hung open. Otis extracted and spread his fingers to hold her open whilst he and Vincent had a look inside.

“You don’t mind sharing this with these other men?” Otis asked Vincent. “Feels damn good when she sits on you man. Damn she’s tight up in here,” he groaned and inserted again.

“Uh huh, huh you’re teasing me,” Jade whimpered.

Vincent gulped and drew a breath. “I like the idea of them sticking their cocks in her. Definitely 300 though, and they have to be tied up for that!”


Chapter 5

Jade

My husband took me to bed and fucked me that night. The next night they tied Jorge’s hands to the bedpost but I didn’t take him inside me yet. He had already paid 200 and we didn’t want to change things after he’d already agreed to the hand job.

What I did with the older man with the big belly was what I was thinking last time.

I had him kneeling beside me and I was lying on my back stroking him. “Uh huh, just stay on your knees like that,” I told him.

He was nice and hard and I was rubbing my fist over the head of his cock. His big balls were dangling but they gradually clenched up tight and I stroked them with my thumb when he was ejaculating.

“Uh fuck yeah,” the old guy groaned. His hands were tied behind his back and his hips were jerking. Thick ropes of his cum lashed my tits. I watched excitedly. I had my gilded spoon in my other hand and my mouth was watering for my creamy treat.

Jorge remained on his knees and watched me scoop up his cum and eat it. There wasn’t so much of it tonight, only the one puddle after scraping the lashes from my tits into the valley between. I got three spoonful’s though and it was nice and strong to taste.

“Mmm yummy,” I cooed. Then I pushed the guy onto his back and crawled over him to feed him. I fed him my tits to lick and suck clean.

Otis had tied his wrists far enough apart so he could lie down on his back with one hand by each hip. He couldn’t lift his hands though, so he was mine to do with as I pleased.

Of course I couldn’t resist having a little suck on his cock with him bound like that, and after bobbing my head and sucking for a minute I got another few pulses of semen from it.

“Mmm, mmm,” I moaned as I looked up at the man frowning down at me and swallowed his cum whilst he watched.

That was Wednesday night and on Thursday morning after taking my daughter to pre-school I was being played with in the kitchen by Otis. It had been a few days since I’d last given him a release and he was so worked up.

I rolled a condom on him and straddled his lap facing him with my top pulled up above my tits. He was already close. I remained split over the base of his cock and rocked my hips to jerk him off with my pussy, the way I was intending to do for the other men when they paid the extra 100.

I held Otis lightly around the neck and hip-danced on his lap with my tits wobbling about in his face. He was rubbing his face against them and sucking from one nipple to the other.

He lasted ages so I had time for my orgasm to build. It clenched my pussy around his huge cock.

Oh I was throbbing so nice on him. “Mmm are you going to cum too?”

“Yeah I’m close Jade, do you want it in the condom?”

“Uh huh, do it in the condom and I’ll eat it for you while you watch again. Do you like it when I do that?”

“Yeah I like it. I’m going to cum so hard this morning too. You thirsty?” the man groaned.

I blushed to myself. “I have a special idea for it this morning. I want to pour it on my breakfast.”

“Oh fuck yeah, I wanna see that. What are you having, do you want me to cum on it for you?’

“Mmm I’m just going to have that banana. I was going to cut it up in a bowl and pour your cum on it. I’ve been thinking about trying it and I’m so curious.”

“Okay stop, stop, I’m right on the edge,” Otis said and held me down by the hips. “Go get your breakfast.”

I lifted from him. His cock was so long it took forever to come all the way out. I took a breakfast bowl from the cupboard and quickly sliced my banana into bite-sized chunks.

Otis grabbed me from behind and entered me again and thumped against my butt. I gripped the sink and held on. He held my hips and rode me bent over, rolling his hips and humping me forcefully.

He stopped and ground against me. “Uh fuck that was close.”

I held his head against mine, flaring my hips and wiggling back onto him. I felt beneath for our coupling and when he pulled back to thrust again I rolled the condom off. He pulled all the way out and I dropped it on the floor and guided him back in.

“Oh fuck yeah, that’s so much better,” he groaned.

“Uh huh, but don’t cum in me. You have to pull out and do it on my banana.”

He was slow fucking me now, holding my hips and measuring his strokes in and out of me. He picked up pace and I relaxed back onto him, trusting him entirely and thrilled to have a man taking me for his pleasure instead of me being in control.

“Uh yeah that’s so close,” he groaned and squirmed hard against my butt again. “I nearly blew right then Jade, you feel so good inside like this.”

“Uh huh. I can feel how hard you are Otis. I love how dangerous this is but you mustn’t cum in me. Mmm close like this is fine but just pull back when you have to and I’ll get my bowl.”

“Yeah okay, let’s do it then,” the man said and resumed humping me. He was staying in deep and using his hips to surge back and forth.

He surged hard up me then held still again. “Uh that’s throbbing it’s so close.”

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned and squirmed hard back against him, splitting my pussy over the base of his cock that I could feel throbbing.

“Okay, you ready?” He launched into a series of short sharp thrusts. “Yeah here it is Jade. Here it is!” he growled and pulled all the way out.

I grabbed my bowl and dropped to my knees in front of him. He aimed his cock and it went off like a damn fire hose slurping heavy ropes of cum all over my banana.

I took over holding his cock and squeezed the last of his load and wiped the dripping eyelet on the edge of my bowl.

He was still hard and throbbing so I stood and wiggled back onto him. He slammed his cock into me again.

“I want you to keep fucking me while I eat this,” I told the man.

I turned and bent over the table with my bowl and spoon. Otis continued rolling his hips and fucking me nice and deep and slow. I scooped up a piece of banana coated in cum and put it in my mouth and chewed and swallowed. The mixture of sweet and sour was interesting.

I collected another piece of banana and scooped extra cum from the bottom of the bowl. I ate it and did the same with another piece and another whilst Otis frigged my clit with his fingertips.

I was eating another piece of cum-covered banana when my orgasm hit again and my pussy throbbed and sucked on the huge penis inside of it.

I pushed my bowl away with a piece of banana uneaten and held the table whilst Otis picked up pace humping me again.

He rode me with short jolting thrusts that had my tits surging and wobbling on the tabletop. He jiggled and slammed into me over and over and suddenly pulled out and grabbed my bowl.

He squeezed his cockhead into it and slurped another four or five ropes of semen over my last piece of banana.

“Mmm yummy,” I cooed and took the bowl from him, using a fork this time holding the bowl up whilst wiping its contents into my open mouth then eating it.


Chapter 6

Vincent got home from work to find his wife in a pretty dress, done up with makeup and with a ribbon in her hair.

She looked so sweet and housewifely cooking dinner with their child setting the knives and forks ready for the family meal.

Vincent had been having thoughts all day about whether they even needed this new business of whoring his wife out to lonely divorcee men for hand jobs. It was dumb luck their financial position was being corrected in three ways at the same time, whilst a month ago it seemed hopeless.

They had suddenly gotten a small inheritance and he’d landed a good job. It was a perfect opportunity to get Jade pregnant and have their second child; he’d been mulling this all day.

Vincent said nothing of that to his wife during dinner or into the evening. Eight o’clock came around and with their child tucked into bed he took Jade into the adjoining apartment and set up the camera. They would be filming her servicing Declan for his second time this week.

Financial practicalities and ideas of normal family life were overpowered by the thrill of watching Jade’s lips around the man’s cock as she bobbed her head in his lap.

She stroked with her little fist and sucked on the head and few inches of shaft until the guy started straining to thrust. She quickly rolled a condom onto his cock and straddled his lap. She guided it in and sunk down.

Declan’s hands were tied to the bedpost on a short rein. He could thrash around but was unable to touch Jade. He groaned his release inside her whilst she squirmed and thrust with her hips, her red painted lips in a smile beneath her mask.

Vincent’s wife extracted herself from the other man’s cock and removed the condom, held it up and squeezed out the contents into her mouth and swallowed it.

He took her home soon afterwards and indulged in the taste of cum in her mouth whilst kissing her passionately and thrusting his cock in her hand and against her hip. He came on her belly and slumped away spent whilst she rubbed it into her tits and licked her hands clean.

On Friday night Vincent took his wife into the adjoining room again and filmed her lying on her back stroking the fat man off all over her tits.

He had a couple of hours of film to edit now and Jade had netted over a thousand dollars for her first week as a whore.

Of course the weekend was family time and they had a busy Saturday morning shopping and went to the aquarium in the afternoon.

They sat down together on Sunday morning and put the aquarium video online for the grandparents. Then they got to work cutting and splicing scenes from the sex tapes.

The camera was very high quality and the definition of the images was too arousing for Vincent to say anything negative to his wife. She was glowing and beaming with excitement as they watched some of the scenes over and over and in slow-motion and expanded on screen.

Vincent was boning up all the while and Jade was flushed in the face and constantly rubbing and raking up her inner thighs.

“Baby this is nuts isn’t it? Do we really want to pimp you out and run a home brothel? Do we really need to now that I’ve got a good job?” Vincent muttered into a kiss. His conscience and good sense were fighting its way to the surface.

Jade giggled and reached to the bureau for her mask. She tied it on and straddled her husband. Her pussy was squishy and warm through the crotch of her panties with her pretty Sunday housewifely dress up around her hips.

“I guess it’s a home brothel Vince, but do you know what I think we should call our website?”

She was rolling her pelvis, squashing her pussy over the underside of Vincent’s erection in his pants.

“I want to experience this for a few months Vince. I want to live what it was like for Grandma,” she breathed into a kiss.

She was wiggling as she squished back and forth on Vincent’s cock.

“Can I please keep doing it for a little while?” she cooed sweetly into his ear. “Can we do this for just a while and can we call our website The Golden Orchid?”

**  The end  **
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