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Chapter 1

Lucy

Evan and Daly were both due at work at 6am so I got up early and cooked them a big breakfast. I awoke before them and had it ready when our friend Daly came from his room first yawning and stretching.

I was still in my nightie and my tits were visible through it. The guy smiled broadly when he saw me and did what I’d told him to do when my husband wasn’t watching.

He approached close behind me and touched my hips first, then when I pressed back against him he put his hands up under my nightie and felt my tits.

I moaned softly and stopped buttering toast to lift my arms and give him more room. “Mmm that’s nice first thing in the morning Daly. You’re going to turn me on for the day doing that.”

“Uh yeah, you’ve got such great tits Lucy, I love them.”

“Hmm do you want to take a pic with your phone so you can look at it when you’re at work?”

I turned around and lifted my nightie up to my neck. “Go on, just quickly before Evan comes down.”

Daly aimed his phone and snapped a pic. He stepped back and got my panties in shot and snapped another one. There were footsteps up in the loft and I pulled my nightie down and glared playfully.

My husband climbed down and came and gave me a cuddle from behind too. He looked at my tits and groaned his approval into a neck kiss.

I served the guys their eggs and sausages and poured them coffee. They ate quickly and had to rush off. I got a kiss goodbye from my husband of course. His friend hadn’t stopped smiling at me since he got up and still was out the car window when they drove away.

I finished cleaning up and got dressed to go and help Mr Jones with his ponies. I’d already picked out a top last night with my husband, which was a cut-off crop top that didn’t cover my tits by much.

You couldn’t see anything standing up straight with my arms down, but if I bent over or raised my arms, there was pretty good under-boob available for any men watching.

I smiled to myself as I checked in the mirror. And with my arms raised I could thrust and my nipples would pop out the bottom of my crop top too.

Oh this was going to be fun with Mr Jones. Meeting him yesterday he seemed like a really nice guy and very polite, but he couldn’t get his eyes off my nipples that were poking at my top with my boobs jiggling beneath it.

I hoped this would be a real treat for him today as I intended to flash him as much as possible in the hope he’d want me, I mean us, to move into his tiny home village permanently. That would mean putting my husband and I at the top of the list for one of the new sites he was developing.

Satisfied with my choice of tops, I went with denim shorts and hiking boots. I figured if I was going to be mucking out stables I’d need good footwear. And if there was any riding to do I’d need shorts at least. Maybe even jeans?

I thought about jeans instead of shorts and modelled them in the mirror. The long pants were probably more practical but the shorts looked better with my top and it was going to be a hot day.

Ah what the hell, better to look good than be practical I decided, and pulled on the shorts. I had to jump up and down to pull them up, they were so tight. And in doing so my tits nearly bounced out the bottom of my crop top haha.

It was still only 6.30am on a Sunday so the tiny home village was silent as I walked through the streets. There was activity at the new section though.

There was a truck with a crane on it, lifting a new tiny house onto a metal frame. There were a bunch of men guiding the house as it was lowered. I stood and watched and got smiles and waves from them.

Mr Jones was there supervising. He waved to me as well and I made my way around to him, keeping well away from the truck and crane.

“Hello love, you’re bright and early. Are you ready to help me get some ponies saddled up?”

“Yes definitely! What’s going on here though, is someone moving in?”

“Well no not exactly. Not yet anyway. Here, come have a look inside.”

The tiny house was on its stand and the men were unclipping the straps. I got more smiles and nice looks from them as Mr Jones ushered me through and up the steps into the house.

Outside it was a plain white box. Inside was the same, it was all white with a bare floor that obviously needed a covering yet. There was a basic kitchen and nice big living area. It was wider than Daly’s house and had two good sized bedrooms with a full-sized bathroom between them.

We had come in the back door. There was a veranda across the front with all glass sliding doors and full height windows. Again it was all raw and in need of painting and tiling or maybe some timber flooring.

It would be so fun to finish it off and make it nice and homey.

“So did somebody buy this and have it delivered, did they Mr Jones? I can see they have a lot of work to do before they can move in.”

“Yes love, this is just a shell. There’ll be a carport roof built onto those tall posts to make up the house site. Then another house shell and another carport and another and another all the way down this row and back up that one,” Mr Jones explained.

“By this time next week there’ll be twenty-two new tiny homes in position and another week after that the carports will be finished. Then I’ll have all these new homes to sell and the community gets bigger and better.”

“Oh wow, so you build everything and sell the houses ready to move into?” I queried excitedly. “Oh my god we have to get on the waiting list. I’d so love to move into one of these, you have no idea how hard it is to get anywhere to live at the moment.”

“Oh I do have some idea love, that’s why I’m doing this with all this farmland that isn’t needed this close to the city. I have development approval for another eight rows of houses after these two. It’s just a matter of building up the capital to invest and get them delivered.” Mr Jones was gesticulating with his arms and continued.

“I don’t complete them though. This is it, ready for whoever to move in and finish the job themselves, put their personal touch to them and make a home. I offer them with a 10% deposit and rent-buy from there, which I finance myself. I need a quick purchase so I can reinvest and build some more.”

I grimaced excitedly and felt myself blush as I bit my lip. “So how long is the waiting list Mr Jones, can we get on it?”

The man eyed me seriously. “Do you have a deposit love? You won’t want to have to borrow that as well, the repayments will be too high.”

I nodded and drew a breath. “We have about 25 grand in savings and an inheritance my husband got, it’s not enough for a deposit on an apartment yet but..?”

“Well yes that would cover the 10% on one of these with some change to get to work on the trappings,” the man said and was nodding slowly. His mind was obviously ticking over.

I could see I was putting him on the spot and thought it best to back off a little. I smiled and turned away and bent over the kitchen counter and hugged it, running my hands over the gorgeous marble surface.

“Well I’m sure there’s a lot of people in front of us but we have to get on your list, Mr Jones. I don’t care how long it takes. I want one of these!”

After giving the bench a hug and flashing my boobs, I reached up and opened and closed cupboards with my under-boob showing even more.

Mr Jones left me to see to the men and I had another look through the tiny house, imagining what I could do with it and picturing our stuff in there.

The truck was leaving but another arrived with another tiny home on it. I sat on the step of the first one waiting for Mr Jones. He seemed to be finishing up and left the workers to themselves.

“Come on love, let’s go get these ponies saddled,” he called to me. I pranced after him and caught up. His big strong hand gripped my bare waist as he opened the door of his truck for me to get in.

He took a phone call and was busy talking business as he drove, whilst I sat there tingling with glee now that I could see my future. Oh I was getting one of those tiny houses!

He pulled in at the stables and motioned for me to follow whilst he was still talking. In a corral were about a dozen ponies. I opened the gate for Mr Jones to go in.

He finally finished his call and clipped a lead on one of the ponies and led it out of the corral with me working the gate again.

“Okay love, so what we’re doing is we’re going to saddle up all of these ponies. See that rail across the end of the lane there? We’re going to tie them to it in a row ready for the trail ride.”

“Okay!” I smiled.

“Of course they’ve done this a hundred times so they know the deal,” Mr Jones went on.

He was saddling the pony he’d caught. I was watching for now.

“Now this little mare is Calico. She’s your transport.” Mr Jones had the pony saddled. “Do you want to hop up onto her love? You’re going to be leading all these others down there and dropping the lead over a spike on the fence rail.”

I mounted the pony. Mr Jones’s eyes went straight up my top making me blush.

“Now just hang round for a minute while I saddle the next candidate,” he said. I sat and waited, watching him bring another pony out and saddle it. Then he looped the end of the lead for that one over my saddle horn.

His eyes went up my top again before meeting mine.

He smiled. “No rush, just let her go at her own pace and when you get back I’ll have another one saddled, okay love?”

“Okay. And where do I loop the lead, on that rail down the end of the lane?”

“Yes love. You can’t see from here but when you get there you’ll see there are spikes sticking up out of the rail at intervals to line up the ponies,” the man explained. When his eyes left mine they flashed to my tits again.

I reined Calico away and she walked down the lane with the other pony following. When I got close to the rail at the end I saw the spikes.

I dropped the loop on the end of the lead over the first of them and when I turned Calico back towards the stables she broke into a slow trot that had my tits bouncing wildly until I matched her gait rising and lowering my seat in the saddle.

My tits still bounced but not quite so much. Mr Jones’s eyes were on them as I approached. “How’d you go?” he asked with a smile. He was cinching the saddle on the next pony.

“Fine, I get it now,” I blushed down at him.

He looped the lead over my saddle horn again and was right beneath my gaping top when he looked up it that time.

I reined away and walked Calico back down the lane and dropped the next pony off then trotted back.

Mr Jones leant right in close for another look and I held my breath and watched him. Our eyes connected and held for a long second or two that time. And when I reined away he leant to his side tilting his head to have another look at my tits.

Calico walked down the lane and trotted back again. Mr Jones approached with the lead for the next pony and after meeting my eyes he tilted in and had a deliberate look at my tits. “You’re making an old man’s day in that little top love.”

I bit my smile as my blush fired up again.

“It’s hard not to look,” the man added with a grin and a wink.

I reined Calico away and dropped the next pony down at the rail then trotted back. Mr Jones leant in for another look at me.

“It’ll be a shame when we run out of ponies here,” he said with a broad smile.

I smiled coyly not knowing what to say and reined away again. When I got back the next time I raked back my hair and thrust my boobs when Mr Jones was having his look at them.

“Oh that’s better,” he smiled making me giggle.

I led that pony away and came back for another and another, eventually delivering the last of them just as two guys turned up. They opened a booth that advertised where you paid for your trail ride.

They craned their necks to get a look at me but I reined away and trotted back to Mr Jones.

“Alrighty, that’s the days’ work done for Calico love. Do you want to hop down and we’ll get that saddle off her and give her a rub, turn her loose.”

I dismounted and undid the saddle cinch. Mr Jones took the heavy saddle and slung it over a rail. I used the blanket to rub the pony down whilst he held her reins and watched me.

His eyes were glazed over but were still fixed upon my tits. When I’d done he slipped the bridle and the pony spun and cantered off into a field.

We turned from watching her and Mr Jones looked down at my tits again. “Do you often wear little tops like that love? It’s so revealing from beneath. A man really can’t help looking.”

I drew a big breath and expelled. “I don’t mind you looking Mr Jones. I like wearing tops that show off my boobs and it’s exciting for me when guys can’t help it.”

I had my hands behind my back thrusting my tits and swaying my shoulders.

Mr Jones surprised me as he reached over in slow motion and cupped a tit through my top. He squeezed and thumbed the nipple. I sucked in a breath and looked up at him.

He shocked me by tilting in and kissing my lips.

I was backed against a fence post and held it keeping my chest thrust forward. The man put his hand up my top and felt the same tit bare. I whimpered and he sought my eyes then my lips.

He kissed me again and his big handlebar moustache tickled my face.

I was frozen as he took this liberty with me.

This much older man took me into his arms and bent me back and deepened the kiss whilst kneading my tit firmly and pinching my nipple.

We were next to a barn with hay bales. He picked me up and carried me inside and sat me on a bale then kissed me hard again, making me moan and whimper into his mouth.

He broke off the kiss and dropped to his knees and pushed my top up to my neck and sucked hard on my lonely untouched tit.

I was stunned and sat there leaning back against the hay bale behind me. I stared down at this older man’s hat. It’s all I could see. But the way he lashed my nipples with his tongue and raked them with his teeth sent bolt after bolt of electricity to my pussy. That and his moustache that was tickling whilst he sucked my nipples.

The man suddenly stopped attacking me and stood with his hands on his hat.

“Fuck. Sorry love! What the fuck am I doing,” he chastised himself. “Love please…” he went on but looked at my tits again and slapped a hand over his mouth and stared and shook his head.

“Love, you’re not going to make a complaint about this, are you? I shouldn’t have grabbed you like that, dragged you in here,” he said looking around. “Please just cover up and I’ll see you home, yeah?”

My top was still hiked up above my tits as I was taking calming breaths. My legs were tingling back to strength.

I tugged my top down and bit my smile. I stood and approached Mr Jones and lifted to kiss his cheek. “You’re very bad but I won’t tell anyone.”

I walked past and out of the barn. “Is there anything else for me to do? That was fun leading all the trail ride ponies.”

Mr Jones nodded. “Do you want some farm chores?”

He walked past me and I followed. “You young girls can wear whatever you want. I know it’s no excuse for a man to say he couldn’t help himself with you dressed like that.”

“Yes that’s true Mr Jones, but I dress like this deliberately and want you to lose control sometimes. I expect to get grabbed and dragged into a barn when I know you can see up my top so easily.”

The man looked back at me. He frowned and looked confused. I pranced to catch up and hooked my arm in his.

“I’d wear a top like this sometimes if I lived here and you wanted me to help out with farm chores. Not every time, but sometimes.”

He looked at my tits again then narrowed eyes at me. “We’re mucking out stables next. I’ll be watching those bounce round and looking up your top every chance I get.”

I smiled. “Fine! Will you be able to control yourself this time Mr Jones?”

The man laughed and smacked my butt making me shriek and run on ahead.

Then I stopped to face him and raked back my hair, thrusting until my nipples popped out. He kept striding towards me and ducked and picked me up over his shoulder and smacked my butt again, making my pussy tingle as I squealed.


Chapter 2

Evan and Daly sat on the park bench under a tree to have their morning break. “So, you ever actually had a girlfriend buddy, no bullshittin’?” Evan asked.

Daly shrugged a little and shook his head. “We live a long way out of town and I was always busy on the farm. Never got time.”

“Oh right, makes sense. So you’ve never even kissed a girl?”

“Um not really. We played spin the bottle once but that meant they had to, and only with closed mouths.”

Evan nodded. “Ever seen a chick’s tits before? In real life?”

Daly shook his head. “Not till Lucy’s. She’s got great tits eh?”

Evan smiled. “They feel good too huh! She’s letting you feel her up yeah?”

“I can’t believe you’re letting me man. I can’t wait to get home and do it again!”

“Haha, you and me both buddy. When we get home today I’ll go for a swim and let you play with her a while. I’ll give you about half an hour but I want her for myself tonight okay?”

“Yeah sure. Fuck, whatever you say Evan. She’s your wife man, it’s up to you.”

“And I don’t mind letting you get some practice with her since you’re putting us up buddy. I think it’s fair and so does Lucy. You should try and finger her or something, maybe lick her pussy if she lets you.“ Evan took a bite of his muffin and continued speaking with a full mouth.

“Chicks taste fucking good eh! You’ve got to try it with Luce, she likes it and she’ll tell you what you’re doing right or wrong. She can teach you a lot about sex if you let her.”

Daly nodded urgently. “I want to learn. I touched her pussy already and she let me finger her a little bit but I didn’t know what I was doing.”

“Yeah buddy, it isn’t that easy. You don’t just stick it in. You’ve got to rub their clit and that. Just ask Luce to show you. She had to teach me at the start too, I didn’t know shit when we met,” Evan shared.

He held back mentioning Lucy stroking the young guy off with his masturbator. He didn’t want to embarrass him and it’d be weird talking about their cocks anyway.

Daly took a big breath and expelled. “Um, what about kissing man, am I allowed to ask Lucy to show me how to kiss?”

“What, she hasn’t already?” Evan chuckled. “You’re lucky she let you feel her up without any kissing first. I thought she’d have made you.”

The young guy shook his head. “I thought about it each time but wasn’t sure if I was allowed to try kissing her. I definitely wanted to.”

“Yeah well, I can tell you she doesn’t like it when you try and stick your tongue in too deep. Or keep it limp like a wet fish. Not in her mouth anyway haha. You can stick your tongue in deep when you’re kissing her pussy but she doesn’t like a tongue down her throat.”

“Oh right, so stick it deep in her pussy though?” Daly took note.

“Well yeah, I mean you like doing that as the guy coz it feels good sticking anything in them. But chicks actually like you licking their clit more than trying to tongue ‘em too deep. Luce’ll let you do it a little bit though.” Evan finished his muffin and gulped it down then took a swig of coffee.

“She likes it when you spread her legs really wide and, like, open her pussy with your thumbs. She always moans and shit when you do that. And she lets you tongue fuck her a minute before she’s pulling your hair and squirming and rubbing her clit against your teeth.”

Daly had put his lunch bag on his lap and zipped it up. He kept it there.

“Shit man, this is what I need to know, all this stuff that chicks like. Then when I get one I’ll know what to do eh! I can’t believe you’re letting me learn with your wife Evan. You guys can stay as long as you want.”

“Haha, thanks buddy, it’s win, win and win for all three of us. I didn’t want Lucy sleeping in the car and she loves it at your place, plus we save money, and you get your meals cooked and you get to practice with a real chick.”

“Yep definitely!” Daly enthused. “I haven’t really seen Lucy’s pussy yet, I’ve only felt it. I want to try and get a look today!” 


Chapter 3

Lucy

I was using a pitchfork to lift soiled clumps of straw from the floor of the stables and dumping it into a wheelbarrow.

My tits were jiggling about and my crop top was lifting to reveal them as I swung the pitchfork. Mr Jones was cleaning out water troughs and had been following me along the row of stables chatting.

It was hot and sweaty work. I stopped to rake back my hair again and deliberately thrust my chest so my top hiked up above my nipples.

Mr Jones stopped to look at me doing it. He shook his head slowly. “Oh those are nice love, you’ve got an amazing rack.”

I bit my smile and continued fiddling with my hair, redoing the band as an excuse to flash for longer. “I don’t think girls should have to cover up when guys don’t Mr Jones. It’s just as interesting for a girl to look at a guy’s chest if he’s in good shape, or even just hairy, which I really like.”

I could see that Mr Jones was particularly hairy down his partially open shirt.

He nodded. “Makes sense. Guess I’ve never really felt it was appropriate to get around shirtless, other than swimming.”

“Exactly! So that means it isn’t right for anyone but if a man wants to show off his chest, he’s allowed to but a woman isn’t. How fair is that?”

“I guess it isn’t fair love.” Mr Jones smiled and looked down and up from his open shirt. “You mean a young man with a hairy chest though, right?”

I smiled back. “No, it’s not about being young. Mature is even more attractive actually, as long as the man has taken care of himself and doesn’t have pointy man boobs. They have to be square, I’m afraid.”

Mr Jones held his shirt open and checked his. He shrugged questioningly.

I giggled. “Show me, I’ll shoot you straight.”

He undid his shirt and opened it. He was very hairy and there was a lot of grey in it. You could see he was fit though, his pecs were squarish and he had a washboard under his stomach hair, which was just down the middle. It headed down his pants making my mouth water.

I was sure I was gawking. It took me a long few seconds to say anything.

I peered up biting my lip.

The man was grinning and still held his shirt open. “Well, shoot me straight then love, I can take it.”

“That’s what I’m talking about Mr Jones, your chest is every bit as attractive to me as mine is to you,” I said and lifted my top up to my neck. “It’s the contrast, you see. As a girl you’re soft and your skin is delicate, and when you see a man’s chest that’s firm and rough with hair, you can’t help imagining being pressed against it.”

“Absolutely love. Likewise!” the man muttered. His eyes were wide and fixed upon my tits.

“Hmm, the problem for me is that I’ve never actually experienced it. Not with a man with a hairy chest. And I’m dying to find out how it feels.”

Mr Jones gulped. “You mean just feel what it’s like to press against?”

“Uh huh, can I? Just as an experiment. I’m sure you’ve had plenty of soft boobs pressed against your chest already.”

“Oh love, come here. I’ve been fantasising about this all morning with your lovely tits bouncing around. Come press them to me!”

I hurried across the stable pulling my top off. Mr Jones had his shirt open and was thrusting his chest. I pressed my nipples against him and swayed my shoulders to feel them rubbing.

Bolts of electricity shot straight to my pussy like never before. He held my hips and I pressed my belly to his stomach and my boobs more firmly against his chest as I hugged him around the middle under his shirt.

“Mmm, I’ve felt this before with older men hugging me but only through their shirts and my tops. It’s so much nicer bare like this Mr Jones.”

The man cuddled me to him and kissed the top of my head. I snuggled against his neck. I was standing on a concrete lip of the stable making me a few inches higher and my nipples were against his.

He nuzzled for my mouth and I turned my head and let him kiss me again. He took my lips softly and I moaned so he inserted his tongue a little way and sought mine.

I could feel him getting an erection. It was upright in his pants and I pressed against it with my mons and rubbed a little as I moved my shoulders side to side and rubbed my nipples into his chest hair again.

“I shouldn’t be doing this love, you’re a married woman half my age.”

I drew a breath and expelled as I looked up from our chests. “It’s my fault for throwing myself at you Mr Jones. But I’ve been looking at your chest all day too, you know?”

“Yeah I get that now. I’ll be sure to always wear an open shirt if you’re coming up to do farm chores for me,” he smiled. He checked around furtively. “You’d better put your top back on before someone sees us.”

I had my top in my hand. I sorted it and pulled it back on. Mr Jones did up his shirt.

“So anyway love, you were asking about the availability of my tiny homes and the waiting list?”

“Oh yes?” I blushed excitedly.

“Yeah well there’s actually a spare I’m holding for a young nephew that I might be able to do something with. There’d be kick back from my sister though, she wants him out of the house, and as you said there’s nothing round to rent.”

“Hmm I see. And I guess he’s family,” I grimaced.

Mr Jones nodded. “The thing is though, my argument to my sister is that the boy’s got to earn it. I don’t want her putting up the deposit and subsidising his payments. I want him to get off his fucking computer console and get a job, save up the deposit and pay his own mortgage.”

I grimaced some more and excitement welled up and overpowered the dread. I picked up my pitchfork and scooped some soiled straw. My tits wobbled and Mr Jones’s eyes were on them again.

“I’d understand if you had to do what your sister wants Mr Jones. If we missed out, I’m sure something else would come up for us.”

The man looked up from my tits and nodded. “It’s something I’m going to have to sort out love. I’m not convinced of what I should do but it’s my call and I’d very much like to have you as my farm helper after today.”

The man grinned and wiggled his bushy brows. “I like your thinking on equal rights with chest exposure, I’ve got to say.”

I breathed. “I like everything that happened today Mr Jones. I liked you grabbing me and the way you kissed me. I wouldn’t mind that sometimes if no one’s around like this.”

I smiled through my blush. “Maybe next time I could feel your chest with my nails and you could feel mine again but with me letting you.”

“Aw fuck,” the man groaned rubbing his mouth and handlebar moustache. “I’ve got to go check on these builders. I need to go home before I sling you over my shoulder and cart you up to my house.” Mr Jones grabbed a water bottle and continued.

“See you tomorrow, say nine o’clock? There are no trail rides through the week but the ponies want feeding and I like to give them a bit of exercise each morning if you’re not too busy?”

“I can help with that in the morning. I’ve got work in the afternoons this week but I’d love to help out with the ponies in the mornings Mr Jones,” I said as sweetly as I could.

“Ah fuck,” he huffed shaking his head and striding away.

I was so full of glee I felt I was floating as I walked across the field and climbed through the fence to the back door of Daly’s tiny house.

I had a couple of hours to myself and managed to calm down. I didn’t know what I was going to tell my husband yet.

If I was able to convince Mr Jones to let us buy the tiny house he was keeping for his nephew by flashing my boobs and letting him play with me. What would that lead to?

Would he end up having sex with me and would it mean that we could only live here for as long as I agreed to that? It was complicated and I needed to think about it some more.

When the guys arrived home I told Evan that Mr Jones had enjoyed me flashing my boobs but I didn’t say anything about the tiny house.

Evan took off to go for a swim anyway and as soon as he was gone Daly cornered me in the kitchen and put his hand up my top. I was still turned on from Mr Jones and turned and backed against Daly and raised my arms as he cupped my other tit as well.

“Uh huh, just like that with my nipples and I’ll do the thing for you while we’ve got a chance,” I moaned.

The young guy pinched and pulled on my nipples sending bolts of pleasure to my pussy and making it tingle warm and wet. I allowed him for a few minutes until I could feel I was squelchy then grabbed his hand and led him to his bedroom.

“Pull your pants down, I’ll get the stroker,” I instructed.

When I got back from the bathroom with his silicon masturbator he was lying with his pants around his knees and his cock at attention.

I pushed down my jean shorts and took them off and removed my crop top too. I crawled onto the bed on my knees as the guy stared at my panties.

I had another thought for lubricating the silicon sheath and went back and closed the door. Then I stripped my panties off and crawled back on the bed. “We still can’t do this properly, so you have to keep completely still okay!”

I straddled the guy and split my pussy over the underside of his cock.

I rolled my pelvis and slid back and forth on it, wetting it immediately. “Plus I’m not on birth control so we have to be really careful,” I uttered.

I was using his cockhead to rub my clit and with everything that happened today my orgasm was building quickly.

I held the guy’s soft skinny chest and ground back and forth, back and forth, measuring the pelvic thrusts until my orgasm hit and clenched my pussy. It was only a shallow one but it was still nice.

My young mount was staring fascinated down at my pussy split over his shaft.

I lifted on my knees and let him see me better. I split my pussy lips with my fingers and watched his eyes widen. I lowered and touched the head of his cock with my vagina, rolling my pelvis forward to capture it.

I couldn’t help moaning as I sunk down on his shaft.

“Oh god,” I whimpered and squished back and forth a couple of times but that was all.

I lifted and when his cock popped out of me I slid the silicon sheath over it, wanked up and down firmly for less than a minute before he bucked and cried out.

His eager young cock throbbed inside the silicon sheath and I held it firmly until it stopped. Then I removed it and grabbed my clothes and hurried to the bathroom before my husband came back and caught me.

I closed and latched the bathroom door and tipped up the sheath pouring semen into my hand.

I moaned to myself as I thirstily slurped and licked it up. It was still body temperature and so thick and creamy.

“Mmm yummy,” I moaned some more and peeled the fake vagina open and pushed it inside out, sucking up another thick wad of semen and licking and sucking the inside walls of the sheath.

I licked up every drop of cum and swallowed it down. It was my third load from Daly and I was really enjoying the taste of him.

** End of Part 3 **
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