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Chapter 1

Lucy

I awoke to my alarm at 4.30 in the morning. My husband never woke until I shook him and was still sleeping soundly. He had to be at work by 5.30 so I had 45 minutes to get him and his friend Daly fed and out the door.

I had planned this and scooted under the covers and took my husband’s cock into my mouth. It firmed quickly and I bobbed my head under the sheet and sucked it. He groaned and stirred and his hand closed over the back of my head.

I kept bobbing and sucking and bobbing and sucking and he began to thrust and groaned some more.

I kept up a steady pace and before long Evan was tensed up off the mattress with his butt, and his cock was throbbing and spurting into my mouth.

I hummed my pleasure and did a big swallow when he’d finished. Then I left his spent cock drooped to one side and whispered in his ear, “I’m going to cook breakfast, go back to sleep for a while.”

I climbed down the stair ladder from the tiny house loft in my sleep t-shirt with no panties on. The shirt only came to my hips so my butt and pussy were exposed making me feel ultra sexy.

I cracked open my husband’s young friend’s door and slipped into his bed. He stirred and jumped with a start. I had hold of his cock though so he quickly gave in to me.

I went under the sheet and sucked it into my mouth. It was already hard when I first took hold and it flexed even harder now.

I bobbed and sucked and bobbed and sucked and moaned my pleasure when Daly bucked and held my head down. He throbbed as his powerful spurts of cum hit the back of my throat and filled my mouth. Oh my god he was cumming so hard again, it was amazing.

I sucked until he finished and did a huge swallow. Then I left his cock drooped to the side and kissed my way up the guy’s chest. “Twenty minutes, okay? I’m cooking breakfast now.”

“Uh yeah okay, fuck,” the guy gulped and sucked in a breath. “Ah hell Luce, that was awesome!”

“I know, shhh go back to sleep though, I’ll wake you in fifteen minutes.”

I filled lunch boxes and cooked the guys’ bacon and eggs. Evan came down first and cuddled me from behind. I tilted and he kissed my neck good morning and had a squeeze of my boobs. “I can smell it on your breath baby; did you suck Daly off too?”

“Uh huh, I told you it’s my new health food drink. You guys have to keep producing it for me.”

“Fuck yeah, are you gonna suck off Mr Jones today? I was just thinking about it in bed and I’m cool with it if you want to,” my husband told me as he poured coffee.

“I’ve been thinking about it too Evan. I’m not sure yet, I’m going to see how I feel when I see him again. I think I want him to promise we can have the last tiny house before I do it. Even if it’s not in writing, as long as he promises!”

Evan sat and I served his breakfast. Daly went into the bathroom.

“So it’d be a full-on trade for sex?” Evan suggested evenly. “Like with Daly, it’s only coz he let us move in, it wasn’t like you had to do anything for him like that.”

“Yes I suppose it’s true, it’d be different and more of an actual trade. I was thinking of maybe offering to suck him off a certain number of times, so when he’d used up all his credits or whatever, we could say the deal is done.”

Evan nodded and muffled a chuckle as he ate. “That could work. How many credits?”

Daly came from the bathroom. I smiled and his eyes flashed to my pussy then back up. My t-shirt was high on my hips and showed everything down there.

“I was thinking of maybe twenty times,” I answered my husband. “Do you think that’d be enough?”

Evan nodded some more, shrugged questioningly. “He’d probably only need it once a week at his age. That’d be nearly six months’ worth.”

“Six months’ worth of what?” Daly asked and shovelled his mouth with bacon and egg.

Evan chuckled. “Lucy’s gonna give old Mr Jones blow jobs if he lets us move into one of the new tiny homes. How many do you reckon would be fair buddy, you’ve had one off her now right?”

Daly looked from Evan to me with his eyes wide. He blinked. “I reckon one would be fair. He’ll probably have a heart attack anyway.”

We all laughed. I blushed embarrassingly though. It seemed like a good idea when I thought of setting a limit last night. I still wasn’t sure after sleeping on it though.

The guys got to talking about work and forgot about my situation, although Daly’s eyes kept flashing back to my pussy. It seemed he was having trouble following the conversation with Evan.

His attention was making my pussy tingle the whole time and I could feel how squishy I was getting.

Evan went to the bathroom and Daly brought his plate into the kitchen. I backed against him and he reached up and felt my tits. “Mmm that’s nice,” I cooed as he massaged them and played with my nipples.

“You have to wait until tonight now though. Will you have more cum for me by then?”

“Uh yeah, for you to drink, you mean?” he asked.

“Yes for me to drink. That was so nice again this morning. I can still taste you,” I admitted.

“Aw fuck,” the guy groaned and thrust against my butt.

“Do you like me like this, with no panties on?” I breathed back over my shoulder. “Could you see well enough?”

“I could see everything. I could see where my tongue went last night and where I fucked you after that.”

“Uh huh, you fucked me, but we can’t tell Evan, don’t forget. I might let you again tonight but you can’t say anything!”

Evan opened the bathroom door as I pried his work friend’s hands off me.

The guys had to rush. I saw them off at the door. It was still quite dark but I was standing under the veranda light.

The rest of the village was in silence and there was no one around, so I stood waving with my t-shirt bunched in my hand on my belly.

The guys stopped and gawked at me out of Daly’s passenger side window. I bit my smile and lifted my t-shirt up over my tits for them. They both smiled broadly so I took it off completely and held it behind my back with my tits thrust forward.

The guys took off and I suddenly noticed a man at the window of the tiny house next door looking right at me sipping coffee. I was shocked to inaction for a long second or two whilst he looked from my tits to my pussy.

I snapped out of it and quickly covered my front with my t-shirt and grimaced embarrassingly.

“Sorry,” I apologised but he was smiling. It was one of the guys I’d met at the pool. He had a wife. “I was just teasing my husband,” I tried to explain.

The guy kept smiling and tilted to watch my butt as I walked away.

I went inside but could still see him through the kitchen window. He was watching me.

I don’t know why but I lowered my arm from across my tits and let him see them again. I stood facing him and staring back in a daze. He could only see from my waist up now but I’d dropped my t-shirt on the floor and was standing there completely naked.

A light came on and he suddenly looked behind him. I ducked down and grabbed my t-shirt and put it back on.


Chapter 2

Lucy

After having breakfast and tidying the kitchen I crawled back into bed and slept for another couple of hours. I was to report to Mr Jones at 8.30am for farm chores.

It was about a 10-minute walk across the field to his stables so I gave myself twenty minutes and went via the new development area.

There was 14 tiny homes on their newly constructed metal foundations and another eight empty lots.

There were men working in the distance. It seemed they had to bolt the house down after the truck dropped it off. I could see where pipes had been attached for plumbing.

I walked up onto the veranda of the house I had looked through yesterday. I shielded my eyes to the glass door and looked inside. I dared to try the door but it was locked.

I had another look through the glass and could see a plain white box room come to life in my head, with colour and some artworks and timber flooring and decorative light fixtures.

I wouldn’t clutter the place with too much furniture. Keep it minimal and open. The kitchen was already quite good with marble benchtops and a lovely big gas stove. I’d pick out some nice stools for the counter and maybe not worry about a dining set. I wasn’t sure yet.

I went around the side of the house and climbed up on a ladder that was sitting there. The bathroom was a bit small and I wasn’t sure about the shower recess. Was it metal or plastic? I needed to find out as it would possibly need upgrading.

The floor would be tiled of course but I couldn’t see the colour in my head yet. I’d need to go to the tile shop and see what was available, get some ideas.

I took the ladder to the master bedroom window and was peeping in when a truck pulled up.

Mr Jones hung out the window smiling at me. “Hello love, I saw you walking but you disappeared.”

“Sorry, I had to have another look. Am I late?”

“No you’re fine. There’s no such thing as late when you’re a volunteer, or so I’ve been told.”

The owner of the tiny home village turned off his truck and got out twirling a set of keys in his hand. “Come on then, you might as well have a good stickybeak if you’re going to buy one.”

The man’s eyes were already on my legs. It seemed that choosing a short skirt was going to work. I had picked out pretty panties to show off as well. And as I walked into the spare bedroom to check the wardrobe, I inched my skirt higher on my hips so my panties were almost showing.

I checked myself in the wardrobe mirror whilst I could hear Mr Jones’s footsteps approaching. I opened the wardrobe and bent to look at the built-in drawers, opening and closing them whilst bent at the waist with my legs straight and my skirt up around my hips.

Mr Jones stopped in the doorway with his head tilted to look at me. I remained bent over with my hands on my knees for a second and looked back at him.

I met his glance with a blush and stood smoothing my skirt over my butt. I edged past him brushing my butt against him and glared teasingly but squealed when he pinched my butt.

I went into the bathroom and checked the shower screen. It was metal not plastic. I deliberately bent over with my butt to the door whilst checking what the floor was made of. It was some kind of moulded plastic but it seemed okay.

Mr Jones was in the doorway having another look at me. “Do you think this is plastic or something else?” I asked and knocked on the floor. Then I got on my hands and knees inspecting where the frame joined the floor. There were no gaps to get mouldy, it was a perfect seal.

Mr Jones bent beside me and knocked on the shower floor, his other hand on my hip and squeezing. “That would be some kind of plastic composite, maybe a fibreglass,” he answered.

I stayed on my hands and knees and crawled to look in under the tiny vanity cabinet. Mr Jones tilted to look at me from behind again. He was down on one knee.

I looked back at him and met his glance up from my butt. “That’s a cute little skirt for farm chores today love.”

I smiled through my blush. “You seemed to like looking up my top yesterday, so I thought I’d try a short skirt today.”

The man nodded and smiled with his big handlebar moustache.

He took my hand to help me up and smacked my butt as I walked past him. I jumped and giggled and led into the kitchen with my hands over my butt.

Mr Jones followed and watched as I opened and closed all the cupboards, looking in them again. I tried the tap and water came out this time. “Oh!”

“Yes love, it’s all hooked up. He flicked a light switch on the wall beside him and the light came on.

“Oh my god already!” I tried the exhaust fan on the stove then bent over again to have a look in the oven.

Mr Jones tilted his head for another look at me. I fiddled with the oven racks, pulling one all the way out and having difficulty getting it back in with its plastic wrap and tape still attached whilst I was being examined from behind.

Mr Jones approached and bent to one knee again. He took the rack from me and tilted it up and carefully fitted it back into its slot.

I stood and reached up to rake back my hair. He remained kneeling on one knee and looked up my body. The shirt I wore was short with only the two buttons. Mr Jones tilted his head to look up it.

“Uh yeah there they are,” he groaned and I giggled. “You don’t wear bras love?”

I shook my head. “I don’t like them and I don’t mind men noticing.”

Mr Jones turned and sat on the floor with is back to the stove. I rested back against the counter opposite.

“How long were you planning to stay with young Daly?” he asked evenly.

I drew a breath. “Not too long. It’s cramped with three of us and we’ve taken over his bedroom so he’s literally sleeping in a cupboard under the stairs. We’ll have to find somewhere else soon.”

Mr Jones nodded. He took a slow, down and up tour of my body making me tingle all over. “I might give my sister the bad news. I was thinking of offering you and your husband this particular house love, what would you think of that?”

I blushed. The man was looking over again. “I’d do something for you in return Mr Jones. I could suck you off sometimes if you wanted?”

“Oh my god love!” the man groaned and rubbed his mouth and moustache.

“Would you like me to right now?’ I asked and undid my two buttons as I knelt on the floor. I was on my knees and opened my top to show my tits.

I felt like a bit of a slut but I really wanted this house.

Mr Jones stood and my entire body tingled. I peered up at him. He stroked my hair and bent to kiss my lips softly. He took me by the hands and lifted me to stand.

“You have no idea how tempting it is for me to accept that offer love, but you don’t have to do that.”

The older man kissed me again and felt a tit in through my open shirt. He deepened the kiss and made me moan into his mouth. He caressed my tongue with his and squeezed my breast and tweaked my nipple.

He gripped my bare waist under my shirt and lifted me to sit on the marble benchtop. He opened my shirt and sucked my nipple and his moustache tickled my tit. I leant back on my hands with my legs apart and him between them.

He finally switched to my other nipple and made me moan out loud, “Uh huh, huh, Mr Jones!”

“It’s alright love, you’re just a little girlie still. Let me treat you to what you were offering me. And if you ever want to reciprocate out of friendship, I’ll take that.”

The man kissed down to my belly and lifted my legs and spread them. He sucked on my skin below my belly button then sucked lower still.

Then he bit my mons through my panties. He nuzzled lower with his big nose and took a big sniff.

“Uh huh, huh,” I whimpered as he bit me too. He bit my clit right through the crotch of my panties I’d worn to tease him.

I lay back on my elbows staring down at what he was doing. I had my legs bent up and my leather boots over his broad shoulders.

“Oh love, let’s have a look here, shall we?” he groaned and gently peeled aside the crotch of my panties. It felt like slow motion. This big burly man was so gentle and tender.

He kissed my pussy and I whimpered. He licked it and I moaned. “Ooh yeah that’s sweet,” he muttered and licked again, his pointed tongue slicing through my folds. He wiggled it against my clit.

He reached from above with his fingers and peeled me open, exposing my clit. He covered it with is lips and sucked on it whilst lashing with his tongue.

Oh my god. I braced and felt something then he slid two fingers into me and pulled back against my pubic bone as they went in and out.

He was still sucking on my clit and lashing with his tongue and nipping with his teeth.

He kept doing it and doing it and I tensed more and more, and when my orgasm hit he held me up off the counter on his fingers and made me convulse on them.

He waited until my orgasm subsided and extracted his fingers. He reached up with both hands to massage my tits whilst continuing to suck on my pussy and lash through it with his tongue.

He stopped and said, “I wouldn’t expect a pretty young thing like you to want to pleasure an old man love, but if you’re going to flash your little panties round me you can expect another licking.”

“Uh,” I had to clear my throat. “Huh, okay,” I uttered weakly.

He lifted from me and hooked the waistband of my panties. “Let me hang onto these ones this morning yeah? You can pop home and get a fresh pair?”

I lifted my butt for him to take my panties off. He pulled them down and took them from over my boots. He put them to his nose and his eyes rolled as he drew a deep breath through them.

“Ooh that’s nice,” he groaned and looked at my pussy again.

He bent and kissed it. “Uh yeah,” he groaned some more and deepened the kiss, swirling inside me with his tongue again.

“Let this be a lesson to you love, are you going to be coming up to do chores in a short skirt again?”

“Mmm maybe,” I smiled.

Mr Jones put my panties in his top pocket and helped me down from the counter. My legs were wobbly and I clutched his arm for support for a moment.

“So love, I’ll be in touch with my sister today to let her know her boy’s going to have to wait till the next intake. And he’ll need a job before then or he’ll miss out again. You have a chat with hubby and we’ll organise a sit-down meeting to discuss the financial arrangements. How does that sound?”

I flung my arms around the man and hugged him. I was suddenly tearing up. I couldn’t help it. I sniffled, “We’re going to be the best tenants you’ve ever had Mr Jones. Anything you ever need done around the place!”

He chuckled. “That’s alright love, the look of you round the place’ll do me. I do have to run now though, gotta catch up with the builders. I came down to let you know I wouldn’t be up at the stables this morning. My main helper’s there though and knows what’s needed with the ponies.”

“Oh okay, was he one of the guys I met yesterday doing the trail rides?”

“No,” he said. “Those boys are only here weekends. The fellow you’ll meet this morning is Kenny. You might have seen him round the village or met him already, he’s from the house next door to Daly.”

“Oh!” I blushed as I realised it was flashman. There was only one house next to Daly as he was on the end of a row. It must have been the man I saw this morning. The one who saw me naked. Which made sense if he was up early to do farm chores, I figured.

Mr Jones continued. “So Kenny’s a bit on the slow side love. He’s simple but honest and works hard. The job for this morning is to give all the ponies a bit of work. He’ll show you what to do.” And with that Mr Jones was out the door.

“Okay,” I called after him and waved from my veranda.

Oh my god it was my veranda! I couldn’t believe it. I was so excited I couldn’t help bouncing up and down a little.

I grabbed my shoulder bag from the step and took it inside. I had spare panties and put them on in my bathroom, gave my face a splash and fixed my hair.

I thought about texting Evan with the news but decided to wait until I saw him tonight.


Chapter 3

Lucy

“Hello!” I called from the doorway to the hay barn. I saw the guy from the house next door up on top of a stack of bales sorting them out.

“Hi Lucy!” he called down with a huge smile.

I blushed wildly. Oh my god this was sooo embarrassing. I was confused though. Mr Jones said the guy was simple and a bit slow. I’d met him at the pool and he was fine, perfectly normal.

“Hi Lucy. I’m Kenny. Mr Jones said I have to be in charge.”

I stared at the guy blinking. It wasn’t the same man I’d met at the pool but he looked just like him.

I frowned. “Um, did we meet at the pool Kenny? I thought it was you but..?”

“No, you met my brother Drake. I’m Kenny, his brother.”

“Oh!” I smiled. “So Drake is married, right? Do you live with him and his wife?”

The guy nodded. “Actually they live with me. It’s my house, mum bought it for me not Drake.” His eyes rolled down and up my body and his smile got bigger. “I saw you this morning. You were in the nude.”

I blushed again and grimaced. “Sorry, that was supposed to be for my husband. I didn’t think anyone would be awake that early.”

Kenny nodded. “Don’t be sorry, I liked it. You’re really pretty Lucy. I already knew that before I saw you nudie.”

“Oh, thank you Kenny, I’m glad you think so.” The guy was obviously intellectually disadvantaged but he was gorgeous. He was ripped with huge arm muscles and a cute face. “How old are you anyway, old enough to look at naked girls I hope?”

He nodded. “I turned twenty-two in February. How old are you, Lucy Loo?”

I giggled. “Hmm,” I said. “You’re not allowed to ask girls their age. But I am a similar age to you, and since you’re the experienced farm worker and I’m your helper today, how about showing me what I need to do?”

Kenny took me up to the stables where we had to saddle all the ponies. Each one had its own saddle and bridle, which were tagged with the pony’s name.

I noticed Kenny stealing flashes down my top as we worked. I had a button open and was enjoying his hungry looks. There was a nice view down his shirt to his abs and pecs, so all was fair.

He also had a nice bulge in his tight jeans that was a fair trade for the flashes he was also getting of my panties.

There was a trail to ride around a paddock that gave each pony enough exercise for the day. We rode it together, taking two ponies at a time and leading another two.

The system was to lead them on their first trip and ride them on the second. Often on trail rides a pony would have to be led if a child or inexperienced person was riding it. So the ponies needed to be trained and practice it.

I spent two hours split over the saddles in my panties with my skirt up around my hips. Kenny had been glancing constantly and at times just blatantly stared. He didn’t try anything though. He was a nice friendly guy and I had a fun morning working with him.

I had to leave at eleven to shower and get to work for my shift at the pharmacy. I was putting away the last of the saddles and found Kenny washing up in a bucket of water. It was a hot day and he had his shirt off, splashing water up his arms and over his chest.

I stood watching enjoying the show. “You have a nice body Kenny.”

He smiled up at me. “Thanks Lucy. Will you be in the nude again at your kitchen window tomorrow morning?”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t know, maybe!”

His smile became broader.

I approached and used his bucket of water to wash my hands. “How will I know if it’s you watching and not your brother?”

He was angling for a look down my top. I remained bent over swishing my hands in his bucket with my shoulders scrunched and my top gaping open. He looked up from my tits then back down again.

“How will I know it’s you looking and not Drake?” I asked again.

“Um, you’ll know it’s me if it’s early like today. Drake doesn’t get up till later.” The guy kept ogling down my shirt as he spoke. His eyes were wide and flashed from one tit to the other.

“Can I feel your muscles Kenny?” It seemed like a perfectly reasonable request. The guy was so straight forward, it didn’t seem outrageous at all.

“Okay,” he nodded and thrust his chest a little. I clawed his pecs with my nails and dragged them down to feel his abs and run my nails back up through the pillows of definition.

I did it a few times and felt over one of his shoulders and squeezed his bicep. He flexed it and I bit my smile and wet my panties, for sure.

“Oh wow you’re so strong Kenny!” I felt his other arm and hugged it between my boobs as I felt his back, running my nails up and down the ridge of muscle either side of his spine.

I worked my way around him and ended up in front clawing his pecs again. I drew a calming breath and peered up at the guy.

“Would you like to feel my chest too Kenny? You can undo my button if you want?”

The guy didn’t need another invitation. He undid my single button and opened my shirt. He stopped and stared. I breathed and my tits shuddered. He stared with his mouth open and his eyes glazed.

“You can touch them if you want Kenny? No one has to know.”

He blinked and his eyes came to life. He closed his hands over my tits and gently squeezed them. “Uh huh, huh, that’s nice,” I panted.

He gulped and sucked in a breath. “Is it better hard or soft?”

“Um, soft is best when you’re squeezing. You can pinch my nipples a little bit though, girls like that when a guy’s got big strong hands like you have.”

He kneaded my globes and started catching my nipples with his thumbs and pinching them. He did it really softly at first but was watching my face as he started doing it harder.

“Uh huh, like that, that’s hard enough now Kenny. Pull on them and let them go then squeeze my boobs and pinch and pull on my nipples again like that and let them go.”

He kept squeezing and pulling and releasing, making bolts of electricity shoot to my pussy. I checked the time and figured I had another ten minutes at most.

“Wait,” I said, and took my new work friend by the hand and led him into the hay barn. I led him to the hay bales and pushed him back on them then crawled over him to straddle his lap.

“I want to press my chest against yours okay!” I asked him, although it wasn’t a question.

I took off my shirt and lay down on his chest. I pressed my tits to his bulging pecs and rubbed side to side with my nipples. My legs were spread wide and the crotch of my panties was split over the bulge in his jeans.

“Is this okay Kenny, is it nice for you?”

He gulped and nodded urgently. “Your tits are way bigger than Pams.”

My mouth opened. Pam was his brother’s wife. “Have you seen Pam’s tits Kenny?”

He nodded again then gulped and took a breath. “She lets me have sex with her sometimes but I’m not allowed to tell Drake.”

I blinked a few times. “She lets you have sex with her! How often?”

“Um, usually it’s on Sunday when Drake plays golf and sometimes she sneaks into my room in the middle of the night and sits on me like you are. Only she does it with no panties on. I always get an erection like this and she puts it in.”

“Oh wow Kenny, that’s fantastic! You know how to keep a secret then? You won’t say anything about seeing me in the nude, will you?”

“Nup, I didn’t tell anyone and I wouldn’t coz Pam says it’s no ones business what you want to do in sex.” The guy looked up from where I was rubbing my pussy on the bulge in his jeans. It was a rather large bulge!

“Do you want to put it in you Lucy? You can if you want.”

I bit my smile. “Yes I do want to, but I’d better not,” I said and scooted back a little before I succumbed to temptation.

I checked the time again. Kenny was feeling my tits the way I showed him, squeezing and pinching and pulling my nipples and releasing them. Fascination was written across his face.

I felt his cock in his pants, squeezing the shaft and wiggling my fingers in through the buttoned fly. I got the buttons open and felt how hot it was through his jocks. I squeezed against the flex.

He abandoned my tits and gripped my legs. His eyes rolled back in his head and he started to thrust with his pelvis.

I couldn’t leave the poor guy like this and my mouth was watering for another drink of cum today.

I pulled down the top of his jocks and freed a lovely big cock, taking the head into my mouth as it emerged.

“Uh yeah,” the guy groaned and pushed down on my head as he kept thrusting with his hips.

I didn’t need to do anything other than hold his shaft and let the head of his cock plunge then pull back and plunge again.

He lasted less than a minute and held my head down firmly as he arched up off the straw bale. His cock throbbed in my fist and spurt after spurt of hot creamy cum filled my mouth.

I couldn’t move my head if I wanted to. He held me in place with two hands whilst his cock throbbed and throbbed.

He collapsed beneath me when he’d finished. He released his hold on my head so I bobbed and continued sucking to get every drop of semen. I could feel how thick the pool of it was under my tongue.

I swirled my tongue through the cum and played with it for a minute. Then I closed my eyes and swallowed.

“Mmm thank you Kenny, that was such a big drink,” I cooed and pulled up the waistband of his jocks to cover him.

I got on my knees still straddling the guy and raked back my hair. “Are you working tomorrow morning? Do you want to do this again?”

Kenny was up on his elbows and his face was flushed. He nodded.

“Yeah, sometimes Pam sucks me in her mouth too but she doesn’t like how it tastes and she makes me tell her when to stop. But sometimes I don’t want her to stop and I do it in her mouth anyway and she frowns but still drinks it.”

The guy took a big breath and expelled. “I like it better when the girl drinks it.”

I grabbed my top and snapped a kiss to my new male friend’s lips.

“I’ll see you tomorrow Kenny, you can give me another nice big drink after work!”

** End of Part 5 **
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