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Chapter 1

Lucy

My phone dinged with a notification right on 2pm when the real estate lady said she would have a decision. The text was from her.

My pulse rang in my ears and my heart thumped in my chest then immediately sank as I saw the message. I only read four words. ‘I’m sorry to inform…’.

It was yet another rejection. We had been applying for everything available for the past two weeks and hadn’t even made a short list. There were so many applicants for every rental, it was ridiculous.

I sighed at my girlfriend and shook my head dejectedly.

“Oh no Luce, that just sucks!”

“I know. I don’t know what we’re going to do Grace, I can’t ask my parents. I’d rather live in our car.”

“Well couldn’t you just come and stay with me, Evan can go crash on a mate’s couch or whatever? Just for a while till you can find something? When do you have to be out?”

“We have to be out by tomorrow.” I smiled at my girlfriend. She lived at home with her parents where I’d stayed over plenty of times as a teen. But I was a married woman now.

Evan and I had been married six months and were supposed to be adults. Splitting up to stay with friends or going crawling back home to our parents felt like quitting. I hated the idea and so did Evan.

I was seriously ready to live in our car. “We’ll work something out Grace. We can afford a couple of weeks in a motel if we have to.”

I had a shift at the local pharmacy to get to. I worked three or four times a week and Evan had a fulltime job. He was an assistant greenskeeper at a golf resort. We earnt enough money to pay rent on an apartment, there were just none available, especially without good rental references.

At the moment we lived in a converted garage belonging to a friend of Evan’s parents. But they’d sold their house and gave us three weeks to move out. That was tomorrow afternoon. We had to hand the keys back in on Saturday morning.

We never had an official lease of course, so our only reference was the word of a family friend. That was worth nothing compared to what other people applying for rentals had.

So far we’d secured a small storage space for the few furnishings and nicknacks we owned. The garage had been mostly furnished, so we hadn’t bought any large furniture items yet.

It was looking more and more like a site at the caravan park. But you couldn’t even rent a cabin or van because those spots were full.

We’d be sleeping in our car in the open camp area using the barbeque facilities for cooking and the amenities for showers and toilets. I mean you could do worse, right? Fortunately we had an old SUV with plenty of room in the back for sleeping.

I got through my shift at work that evening with my brain on overdrive. It was working out how we could manage food without refrigeration and not be left to eat takeaway junk all the time.

It’d be too expensive to eat at cafés and restaurants. I had some ideas for meals I could shop for each day and cook immediately.

I wrote a menu and shopping list before Evan got home late from work. There was a golf tournament coming up on the weekend and the course had to be manicured to perfection. Evan had been doing overtime all week so with that and no rent to pay next week, the budget was looking pretty good.

“Did we hear back from that real estate today baby?” Evan asked, after squeezing my shoulders and kissing the top of my head as a hello on his way past to the kitchen.

I had dinner ready and served him. We talked about having missed out on that rental and the fact we had no other applications pending and would have to do something tomorrow.

“I’ve got one option for us baby, it might be better than sleeping in the car at least.”

“Oh! What is it?” I asked fearfully. This didn’t sound good.

“Well there’s this new guy at work I’ve been hanging out with, Daly. He’s only 18 and still a kid really. But we get on really good and he’s a nice guy. And he um, he offered for us to crash with him for a few weeks if we need to.”

“Oh! So where does he live? Is there room for us? That sounds great if there is, Evan!”

“Yeah well, there kind of is. I dropped him home today and he showed me inside. It’s only a tiny house, one like you see lots of being made now and carried on trucks and craned into place. It’s at a property just out of town past the golf course. There’s about fifty of these little box homes people own. They rent the little square of land, just big enough for the house and one car spot.”

“Hmm okay, this is exciting but how small is the guy’s tiny home. I’ve seen them online and they are really small sometimes.”

“Yeah it’s pretty small baby. There’s the main bedroom in like a loft above the kitchen and living area. It’s got a tiny bathroom with the shower and toilet, and there’s a storage area that Daly’s just got junk in. We talked about it and he said if we can fit his junk in our storage, he’ll use that as a bedroom and we can have the main one.”

I cuddled to my husband and fiddled with his shirt. I blushed in concern but felt excited too. “But we’d be kicking him out of his bedroom!”

Evan shrugged. “He’s a guy, he doesn’t care. You can sleep anywhere as a single guy. I’m only worried about you baby. I don’t want you sleeping in a car.”

“I don’t want to sleep in a car either Evan but oh my god, that would be really nice of your friend, he hasn’t even met me.”

“Haha, I know. But I showed him a pic and you could see what he was thinking. He’s 18 and horny as fuck of course. He’s not going to mind a hot chick living in his house.”

I glared. “Oh my god, you showed him a picture of me?”

“Yeah well, I knew what’d happen if I did baby. I’m pretty sure the guy’s a virgin. I’ve seen the way he looks at chicks at the clubhouse and on the course. I don’t know if he’s ever had a girlfriend. I’ve been sort of asking without embarrassing him about it.”

My entire body was alight with tingles. What was my husband even saying? “So, what picture of me did you show him Evan?”

Evan kissed me softly. “The one of you in your yellow bikini, the same one I show everyone.”

“Mmm I see. But you showed it to this Daly guy coz you wanted him to see me as attractive?”

My husband nodded and took a breath. “Yeah I guess, sort of. It was our last day to find somewhere though and I wanted to make sure he offered. He was telling me about his place and I worked out there was a chance if I told him we were desperate.

“I just showed him what you look like. You look amazing in that bikini baby. Makes your tits look even bigger and those pants don’t cover your pussy by much. I fucking love the way they camel toe you.”

I was blushing as well as tingling all over now. “But what are you saying Evan, are you saying your friend would be allowed to look at me in that way?”

“Uh no, naa, ah, I just mean that I know he will and that. He’s 18, it’s not serious if he does try and perv on you a bit, right?”

“Hmm,” I hummed and kept blushing against my husband’s chest as he cuddled me.

“Do you want to go and meet him baby, check the place out?”

“What, tonight?”

“Well yeah, we have to move tomorrow, so if we’re gonna do this we need to decide tonight. I told Daly I’d text after we talked about it. I was hoping we’d get that apartment and I could tell him not to worry about it.”

“Hmm okay. I say we go and meet him Evan, but it’s more about what he thinks of us than what I think of his home. That’d be so amazing to get a bedroom to sleep in and a little place to share for a few weeks till we can find somewhere. I’d be so grateful. I could do the housework and cook and everything.”

Evan sat and started on his dinner. I’d already eaten. “Daly’s place is a bit of a mess. I told him you’d want to clean up if we moved in and he said to go for it, he didn’t care.”

“Yeah, well, if he’s 18 and a single guy, I can imagine. You guys are really busy at work anyway and I’ve got plenty of time. Does he work the same hours as you?” I asked flushing a little nervously again at the thought of being home alone with the guy.

“He’s only a junior and starts an hour later in the mornings. But usually works late when I do. Plus we’re on different weekend rosters. He said he usually hangs round the pool when he’s off on the weekend or goes home to his parent’s farm. They live out in the wops somewhere, where he grew up. Explains a lot,” Evan chuckled.

“Oh so he’s a country boy?” I asked with interest.

“Yeah, he’s got a horse at his place. The whole village is on a farm and the owner still has a big house with stables and shit. Daly keeps his horse there and helps out every afternoon mucking the stables and whatever to pay for it.”

“Oh wow, this is really interesting now. I used to have a pony when I was a kid, did I tell you?”

Evan had a mouthful of food. He shrugged and shook his head then smiled, pointing at my boobs. “Bet they’d look good horse riding.”

I smacked his shoulder and glared. “I wouldn’t know, I didn’t have any when I was eight.”

“Especially when the horse trots and they bounce, bounce, bounce. Fuck yeah!” my immature brat of a husband went on with his mouth full.

“I think you just wear a sports bra and that fixes it. And look who’s the pervert now! So much for worrying about Daly.”

I got pulled onto Evan’s lap and felt up. He was always looking at my boobs and talking about them and grabbing them. I was slender with a narrow waist and they were big and a nice shape, I thought. I always dressed to show them off and even more so since I started going with Evan.

“Hey you, do we have time for this right now? Aren’t we going to meet your friend and see his place?” I scolded.

Evan had lifted my top and was sucking on my nipple. I stroked his hair. I’d never been able to move when a guy did this. “Yeah, we’ll go in a minute, just let me um..!” Evan said whilst lifting the other side of my top and giving that nipple a suck too.

I thrust for him. The tingles he was creating shot straight to my pussy as usual. I don’t even wear bras anymore because of how often my husband does this. I wore a crop top that showed my belly and was open at the bottom as well, making my boobs even easier to get at.

I could feel Evan erect beneath me. My skirt was too short to cover my butt so I was sitting on his woody in thong panties. He felt between my legs and rubbed into my crotch.

“Mmm, do you want me before we go? You can just quickly if you want,” I uttered.

“Oh yeah, a quickie huh?” Evan smiled up from my tits.

I rolled my eyes smiling. “I guess you deserve one coming up with this idea to save us from living in the car.”

He bit a nipple. “So you mean a ‘super quick’?”

I giggled. “Yes a ‘super quick’!”

He had names for the different kinds. There was a super quick, a quickie, a session, which involved me getting to ride him to an orgasm before he was allowed to take over and fuck me.

Then there was the honeymoon special, which included a dinner date, scented bath and massage and some oral sex both ways and making love in bed, usually several times before cuddling up and going to sleep together.

Right now I was bent over the table for a super quick, which was as advertised. I’d be pushing my husband’s head down under the covers later tonight to pick up from here and make it a love making session.

He held the back of my neck and pounded me. My panties and skirt were around my ankles and my tits bounced out the bottom of my crop top.

“Ah fuck yeah!” Evan growled, thrust hard against my butt with his cock angled upward and spurting up my back.

We were using the pull-out method for birth control so it was always messy like this unless I took him in my mouth. But he could never pull out of me in time to get to my mouth.

I reached back and squeezed his cock to finish him off. I stood and his cum ran down my back and dripped through my butt and down my thighs before I could rub it all in.

I bit my smile and sucked my fingers.

“Are you going to call your friend? I’ll go have a shower.”


Chapter 2

Evan couldn’t get enough of his wife. He fucked her at will and usually at least twice a day.

He had pressured her to wear revealing clothing since they got married and her skirts and dresses were now ultra short and her tops always hugged her tits.

It was interesting to see how that was going to work sharing a tiny home with his new young friend. But Evan was just going to have to let the guy perv on his wife. He wasn’t going to ask her to change her dress style now.

After her shower Lucy wore a breezy little dress that was short but covered her well enough down below. Up top it wasn’t tight fitting, the opposite in fact. It gaped under her arms and showed side boob. And there was a pretty good view down it when she bent forward.

Evan tilted back to look at her side boob as he drove. He could see the whole side and underneath but not her nipple. She plucked at her dress under her arm. “Is this okay?”

Evan nodded and drew a breath. “You look fantastic baby, Daly’s gonna cum in his pants.”

Lucy bit her lip blushing excitedly. “Are you sure this is alright?”

“Yeah it’s good. We really need this. What harm is there if the guy sees your tits hey? Chicks go topless at the beach all the time.”

“Uh huh they do, and I always get looks no matter what I wear anyway, ever since I stopped wearing a bra.”

Evan gulped. “Yeah I don’t want you to have to change back coz of this Luce. I’d rather you keep dressing sexy and we just let Daly enjoy having a girl around the house for a change.” He tilted back for another look.

“Fuck yeah, can see all the way under your tits baby. Is that dress different?”

Lucy nodded and grimaced. “I made the shoulder strings longer so it sits lower but it was supposed to be for you.”

Evan felt in through the side of his wife’s dress and cupped a tit and thumbed up and down over the nipple. “Oh that’s nice.”

“Hmm, and is Daly really a virgin do you think? He’s only eighteen, right?”

“Yeah he’s eighteen and got embarrassed when I asked him if he had a girlfriend. He said there was a chick back home he liked but she got with someone else. Sounded like he was really into her, like all through school, but nothing ever happened.

“He’s only been here a couple of months and he hasn’t mentioned any girls yet. He always tells me his shit, where he went on weekends and whatever but there’s never any girls mentioned.”

“Hmm okay, well this could be fun then. He sounds pretty harmless.”

“Shit yeah, totally! I’m not worried about him trying anything with you baby. The worst he’ll do is get around with his eyes popped out of his head and his tongue dragging on the floor. Probably close himself in his little room or the bathroom and jack off six times a day.”

Evan laughed and Lucy turned away and blushed to herself looking out the window and tingling all inside with excitement.

They turned into the tiny home community. It was set back from the road a way with little streets all through it and a big pool and barbeque area in the middle.

Evan pulled into Daly’s carport. The guy didn’t have a car, he used an eBike and caught the train home to visit his parents. He was not equipped to take a girl on a date even if he found one.

“Hey Daly this is my wife Lucy. Lucy this is Daly.”

The guy had come out to greet them. He was blushing his head off and his eyes flashed to Lucy’s tits already, Evan noticed.

She gushed a hello and gave him a hug. He was tall and skinny, taller than Evan. He had a deep voice that sent a shiver through Evan’s wife without him realising. Lucy had a thing for deep male voices but hadn’t shared that information with Evan.

Daly invited them in. He’d tidied up. “Oh this is lovely,” Lucy gushed some more as he showed her around. “It’s deceptively small on the outside but there’s everything you need. That’s a full size oven and fridge/freezer.”

“Yeah, it’s all good. I hardly ever use the oven and there’s plenty of room in the fridge. I don’t know if we’re going to be eating together or not?” Daly asked.

“Well of course we will. I’ll do the shopping and cooking. You won’t have to worry about food at all Daly. This is so nice of you offering us somewhere to stay.”

The guy was smiling his head off. Lucy bent over to have a look in the oven and he saw her tit from the side. He saw the whole thing and could feel Evan looking at him but when he glanced, Evan was looking away.

Evan had seen his younger friend get a flash of Lucy’s tit but he’d averted his gaze so as not to confront him.

It was his first test having his wife perved on and he felt two things; one was jealousy and the other was an intense thrill that the guy was getting a peep.

Lucy looked to Evan when she stood up tugging at the side of her dress. He gulped and nodded acknowledgement that they both knew she’d flashed Daly.

“Can I see the bedroom?” Lucy asked excitedly.

“Sure. It’s up here,” Daly said and pulled the handle that lowered the steep steps. It was virtually a ladder but with a gentle enough slope to walk up it rather than have to climb.

Evan could see what was going to happen here and pretended to be looking in the bathroom but kept watch. Lucy climbed the stairs and Daly stood beneath looking straight up the back of her dress.

His mouth hung open and his eyes popped wide.

“Oh wow, this is going to be so fun!” she cried as she crawled onto the loft and stood.

“Can you stand up, I can’t quite, not straight anyway,” Daly called up to her.

“Yes I can, just,” Lucy answered and looked back down. She was facing forward now and the view up the front of her dress was of her little pink panties.

Evan joined his younger friend looking at Lucy checking out the bedroom. “It’s alright man, you can’t help seeing up her dress and that. She doesn’t mind and I’m okay with it if we’re going to be staying here,” he said under his breath.

“She’s got panties on and it’s okay to look at her tits. It’s gonna be way easier in one small space like this if we just don’t worry about it.”

“Okay,” Daly gulped and cleared his throat. “Holy shit!”

Lucy had turned to climb backwards down the stairs. Her dress gaped so much the guys could see the underside of her tits. She reached the floor to stand twisting her hands together in front of her beaming a smile. “Is that the bathroom?”

“Uh yeah, it’s in here. Sorry it’s a bit small,” Daly apologised.

Lucy looked in. It was a shower, toilet and tiny wash basin. “Looks fine to me,” she said. “Am I allowed to do a girl clean?”

“Aw shit yeah, of course!”

Lucy nodded biting her lip. “And where’s your room Daly, show me?”

There was a small storage area with access to the back door where bags and boxes were being packed. There was a single bed underneath the junk. It was straight across a narrow hallway from the bathroom adjoining the small lounge area.

There was no TV. Daly used his laptop for watching anything.

“Hmm okay, I’m not very happy with you having to give up your nice big bedroom for us Daly. I feel like we’ll be putting you out,” Lucy pouted.

“Aw naa. Shit no!” the young guy expostulated. “You won’t be puttin’ me out. You should move in. I want you to!”

Lucy smiled and bit her lip. She lifted to tippy toes and snapped a kiss to Daly’s lips. “Okay we’ll move in,” she said and glared teasingly at her husband.


Chapter 3

Lucy

Evan took me to bed and fucked me like crazy that night. We talked on the way home about how much I’d flashed Daly. I was dragged straight into the bedroom and fucked with my dress pulled down.

He pulled out of me just in time to cum all over my tits, like I deserved it.

The next day he got off work at lunchtime and helped Daly get his junk to our storage, where we’d already packed our things.

On Friday night the three of us went to the pub for dinner to celebrate.

Our first night at Daly’s tiny home was like a fun sleep over. We sat up most of the night hearing all about where Daly grew up and sharing stories with him from our youth.

Daly was shy and inexperienced but he was smart and a really nice guy. I liked him immediately and was enjoying his eyes all over me again, although I’d worn shorts so wasn’t flashing panties tonight. And my top was tight fitting and covered me well, so it was just my usual high beams through the thin fabric and a bit of bounce when I moved around.

On Saturday morning Evan had to work and Daly didn’t, so I was left alone with our young host. But I already felt comfortable with him. He was in the living area on his laptop when I decided to get out of bed. I’d been up earlier getting Evan off to work but went back to sleep.

The loft was open to the rest of the house. From the living area you could see up into it but not the bed. I sat up and was peeping over the edge of the floor to see Daly sitting on the lounge. He had earphones on and was watching something on his laptop.

I wore a nightie. I reached over and grabbed panties and pulled them on. I peeped again and saw that Daly’s eyes were angled up towards me.

I reached over to my open bag on the floor and grabbed a dress and left it on the end of the bed. I was still in bed at this stage, thinking of how to do this. I wanted to show Daly my tits properly, rather than just another flash.

He was watching again when I checked so I got up on my knees on the bed, where he’d be able to see me from the waist up.

I lifted off my nightie whilst facing the guy keeping my head turned away. I reached for my brush on my hands and knees as my tits wobbled beneath. Then I got back up on my knees facing the young gawking guy and brushed my hair without meeting his eyes.

I was deliberately swaying my shoulders and bumping my tits with my arms to make them wobble for the guy.

He cleared his throat and I looked at him and smiled guiltily whilst covering up with an arm. “Oops, I didn’t see you there Daly! Good morning!”

“Hey… uh sorry, I shouldn’t be looking but um..!”

“No it’s fine. This is what we talked about last night. It’s like we’re sharing a changeroom. We just have to be relaxed about it and not worry so much,” I said and lowered my arm to grab my dress.

I fiddled with it, pretending it was inside out, with my tits still bare and thrust for viewing. Daly continued staring up at me with his mouth hanging open.

I stopped sorting my dress that was ready to put on but I waited whilst the guy had a longer look. He finally glanced up from them.

“Do you like them?” I asked.

He nodded and gulped.

I smiled. “Have you seen a girl’s boobs before in real life?”

He shook his head and glanced up and down from my tits.

I looked down at them then back up at him. “You can look at mine anytime you like while we’re staying here Daly.” I looked down and up again. “Would you like to have a feel of them?”

The guys eyes widened and there was a moment when he sat stunned then nodded urgently. I giggled and jumped off the bed and climbed down the stairs.

He was standing and I approached holding my dress in my hand. “Go on then,” I encouraged and thrust my chest for him.

He cupped my left tit and squeezed it. I shuddered a breath.

“Huh huh, huh, that’s nice Daly, just like that and pinch the nipple a bit.”

He was massaging my full globe. His hand was bigger than Evan’s, and strong too in spite of his skinny arms.

“Mmm, the other one too, you can’t just do one,” I cooed.

Daly gulped and drew a breath as he switched to feeling my right breast. I turned and backed against him, dropping my dress on a lounge chair and lifting his other hand.

“Girls like it from behind like this,” I said and put his hand back on my left boob so he was massaging both.

I felt him against my lower back. “It’s okay if this gives you an erection Daly. I’d hope it would.”

He gulped again and drew a big breath. “But what about Evan? You guys are married!”

I giggled, holding his arms now and encouraging him to keep going. Bolts of electricity were shooting from my nipples to my pussy.

“Evan knows you’re going to get looks at me. It’d be teasing of me if I didn’t let you have a little feel too,” I explained.

The young guy pinched both nipples at the same time, experimenting now. I held a breath and kept my tits thrust forward for him. He rolled my nipples with his thumbs and forefingers, pulling on them. “Is like that good?” he asked.

“Uh huh, huh, it is, it’s very good,” I panted, gripping his hips behind me now and feeling him erect against my lower back. I didn’t dare touch it for him.

“Do you masturbate much Daly? I guess it’s going to be harder with us here.”

“Uh yeah, I guess. It’s um… it doesn’t matter.”

“No it does matter. Evan always wants sex and he’s going to be asking me for it while we’re here. Either I have to say no or you have to be able to jerk off when you need to as well.”

“Aw fuck,” the guy groaned.

I turned and smiled up at him. “It feels like you need to after doing that. And that’s a compliment to me. I’m glad my boobs make you want to.” I held my hair back in a bunch with one hand and touched his chest with my nipples.

“Would you like to look at my tits while you do it Daly? We can do it like this all the time while I’m here when we’re alone together. If you need to, I can just show them to you?”

Daly gulped and nodded stiffly. “Ah, okay.”

I smiled and wiggled my brows. “How do you usually do it, just with your hand or do you use something?”

“Um..!” the guy glanced furtively towards his bedroom.

“It’s okay, you can show me. Do you have something?”

He gulped and nodded again then looked down and up from my tits.

I chewed my smile. “I have a vibrator I’ll show you later. There’s no need to be embarrassed. I’m really curious to see what a guy would use.”

“Um, it’s just a soft rubber thing you hold and use like that. It’s like a fake um… like the inside’s soft and you make it slippery and just do it like that.”

I grimaced excitedly. “Show me?”

Daly led the way. I followed with my arms crossed over my boobs. He was tenting his sweatpants. His erection was upright in them.

He got his masturbation aid from under the bed. It was a flesh-coloured tube of something soft with a fake vagina on the end.

I ogled it curiously. “Do you use lube with it?”

“I usually just use spit,” the guy blushed.

I grimaced excitedly. “Show me?”

“I’d be too embarrassed,” he squeaked but was trying to look at my tits again.

I lowered my arm from across them. I had an idea. I was probably over the line with what my husband meant for me to do with Daly already, but it was so easy doing this with the guy. He wasn’t even a real man yet.

I argued with myself that as long as I didn’t touch his penis or let him touch my vagina, I should be able to make it alright with Evan.

I took the masturbator off Daly and had a closer look at it. The texture was nice. It was soft and would be flesh-like if it was lubricated. I bit my smile. “How about letting me use it on you Daly?”

“Aw shit,” the guy groaned.

“Come on, it’ll be fun. I’ll let you touch my boobs again!”

“Aw shit okay,” he agreed immediately and put his hands on my tits.

He was facing me and held them from the front kneading them. I let him do that for a minute then turned and backed against him a little to one side so I could feel his cock thrusting against my hip.

“Uh huh, especially my nipples Daly. Rub up and down over them.”

He rubbed up and down over my nipples with his thumbs and started the bolts of electricity shooting down to my pussy again.

I was already wet from everything so far, and every up and down stroke bending my nipples and making them pop back up was adding to it.

I hooked the waistband of his sweatpants and pulled them open and looked down. He was bulging in red jocks. I hooked the waistband of those as well and stretched them away, making him whimper this time.

I kept my arms up and out of the way of him feeling me and spat a little into the rubber vagina. I tried to put it on the guy’s cockhead but it was too sticky and wouldn’t slide over it.

“Wait,” I said and turned and pushed him back onto his bed. I had a better idea. “If I do this, we don’t have to tell Evan, okay? Can it just be between you and me, as payment for you letting us stay here?”

“Yeah okay, what are you going to do?” the young guy squeaked.

I was on my knees beside him on the bed. He was lying on his back tenting his sweatpants ridiculously.

“Push your pants down and let me see it,” I commanded.

Daly pushed his pants down immediately and a smallish, in comparison to his height, but very stiff erection popped out.

I bit my smile. “Mmm I’m not allowed to touch you, that’s my rule,” I said and felt down the front of my panties and into my pussy. I was completely slick. I fingered into myself and withdrew my hand and rubbed my juices into the fake vagina I was holding.

“Uh shit!” the young guy groaned.

I fingered into myself for more and wet inside the toy vagina. I did it a third time and smeared more around the entrance. Then I tried again to mount it over the guy’s cockhead and this time it slid right in.

I pushed it all the way down until it had sheathed his full erection.

“Promise you won’t tell?” I teased and started stroking up and down, kneeling beside and slightly over my new young landlord making my tits wobble and knock together.

Oh my god I was going to hell for this!

** End of Part 1 **
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Or read on for audio books narrated by Maddy
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What do all Matt Coolomon/S.H.Madonna erotic stories have in common?
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Sweetly submissive wives and girlfriends being ravaged by multiple men.






OEBPS/image_rsrcCK.jpg
grollwite lb;n\ie






OEBPS/image_rsrcCU.jpg
Narrated by = )





OEBPS/image_rsrcCH.jpg
ISIAE

Dl

S
=

G

s

|

@JLE:@

@DD:@@@%






OEBPS/image_rsrcCY.jpg
Amazon Book

Narrated by >





OEBPS/image_rsrcCT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcCP.jpg
about 100 to choose from and new stories all the time






