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Chapter 1

Lucy

I wasn’t touching the guy, well, not technically. The male masturbator was quite thick and there was a lot of spongy silicon between his cock and my hand.

I was on my knees facing the guy lying on his back. I could feel the head of his cock poking into the sponginess and could feel the ridge of the head popping in and out of my fist as I stroked up and down keeping a firm grip.

My tits were wobbling quite a lot and his eyes were glued to them. My pussy was tingling wildly. I had my free hand down my panties feeling into my wetness.

I stopped stroking with the masturbator and used my juices to wet inside and make it slipperier. I put it over young Daly’s erect cock and stroked down as he thrust into it. He moaned out loud.

I was definitely over the line and wasn’t sure how much I’d be telling my husband. Evan had told me to dress in revealing clothing and flash my boobs and panties as much as I could for our generous young landlord.

Daly had given up his bed for us and saved us having to sleep in our car. He deserved to enjoy looking at me and definitely deserved every stroke of this fake vagina up and down his shaft, I reasoned.

He cried out and bucked. I stopped stroking and held the masturbator firmly with his shaft throbbing inside of it. “Mmm like that,” I cooed, smiling excitedly.

“Uh yeah like that. Aah shit,” the young guy groaned.

“Mmm that’s good then. That’s one little favour for our first night staying here Daly.” I kept squeezing then resumed stroking slowly up and down. This was so fun!

He thrust and convulsed again then gripped my wrist and stopped me. “I actually have to go. I’m supposed to be helping Mr Jones with the trail ride this morning. I’m gonna be late!”

“Oh okay.” I took the masturbator from his cock and kept it tipped up so it didn’t leak on the bed. The end was sealed so it was just a matter of holding it the right way.

Daly pulled on jeans, worriedly looking at his pretend girlfriend.

“It’s okay, I’ve got it. I’ll wash it out with warm soapy water and have it ready for next time,” I smiled. “You have to leave it for me to do for you while we’re here Daly. You just tell me when you need it again and I’ll run and get it and clean it afterwards. Do you have any washing, is that the pile there?”

“Uh yeah, that’s all dirty. I was gonna do it today,” he said pulling on cowboy boots.

“That’s okay, I saw the laundry on the way in last night, I’ll sort this out. Do you come home for lunch?”

“Yeah. I’m finished at twelve. I’ll see you then Lucy. This was great, I fucking loved it!” the guy smiled broadly and took off out the door.

I sat on his narrow bed for a minute collecting my thoughts. That really was a bit more than I was supposed to do.

I should confess and tell Evan before Daly blurted out anything about it. Best to get in front of it. I was sure Evan would be okay. I absolutely had not touched the guy, not even to take his cock out of his pants or to hold it whilst fitting the masturbator.

My attention turned to the masturbator. It was very stretchy. I tested it poking from the bottom and saw you could turn it inside out for cleaning. I sniffed curiously. It smelt like cum of course.

I blushed to myself wondering if I should have a little taste before tipping it out and wasting it.

I tipped the masturbator up and dripped some thick gooey cream into the palm of my hand. I couldn’t resist and slurped it up and swallowed it.

Mmm yummy. I tipped up the masturbator and opened my mouth beneath it. More semen dripped onto my tongue and I squeezed and rang out some more big slurps.

I swallowed again and the taste of semen filled my head and made my pussy tingle. I pushed the masturbator inside out and proceeded to lick it clean whilst lying back on Daly’s bed and rubbing my pussy down my panties.

I was busy in the middle of that when there was a loud knock at the door. “You there Daly?” a man’s voice called out.

I was startled. I was trapped in the bedroom with nothing on but my panties.

I grabbed one of Daly’s dirty t-shirts and pulled it on then went to see who was at the door. It was a big burly man in jeans and cowboy boots and a cowboy hat with a huge handlebar moustache. 

His eyes lit up. “Oh. Hello there miss, sorry to disturb,” he said and tipped his hat. “I was looking for Daly, is he here?”

“Um no he just left. Are you Mr Jones?” I squeaked.

“Yes indeedy, and pleased to meet you..?”

“Um Lucy. I’m a friend of Daly’s staying for a while. He said he was running late and took off a few minutes ago. He’d be there to work now.”

“Uh very good then, I won’t keep you Lucy. It was lovely to meet you. Make sure you enjoy the pool and come up for a pony ride one day while you’re staying,” the man said doffing his hat and bowing as he backed away.

I closed the door and collapsed back against it. My legs were wobbly and I was licking my lips and still swallowing the taste of cum.

I climbed back up to the loft and got into bed with my vibrator. I bent my legs up and spread them and inserted. I was still slick. And with the powerful scent and taste of semen filling my senses I fucked myself to a nice morning orgasm.


Chapter 2

Evan was doing a final cut of the eighteenth fairway, well ahead of the first tournament group reaching there later.

There had been a lot of rain the previous week and the head greenkeeper wanted it to dry out as much as possible then get a final first cut done on the main fairway.

The second and third cut roughs were ready yesterday.

It was two in the afternoon when Evan finished and was free to go home. He was anxious to get back and see how things were going between his beautiful wife and their young friend.

He turned into the tiny home village and drove past the pool area. He saw Lucy standing by the pool in her yellow bikini talking to a couple of guys. Lucy saw him and waved smiling.

Evan parked at Daly’s house and sat a while watching his wife with these strangers. There were two of them, probably in their thirties. Both were well built with hairy chests. Lucy once confessed to Evan she liked men with hairy chests because of the feel of her tits pressed against them.

This pair had her giggling a lot. That was a sure sign they were getting to her. As was the fact she kept touching her hair and thrusting her tits at them. Their eyes were all over her chest.

She eventually left them and grabbed her towel and wrapped it around and came over to the house. She looked in the car window. “Hello husband,” she offered cheerily and tilted in for a kiss.

“Hey baby, who were they?” Evan asked. He made an effort to keep his voice from thickening too much.

“Just a couple of the husbands here. There’s a lot of married couples. I’ve been getting all the goss. There are a lot of single men too and single women with kids. Everyone seems pretty young. I thought it was going to be an oldies village but apparently the owner Mr Jones likes to keep the demographic young.”

“Oh right. So that pair have got wives of their own then. That’s good, they’re not having mine,” Evan chuckled.

“Hmm really, were you jealous?” Lucy shot back teasingly. “I got hit on by one of the single guys earlier too but I didn’t like him much. Think I’ll keep you on for a while yet.”

“Haha good to hear. What else have you been up to today, have you had a look around the place much?”

“Yes I have. I found the laundry and did all the washing, don’t let me forget to bring it in later. There are community clotheslines and I’ve got all the sheets and towels hung out. I’ve also scrubbed the kitchen and bathroom.

“Daly took me to the stables and I met his horse and a bunch of others they have for pony rides. Oh, and I met Mr Jones. He said I could come up and help out with the work round the stables sometimes, but only in exchange for riding the ponies. He can’t afford to hire anyone.”

Evan followed inside. Daly was there on his laptop. “Hey Evan,” he offered blushing like he was guilty of something. Evan could imagine.

“Hey buddy, how’s it going? We got the last of the first cuts done today but the ones you did on Wednesday are already too long again. Boss said he might be calling you in tomorrow to help out. He wants all the mowers going from six in the morning.”

“Oh right cool, double time Sunday, suits me,” Daly grinned but his gaze flashed sideways and he did a double take.

Evan leant closer to see what he was looking at. Lucy had gone into the bathroom but hadn’t closed the door fully. They could see her topless in the mirror whilst she combed out her damp hair.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Evan groaned, squeezing his younger friend’s shoulder.

Lucy looked at them in the mirror and down at her tits and back up at them and glared defiantly. She reached and closed the door a little more until they couldn’t see her.

“Fuck man sorry, I can’t help looking,” Daly stammered.

“It’s okay buddy, don’t worry about it. Lucy loves it and I don’t mind while we’re here, like I said.”

Evan took a beer out onto the small front veranda. He could see inside the tiny home and noticed the bathroom door opened more again. Lucy reached out with her bikini and towel and dropped them in a wash basket.

She wore shorts now but was still topless and held her arm across her tits.

Then she did something with her face or makeup or whatever and Daly was watching through the door again, craning his neck to see her tits. She glanced and smiled at him several times.

Eventually she came from the bathroom and walked right towards him with her tits swaying and wobbling. She headed for the stairs and climbed up to the loft bedroom.

Daly kept glancing up at the loft. Evan stayed outside and gave the guy every opportunity to enjoy looking at his wife.

He stopped glancing up after a while then took his laptop into the bedroom, probably to jerk off, Evan imagined.

Lucy came out with a top on but her nipples were on high beam beneath it as usual. She sat beside Evan on the step. “Was that okay?” she asked quietly and grimacing guiltily.

Evan nodded. “It was hot baby, I didn’t know you’d be going completely topless round the house.”

“Mmm I know, I kind of forgot to take a top to the bathroom, on purpose. I’ve let Daly see my boobs a few times now. I feel really comfortable doing it with him. He’s so young and the way he stares, it’s as if he’s never seen boobs before. I love it.”

“Yeah it’s good by me too baby. I don’t feel threatened by him checking you out. I know we’re only like five years older but he seems like a kid to me. He’s immature for eighteen, don’t you think?”

“Um maybe. I’m not sure he’s immature, more so inexperienced and really curious.” Lucy grimaced again and took a big breath. “I actually let him feel my tits this morning Evan. It felt like I was teasing him too much and it wasn’t fair.”

“Oh right. Fuck!” Evan exclaimed as his cock flexed a little. He experienced a mixed rush of emotion again, a blend of angst and excitement.

A few seconds passed as he processed that.

“What are you thinking?” his wife asked tentatively.

“Um, dunno baby. He had a good feel did he, not just a quick squeeze?”

“No, he felt them for a few minutes at least and played with my nipples. It happened twice and each time he would’ve held my tits for up to about five minutes. He’s trying to see them again all the time now, that’s why I went topless in the bathroom just then.”

“Uh right. Fuck that was hot baby. I didn’t mind that with you in the bathroom.”

“Hmm, that’s good, coz my boobs have been getting a lot of attention today from other guys as well.”

“Oh yeah, you mean at the pool?”

“Uh huh, from those two you saw and the single one earlier who was watching me sunbathe for ages and tried to chat me up. But there was another time too. The owner, Mr Jones, up at the stables. He noticed I was braless of course and he was staring quite a lot, which always keeps my nipples hard and makes whoever it is stare even more!”

Evan tugged his wife into a cuddle as he sat on the veranda step. “I can’t blame any of them Luce, you’ve got great tits and I don’t want you changing the way you dress.”

“Hmm okay, and what’s going on here?” Lucy smiled up and squeezed him in his pants. He was semi-erect and flexed in her soft little hand.

“Yeah I know, I keep picturing Daly holding your tits for five minutes. I don’t know why that would give me a woody but it is.” Evan kissed her. “Do you want to let him do it again tonight before we go to bed and I’ll fuck you for being bad?”

“I’m a good girl. But I definitely deserve to be fucked for being bad. I did something else this morning as well that I don’t know how to explain exactly. You know those things you guys can use to masturbate with, the ones shaped like a pussy and made out of silicon or whatever?”

“Uh yeah sure, there’s heaps of them round now, all different kinds.”

“Oh. Yes, well Daly has one and I made him show me, and then I kind of did it for him, just holding it and going up and down till he came.”

“Oh fuck, really?” Evan asked stunned. His cock flexed harder. “But just with the stroker thing, you didn’t um..?”

“No just with the stroker, I didn’t touch his cock at all. I was already topless and I’d let him feel me up and he had a hard-on in his pants. It wasn’t fair to just tease him so I thought of doing it without any touching.”

“Oh right, definitely! That’s so fucking hot baby. I wanna get one so you can do it for me!”

“Hmm really? Don’t you like my mouth or my pussy anymore?”

“Aw fuck I’m boning up solid here baby. I’ve got no problem letting Daly feel you up and doing the stroker for him. I reckon do it every day as payment for him letting us stay.”

“Uh huh, that’s what I was thinking more than anything,” Lucy uttered into a kiss. “I actually really like it here, I wish we could get a tiny home of our own and stay.”

“Fuck yeah. That’d be fantastic. Wonder how it works? I see they’re getting more sites ready, they’re obviously expanding.”

“I know, I asked Mr Jones about it and he seemed interested. He said there’s a waiting list though, and then he looked right at my tits again and asked if I wanted to come up the stables and help out.”

Evan nodded and drew a breath. “Did it seem like he could possibly be talked into adding us to the top of the list? I mean if you were the one to ask him, that is?”

Lucy blushed and her eyes widened. “Um, I’m sure I don’t know what you mean husband,” she said coyly.

Evan smiled. “Well I don’t mean that much really. Just that you look good in a bikini. And if you’re going to be round the stables braless he’s going to notice. Maybe he’d want that to continue?”

“Hmm I see,” Lucy replied and leant in for more cuddles. “I told him I’d come up to the stables in the morning. Should I wear one of my short crop tops this time?”

Evan swallowed hard. “I don’t know, I guess. Who else works there?”

“I got the impression it’s only him in the mornings before he opens for trail riding, then it was Daly doing that today and I don’t know who tomorrow. I don’t think Mr Jones would just grab me or anything. He’s obvious about looking but he’s very polite and seems really nice. I’d feel safe alone with him,” Lucy assured.

“Yeah okay, sounds good baby. Wear one of your short tops tomorrow, and tonight I’ll make myself scarce somehow and see if you can get Daly to feel you up again okay?”

“Mmm okay, that’ll be fun. You should say you’re going to the shop and sneak back and watch through the window.”

“Oh fuck yeah, that’s what I’ll do!”


Chapter 3

Lucy

I had fun cooking a roast in my new kitchen that afternoon. It was better than the kitchen in the garage we were living in before. I watch tiny homes online and have always been fascinated with how much they fit in without it looking cramped or cluttered.

I served the guys dinner and apple pie and ice cream for sweets. I’d been to the shop that afternoon and bought a load of food. We weren’t paying Daly any rent so I was going to take care of shopping and cooking, as well as all other household chores.

I spent an hour in the kitchen after dinner whilst the guys had beers and chatted out on the veranda.

I was dressed in shorts and a tank top but changed into a nightie after my shower. It was a pink mesh one you could see my tits through. It only came to my hips. I wore pink panties beneath, just comfy cotton ones to wear to bed.

I couldn’t go outside dressed like that so I stayed in watching the small TV we’d brought with us. Eventually the guys came in and found me barely dressed. “Uh yeah, haven’t seen that one for a while baby,” Evan encouraged.

I plucked at my nightie. “Hmm, I thought Daly might like it. Can you see my tits well enough through it?”

“Yeah, we can see them hey buddy?” Evan grinned at his friend.

Daly gulped and nodded. He was staring. “Yep. Can see ‘em.”

Evan went to the bathroom. I smiled up at Daly standing there gawking at me.

“See, he doesn’t mind you looking at me even when he’s here,” I said and lifted my nightie up to my neck. “Sit next to me?”

Daly sat on the couch beside me, still staring at my tits. The shower started. I bit my smile and took one of his hands and placed it on my tit. Daly squeezed and started kneading and taking the weight and playing with it.

I thrust for him and measured my breaths as electric tingles shot to my pussy.

“I fucking love these,” the young guy muttered as he felt the other one.

“Uh huh, you can do this whenever Evan goes to the bathroom or goes outside or anything, or if you catch me alone in the kitchen and he can’t see. I don’t mind how much you play with them Daly.

“And whenever you need it and Evan isn’t around I can do the masturbator for you as well, okay?”

“Oh yeah, they’re so fucking great,” the guy groaned and teased from one nipple to the other, lightly pinching and pulling on them whilst I kept my chest thrust for him.

I swallowed and took a breath. “Do you know that’s how you make a girl’s pussy wet Daly?”

He looked up from what he was doing and shook his head.

I drew another breath. “Mine’s getting wet right now,” I said and pushed his hand away. “Mmm, that really gets to me, I can’t help it.”

The hand I’d pushed away landed on the bulge in his pants, which he squeezed and made me smile down at it.

The shower was still running. I got up on my knees and pressed my tit against the young guy’s face. He instinctively sucked on it. I straddled his lap and held his head, guiding him as I turned and fed him my other tit.

He latched onto the nipple and sucked like a baby.

“Uh huh, that’s nice Daly. But just for a minute while Evan’s in the shower, okay?”

“Uh yeah,” the guy groaned and kept his mouth open like a hungry child as I switched back to feed him my other nipple.

He latched on and sucked. I could feel his hand on his cock beneath me and I carefully lowered until it was touching my panty crotch. I rolled my pelvis and rubbed back and forth on his hand whilst he sucked my nipple.

“Uh huh, that’s so nice Daly,” I moaned.

His fingers moved. It felt like his thumb was sticking up and I squished down harder on it. It wiggled around and probed into my slit. I stopped rolling my pelvis and let him do that and explore.

He looked up at me with my nipple in his teeth. He held my eyes and turned his hand over and felt me with his fingers. He rubbed my pussy making it squelch. I bit my lip and let him.

He rubbed back and forth opening my pussy lips and feeling inside me through my panties. “Um Daly!” I uttered and drew a breath.

He was feeling for the edge of my panties. He got a finger under and pulled them aside. He touched me bare and his fingertips went in but the shower stopped so I closed my hand over his.

I glanced at the bathroom and back again. I released my hold on his hand and his finger went inside me. It went all the way in and swished around.

I stared down at the guy with my mouth open. “Aw fuck,” he groaned and his finger went in and out a few times before I dismounted and flopped back over onto my end of the lounge, just before the bathroom door opened. Evan came out in a swirling cloud of steam.

I was twisting my fingers in the hem of my nightie, pulling it down between my legs with my nipples poking at the mesh. “Um Evan, would you be able to run down to the shop and get milk for the morning please?”

“Uh yeah sure,” Evan said and climbed up to the loft whilst I stared back at Daly.

Daly had a cushion over his lap. I looked down and up from it. “Just wait a minute okay?”

He nodded and gulped. Evan climbed back down from the loft pulling a shirt on. “Just milk?”

“Um and some eggs and paper towel,” I smiled through my blush.

My husband glanced at his friend and nodded to me knowingly. I grimaced back at him. “Okay, won’t be long,” he said and grabbed the car keys and bent to peck on my lips then left.

I watched from the door until he drove away then went back to Daly peering up at me. I took his hand and pulled him up and led to his bedroom. “Get ready, I’ll get the stroker.”

It was stored in the bathroom, wrapped in a facecloth in the bottom drawer of the cabinet.

I took it into the bedroom where Daly was lying on his back on his bed. His pants were already undone and he was feeling his cock through his jocks.

I tugged at his pants and he lifted his butt. “Them too,” I said and he pushed down his jocks and his cock sprung free to attention.

My naughty smile spread across my face as I felt down my panties. I used my juice to wet the silicon vagina, rubbing around the realistic fleshy folds then dipping into my pussy for more. I rubbed deeper inside whilst Daly stared mesmerised.

I collected the head of his cock with the fake vagina and slid it on as he thrust. His eyes sprung wider and his mouth hung open as he grunted.

I went up and down slowly and squeezed against the feel of his cockhead popping back and forth through my fist.

His hand was between my knees. It lifted and he touched me through my panties again. I allowed it and lifted my nightie so he could look at my tits as well.

I stroked slowly and firmly then gradually increased my pace. He was snarling and panting as he felt into me.

He’d pulled aside the crotch of my panties and was poking in and out with his middle finger. I allowed him and stroked faster and faster until he went cross-eyed. He bucked and gripped my hand to stop me.

The poor guy writhed onto his side crushing my hand and flinching and convulsing whilst I watched and giggled. “Was that good Daly?”

“Aw fuck, aw fuuuuck,” he muttered.

I pushed him onto his back again and straddled him. I had taken the stroker off but he was still erect. I squished down on the underside with my panty crotch.

I rolled my pelvis and slid back and forth as his cock sat in the furrowed centre. I pressed down hard enough to rub my clit whilst he stared down at what I was doing.

“Is that nice Daly, do you like the feel of a real one?”

“Uh yeah I love it, you’re so hot inside Lucy.”

“Mmm, girls usually are. But I didn’t say you could finger me,” I scolded smiling down at the poor guy.

His face was screwing up again and he was thrust upward and tense. His body flexed and quivered.

“Nya fuck!” he groaned and his cock throbbed and more cum leaked out as I ground on the head.

It gushed against my panty crotch. I squished into it and slid forward off his cockhead to sop up the puddle with the crotch of my panties as well. “Mmm, this is so bad Daly.”

“Uh fuck, feels so good though,” he groaned back at me.

I squished down hard with the crotch of my panties and made sure I soaked up all of the cum. His cock was still erect and I rubbed my clit on the head.

I couldn’t help myself. I stretched my panties aside and squished on his cockhead with my bare pussy.

“Uh huh,” I moaned and rubbed back and forth, massaging my clit. I used my fingers too and pushed his cockhead inside a little then naturally squished back and sunk on it until his balls were against my butt. He was all the way inside.

I blushed terribly to myself and stared down at the poor guy.

“You have to keep still though okay? We’re not really doing this!”

He gulped and nodded urgently.

He was up on his elbows gawking down at us coupled together.

I rolled my pelvis backward and rubbed my clit. I was right on the verge of an orgasm and pressed hard and vibrated my fingers and brought it on.

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted as it clenched my pussy around the shaft inside me and throbbed and throbbed so nice.

“Mmm, phew, could you feel that Daly? That’s what a girl feels like when she’s having an orgasm.” I suddenly felt like I was supposed to be educating the guy.

He stared up and nodded. “I can feel it squeezing.”

“Uh huh, but we’re not really doing anything. This is just for me, right?” I grimaced and squished back and forth whilst tipping up the stroker and drinking the cum out of it.

I swallowed a nice big gulp and squeezed for more, holding it up and waiting for another drip like a baby bird awaiting feed.

I felt Daly thrust in me so I squirmed back and made him pop out before he could do it again. “Hmm bad boy, that was just for me I told you!”

He chuckled and grabbed my tits. I smacked at his hands and dismounted him. “No. That’s enough for tonight. I don’t think that’s going to be happening every time either!” I scolded and closed his door on my way across to the bathroom.

I pushed the stroker inside out and licked the rest of his cum from it. I heard footsteps so I imagined Evan was back.

I took my time and licked the stroker clean then gave it a warm soapy wash and put it back in the draw for next time.

This was a good way to get more cum to drink. I’d been reading a study that found it was good for you in terms of your emotional wellbeing.

Of course it was the touching and intimacy as well but apparently there was some benefit in swallowing semen. Although it was probably a study done by a man posing as Dr Lady whatever her name was.

I didn’t care, I always enjoyed swallowing cum and it was exciting to get it from an 18-year-old virgin.

Oh, and surely he was still a virgin! That didn’t qualify as fucking me. It just slipped in and I sat on it for a minute. That was all me using his boner to get myself off.

I washed my face and brushed my teeth. Evan was up in our bedroom and I crawled onto the bed and pushed down my soggy panties.

“Oh yeah?” my husband smiled. He was undressing and his cock was flaccid but began to swell as he knelt on the bed beside me.

I took hold and squeezed and stroked it hard, which never took more than half a minute of course.

“So he felt you up again?” Evan asked.

I nodded. “Uh huh, and I did the stroker for him again too and tucked him into bed all satisfied.”

“Oh fuck yeah, I bet he was satisfied,” my husband said and got between my legs. He lay down and I guided him into me as he thrust. He lay right down and kissed me. We rolled our hips and ground together.

My husband made love to me, surging in and out making me squirm against his thrusts until my orgasm hit again, feeling more intense than it had with Daly.

Evan kept fucking me through it and suddenly pulled out and spurted up my belly. He spurted and spurted and creamed me good this time. Then he remained suspended above and watched me wipe up the ropes of cum and eat them.

Oh I was so thirsty for semen now!

Evan rolled off and had a drink from his water bottle. I finished wiping up all his cum and licking and sucking it from my fingers.

I got up and had a look in the draw I’d filled with my clothes earlier.

I rummaged and found the top I was looking for. It was a white crop top that came just below my boobs when I modelled it in the mirror and turned to show my husband.

He nodded. “Perfect! That one of those that aren’t tight around the bottom and you can see up it easy?”

“Uh huh, it’s cut-off rather than fitted. Do you think Mr Jones will like me in it?” I teased.

** End of Part 2 **
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Sweetly submissive wives and girlfriends being ravaged by multiple men.






OEBPS/image_rsrcC3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcC8.jpg
[ Link to UK Page ]






OEBPS/image_rsrcCB.jpg
Amazon Book






OEBPS/image_rsrcC7.jpg
[ Link to US Page ]






OEBPS/image_rsrcC2.jpg
What do all Matt Coolomon/S.H.Madonna erotic stories have in common?






OEBPS/image_rsrcCC.jpg
Narrated by






