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Chapter 1

Heather

It was Sunday morning and despite seeing my parents at church I decided I wasn’t wearing panties or a bra. Of course I had church dresses that were down to my knees, so there was no danger of being found out.

It was exciting and felt awfully naughty as the cool church air found its way up my dress and caressed my freshly waxed pussy. I had showered and redid my waxing this morning.

Throughout the sermon my mind kept wandering back to the adult toy shop last night and being fucked standing up with a huge vibrating dildo by the two storekeepers.

I was terribly flushed with guilt and excitement over being played with in front of my husband. He was in a suit all proper and wholesome looking whilst chatting with the men after the sermon. We had gathered outside for cool drinks and a wander around the cake stall the school had put on.

My boss, the kindergarten headmistress, was supervising the stall and kept looking at me strangely like she knew I had no panties on.

My parents were chatting with their friends. I’d been left with the group of oldies and was clinging to the arm of my parents’ neighbour Mr Forsyth, a man I’d known all my life and always got nice hugs from.

I felt quite vulnerable being abandoned by my husband and was clinging to Mr Forsyth’s arm for the sense of security.

He wore short shirt sleeves and my tits were squished around his upper arm, which kept flexing like he could feel them, and how my firm nipple was pressed to his side.

“Yes it’s going to be perfect,” I assured my mother about the winery I’d picked out for Dad’s 60th birthday next weekend.

That sparked conversation amongst the group of oldies sharing experiences at the winery. I listened and kept a firm hold on my chaperone’s arm. Mr Forsyth’s big strong hand closed over mine on his arm and squeezed affectionately. He kept his hand there and his fingers moved, the back of them stroking my breast and touching my nipple.

I thought it had been accidental at first but then he pressed the tip of my nipple with his finger and rolled it around. It was right in front of everyone with my dad standing right beside me. No one noticed though. I squeezed Mr Forsyth’s arm tighter and dug my nails in.

I wasn’t sure if I was protesting or not. It was more about the fear of anyone noticing. He was being discrete though. He kept pressure on the tip of my nipple and moved the tip of his finger in slow circles, sending bolt after bolt of electric tingles straight to my bald pussy.

I blushed up at the man and he met my eyes and held them whilst squeezing my hands more firmly over his arm. I bit my lip and pleaded with my eyes but what was I pleading for him to do, or not to do?

I was so confused with everything that had happened this past few days and it was like Mr Forsyth was picking up on it and reading my mind.

The conversation was going on, everyone offering thoughts on the venue for my dad’s party and what kind of music and dancing and what to organise for children to keep them occupied.

Mr Forsyth was nodding and smiling but saying nothing, as he was focused on my body pressed against his side. I could feel how focused he was with every tiny movement he made and the way he was measuring his breaths.

I was holding a handbag. It was hanging to the level of my crotch. Mr Forsyth’s arm I clung to was straight down and his hand was against his hip behind my handbag. He was still touching my nipple making my pussy tingle. I wanted to dry hump his hip.

He felt back with his pinkie finger and touched me through my dress. I should have pulled back and away from the contact but I couldn’t. It was exactly what I needed.

He wiggled his pinkie finger into my slit and isolated my clit. Oh my god the man had such control. He was pressing my nipple with the tip of one finger and with his other hand he was pressing on my clit and rolling it with the tip of that pinkie finger.

All the while my parents and their friends were in animated discussion about having a huge party with everyone from church invited next weekend.

My church dress had a ruffled elastic bodice and you could make out my erect nipples under it. The skirt was a light cotton you could easily feel my clit through. It was a floral print of white and pink and yellow, so hopefully a wet spot wouldn’t be visible.

I had given in and was letting my parents’ widowed neighbour rub into my pussy. I was arching my hips and squishing against his fingers. He was using his middle and ring fingers and opening my pussy lips to squelch inside me.

I was still cuddling his arm with my tits and about to bite down on his shoulder if he made me orgasm right here in front of everyone.

I’d always felt sorry for Mr Forsyth. His wife passed away quite a few years ago and he was all alone without any female company anymore.

I didn’t know what I was thinking exactly but it’s why I always hugged him and would choose to stand next to him in a situation like this. Everyone else coupled with their partners after church.

The after-church meeting was breaking up. Mr Forsyth released me to shake hands and give parting hugs to people.

I grabbed my father’s arm and clung to him for support due to my wobbly legs and the need for protection from his friend, now that the bolts of electricity shooting from my nipple to my pussy had abated and I was able to form rational thought.

Mr Forsyth shook my dad’s hand and left me with a smirk and sneaky wink. I blushed back at him and bit my smile.

Oh my god, the mood I was in, how obvious was it?

I said nothing of what had happened with Mr Forsyth on the drive home. My husband was rambling about the party next weekend too, it seemed all of church were talking about it.

When we got home there was a delivery truck waiting and our pool and yard helper Arnie was there ready to help carry the boxes of files into the house.

I was still all wet and tingly between the legs so I locked myself in the bathroom with my new gyrating vibrator. I sat on the closed toilet seat on a folded towel and put a foot against the side of the bath. I split my pussy lips with two fingers and rubbed my slit with the head of the orange dong. It popped in and I bit down on a whimper.

I clicked the on-button and the dong started buzzing and gyrating. I stared open-mouthed at myself in the mirror and slid the huge toy penis up under my church dress inside myself.

It really was huge and it took a few goes to get it in deep enough, but when the buzzing suction cup touched my clit I just about orgasmed.

I worked the gyrating shaft back and forth and with each thrust, the arm touched my clit and sent a bolt of electric tingles surging through me.

After a dozen thrusts and the huge dong having worked me open enough to take it, I held it in place and let the stimulation of my clit overpower me and grip my body in a wave of orgasmic tremors.


Chapter 2

“Just keep stacking along the wall,” Brady told Arnie. They were starting a second row of boxes and were only halfway through unloading the truck.

The driver had to rearrange some other boxes for a different delivery and forced a break. Arnie had a sandwich and Brady quickly got changed out if his suit and went back, catching a glimpse of Heather coming from the bathroom wrapped in a bathrobe and carrying her dress.

Brady rejoined the team unloading the truck. The driver was his buddy and work colleague Kyle. Young Arnie was bouncing along, typically fit as a 20-year-old guy who did their lawn and pool maintenance.

Heather came from the house in a red polkadot dress that Brady recognised, only it was way shorter than he remembered. The front of it was gaping open where there used to be a narrow keyhole slit.

“Holy fuck babe,” Brady exclaimed, stopping and looking back at the other two in the truck getting the next boxes sorted.

“What, don’t you like it?” Heather asked teasingly.

Brady could see her tits in through the keyhole. They were completely on show, nipples and all. “Fuck that’s hot baby, that’s really fucking revealing!”

“Hmm too much?” Heather asked, plucking at the opening in her dress.

Brady gulped, struggling to hold the box in his sweaty hands and lifting it with a knee. “Are you going to say hi to Kyle baby, he’ll see your tits? Fuck you can see them completely!”

“Mmm, well it’s supposed to be for Arnie but Kyle can have a look too.”

“Yeah okay, go show him. I’ll hang back inside for a bit and let him look at you,” Brady agreed and left his wife to go and expose herself to his work buddy.

Brady put his box down just inside the door and watched from the loungeroom window. Heather approached the back of the truck wringing her hands together and scrunching her shoulders like her tits weren’t already on display without making her dress gape even more.

Young Arnie jumped down out of the truck with a box and turned and walked backwards checking Heather out. Kyle was standing there smiling down at her. He sat on the tailgate and she remained facing him and smiling and chatting.

Brady could see the guy’s head was lowered and his eyes were on her tits.

Arnie backed through the door and stopped to gawk. He glanced at Brady.

“Yeah I know man, just don’t worry about it. Just hang back here and let Heather chat with the guy,” Brady instructed.

“But you can see her boobs!” Arnie cried.

“Yeah I know, she’s trying a new look. You can have another look at her yourself in a minute, just let my buddy have his turn,” Brady instructed.

Kyle could see Heather’s nipples and the full globes. Her dress was merely cupping them from the outside. “Sure come on up,” he replied to her request to have a look inside the back of the truck.

There was a step he needed to get up himself. He got down and held her arm guiding her and allowing her to climb up and have a look at the pallet of kids toys she was curious about.

Kyle saw the woman’s bare arse first, then when she bent with her hands on her knees to look at the boxes lower down on the pallet he saw her cunt. It looked pink and open like she’d just been fucked.

“Oh, are these Montessori? They’re not just toys. Where are they for?” she asked excitedly.

Kyle gulped. “Yeah uh, for this school, I think, I’d have to check the address again. They’re for my sister-in-law’s school I think.”

“Oh wow, this is what we need for our kids,” Heather went on tugging her hem in the back and not covering herself.

“Oh yeah that’s nice,” Kyle couldn’t help groaning.

She blushed back at him. “Ooh sorry, this is a bit short, I shouldn’t be bending over like this.”

Kyle smiled and took out his smokes. “Don’t mind me, this is even better than the view I was treated to the other night. Although I thought I’d only dreamt that.”

“Hmm I’m sure,” Heather giggled and bent to have a look at another box whilst keeping her hand over her butt. She dared herself to move it though and Kyle groaned again.

She saw the box contained sandpaper letters and remembered seeing them before, not realising they were part of a whole system of learning at the time. She turned back to her husband’s work colleague and approached as he looked up the front of her dress now.

“Does Brady know you’re showing your little pussy like this?”

“Hmm maybe,” Heather squeaked.

Kyle lit his smoke and puffed a cloud then tilted to look under the front of her skirt again. “Can’t say I’ve ever seen a completely shaved pussy before, not in real life. Bet it feels nice?”

Heather smiled through her blush, rolled her eyes and huffed. The back of the truck was facing her house. No one could see her from the neighbouring houses and she was in a daring mood.

Kyle reached up and casually felt her. He cupped her pussy with three fingers and rubbed back and forth. The middle one slipped in a little. Heather gripped the side of the truck and a hand trolley nearby, holding on for support as her legs tingled weak.

She met her husband’s eyes through the lounge room window, the young maintenance helper appeared beside him gawking, looking thoroughly stunned.

Brady rubbed his mouth. He couldn’t blink for fear of missing anything. His buddy inserted his middle finger and Heather’s legs wobbled. “Aw fuck,” the young man beside him groaned.

Kyle worked his finger in and out, twisting his hand and tilting to watch closely at what he was doing. He had another puff on his cigarette. Heather let go of the trolley and gripped his hand but only for a second then she let go and clutched the trolley again.

He continued going in and out with his finger, rubbing her clit with his thumb. He flicked his cigarette away and lifted the skirt of her dress up to her belly. Her knees were bending and her thighs were opening wider as she bore down against his fingering.

Suddenly Heather’s orgasm from before resurged and thumped through her body.

“Oh fuck yes,” Kyle groaned, feeling her cunt tighten and throb around his middle finger.

Heather buckled over and squirmed her legs together, bending them to one side and dislodging the finger from inside and the hand from between her thighs.

Kyle sucked his fingers.

“Help me down please?” Heather asked. He took her hand and helped her from the back of his truck. “That was nice, thank you,” she offered sweetly whilst fiddling with the hem of her dress, tugging it down a little.

She grimaced down at his package, he was halfway erect.

“I wish I could do something for you too but I don’t know if I’m allowed to.”

Kyle smiled. “Playing with your husband, are you? I see him watching back there.”

Heather nodded and drew a breath. “I was only supposed to flash you.”

“Well you certainly did that.” Kyle looked in through the front of her dress. He hooked the keyhole with a finger and stretched it aside to reveal one of her tits. “Oh these are nice,” he groaned and stretched the other side to look at that tit as well.

He cupped her tit and massaged it. Heather looked down at his hand. They were hidden from view of anyone by the open doors of his truck, though in full view of the loungeroom window where Brady and Arnie were watching intently like statues.

Heather rested back against the floor of the truck and held it with her hands behind her back and her chest thrust forward. Kyle continued massaging her tit in through the keyhole of her dress whilst rubbing his cock in his pants with his other hand.

He unzipped and pulled his cock out through his fly. Heather stared down at it and looked from it to her husband. Brady nodded slightly. She touched the head whilst Kyle snarled and stroked.

He was still groping her tits in through the keyhole of her dress. He had bunched it up above the belt making it gape fully and exposing her wet tingling pussy.

Heather was moving her hand back and forth now. She had taken over holding the head of Kyle’s cock and he was holding her wrist and thrusting through her hand against her hip. She thrust her pelvis towards him and made the head of his cock rub against her waxed mons and groin. She pulled up her skirt and watched excitedly whilst he did too.

“Nya!” he suddenly grunted and surged through her fist. Jets of his cum spurted against her skin.

Heather held the head of his cock against her groin fascinated to watch the ropes of semen lash her mons and drip down through her pussy. He was thrusting towards her. His cock was long and still stiff and throbbing in her hand.

She used the head to rub the gooey semen around and thrust herself as she rubbed her clit with it.

She squeezed and stroked over the head of the man’s cock again, blushing at his smile of satisfaction. He had left her dress gaping up top and her tits on display. She tucked the hem under her belt so she didn’t get his cum on it.

Kyle was still firm and trying to thrust against her mons. His cum was dripping down her thighs. It had seeped into her slit and she felt into herself, excited to think of it being potent with live sperm.

Heather had let go of the man’s cock. She covered her exposed pussy whilst he fisted his cock and tapped the back of her hand with it. “Thanks Heather, that was good of you.”

“Hmm, I hope it was nice for you too. I have to go and clean up now,” Heather uttered.

She had her gooey fingers in her pussy. She could see the man was still erect enough and she wanted to bend over the truck and let him fuck her properly. That thought swirled around her head but she backed away and waved from her front door instead.

Her husband was standing with his hands on his head, his face twisted in anguish. He was erect in his pants though, as was young Arnie. He was holding his cock and staring at Heather’s pussy. It was a gooey mess and there was cum dripping down to her knees.

Heather approached and took Arnie by the hand. She led him to the couch and pushed him back onto it. She got on her knees and crawled close between his legs and undid his pants.

“Fuck yeah, go on baby,” Brady groaned encouragement.

Arnie whimpered as Heather squeezed his cock out the top of his jocks.

“Should I suck him?” she asked her husband. The young guy whimpered again.

“Yeah go on,” Brady said and gulped.

“Mmm okay,” Heather said and drew a breath. She bent and sucked the young man’s cock into her mouth, moaning her pleasure and excitement.

He was a good size, bigger than she was used to with Brady.

She pulled his shorts and jocks down his thighs. He was thrusting his little butt up off the lounge cushion and she pulled them from beneath him.

Heather sucked the guy hands free, bobbing and sucking and bobbing and moaning over him and the feel of his veiny shaft sliding through her lips. The head of his cock probed her throat.

She pushed his shirt up and clawed his bare chest. He was rolling his pelvis, thrusting into her mouth and holding her head down now.

“Nya fuck!” he suddenly groaned and arched his pelvis and held still. His cock throbbed and spurted. Heather moaned and kept still with just the head in her mouth. She frowned up at the young man. His cock went off throbbing and spurting powerfully.

Her husband was on his knees behind her and slammed his cock into her.

Heather swallowed her mouthful of sperm-rich cum as she was being fucked from behind. She moaned her pleasure and kept sucking the cock in her mouth.

She reached down beneath and felt around her husband’s cock going in and out. She was still gooey from his friend and wiped up from her knees and into her pussy, wanting her husband to fuck the other man’s cum into her.

He slammed home and blew his load. Heather cupped his balls and held them whilst moaning over the cock she still had in her mouth. It was still hard and resumed throbbing and spurting.

“Mmm hmm,” Heather moaned and sucked the last of young Arnie’s cum from his balls and swallowed it down. “Mmm yummy,” she cooed up at him as he stared down at her. “Thank you Arnie, that was delicious.”

“Aw fuck,” he panted. “You guys are crazy. That was fucking… I fucking loved that!”

Brady slumped away from behind Heather, sitting on his bare arse on the carpet with his cock still throbbing. Heather got up and went to the bathroom, leaving the pair of them with their cocks red and swollen.

She stripped her polkadot keyhole dress off and got in the shower, all warm and tingly and thrilled inside with what had just happened. She couldn’t believe she did any of it.


Chapter 3

“Thanks man, that was interesting, the way you guys are into this now,” Kyle offered Brady when he was leaving. “Your wife’s fucking hot man. I’ll be looking forward to tomorrow.”

Brady drew a breath and expelled. “I didn’t know any of that was going to happen, man. It might not next time yeah?”

Kyle waved and drove off. Arnie was back mowing the lawn with a shit-eating grin on his face. Brady went inside as Heather came from the shower wrapped in a towel smiling broadly too.

He lay on his side on the bed watching her comb out her wet hair. She wasn’t saying anything and it took him a moment to get his first words out.

“I don’t regret anything that’s happened so far baby. I thought Kyle was going to fuck you.”

Heather grimaced in the mirror. “I thought of that too but didn’t want to let him till we talked about it some more.”

Brady nodded. He knew what his wife meant.

“I need to be careful in the obvious way Brady.”

Brady’s face flushed. He drew a breath and nodded some more. “Would there be much danger of that right now, do you think?”

“Uh huh, I think so. I’m about in the middle of my cycle, I was just thinking about it and working it out.”

“Right,” Brady said and huffed a breath. “I could see cum inside your pussy when I fucked you just then babe. It was all over you down there and inside too. I was getting off screwing you with it all over my cock.”

Heather bit her lip in the mirror. She blushed as excitement filled her eyes.

“So there’d already be a chance then, wouldn’t there?” Brady asked knowingly.

Heather grimaced. “I thought of that when you were inside me, and before that when I was holding his cock and rubbing into my pussy when his cum was everywhere.”

“Right, so we’ll have to think about it till you get your monthly now I s’pose,” Brady said tugging her close as she sat beside him and lay down on her back. “It’s not necessarily a bad thing though, is it? It wouldn’t be the end of the world if it happened.”

“Na, it wouldn’t be. It’d be no different to using a sperm bank or whatever. It’d still be our baby and no one would ever have to know. Not if it was random like that.”

A hot flush of excitement filled Brady. “Or if there was more than one possibility and we didn’t know whose it was anyway.”

“Hmm that’s true. How many other possibilities would you want there to be though husband?” Heather teased whilst squeezing Brady through his pants.

“I dunno babe. A few? Maybe Arnie and Kyle to start with, I guess. Maybe let them fuck you properly?”

Heather smiled through her blush. “You mean to purposely try and get me pregnant? That’d be so sexy!”

“Yeah it would be. It’d be fucking hot to see but doing it for that reason would change things. It’d be about that as well, so easier in a way for me. Although harder in that same way too,” Brady thought aloud. The idea of his wife getting pregnant was a huge positive, the thought of another man knocking her up not so much.

“I wouldn’t mind how many different men there were,” Heather uttered. “I’m sure I’ll be ovulating over the next week or so. You could let as many men as you want fuck me, Brady. I loved that with your work friend just now and sucking Arnie off in front of you. I loved it with those two men at the adult store too. It wouldn’t matter who got me pregnant. It could even be random strangers at that glory hole if you wanted. It’s so exciting watching women do that online, backing up to the hole and letting men go one after the other. I’d do that.”

Brady kissed his wife’s lips but could smell and taste the cum on her breath. He stroked her hair and met her lips again. Hers parted and she moaned and tried for more. Brady frowned at the taste but met her tongue.

“Ugh, your mouth tastes like cum baby.”

“Uh huh, I love it. Arnie came so hard both times. Imagine how much he’d have for my belly over the course of a week if we let him fuck me each day. I could tell him to come do the pool in the afternoons and I could take him into the pool house for it.

“Hmm that’d make two possible sperm donors, and maybe some others at the adult store?” Heather cooed. “This is so exciting Brady!”

“Yeah it is. I’ve got to get these last few boxes in from the porch though. Let’s talk about it again tonight, okay? I think we should definitely do it now there’s a chance there’s sperm inside you already. We just need to think about whether to do it with others we don’t even know, or just let Arnie and Kyle fuck you. I’m not sure yet, now that I think about it. Maybe complete strangers are a better option if you’re going to get preggers?”

“Hmm, I see what you mean. Let’s think about it and talk more tonight,” Heather agreed into a kiss. “Now go and let me get dressed. I’ve got housework to do if Kyle’s going to be here tomorrow.”


Chapter 4

Heather

My house was always clean and tidy but I particularly wanted to scrub the main bathroom. I spent an hour in there and had it sparkling. Then I ducked down to the shop and bought extra groceries for the men to make lunches whilst I was at work.

I wore a knee-length dress and no panties or bra. I was still simmering inside from all the naughty taboo sex I was suddenly having.

I was excited for the idea of letting another man get me pregnant. It made good sense to do that with a stranger rather than someone we’d have any contact with ongoing.

I was thinking about one man in particular though and wondered if Brady was allowing other men to have sex with me, would it be such a big deal to let him as well. That was Mr Forsyth from church today I was thinking of.

He was a few years younger than my dad, so late fifties. Would he even have a high enough sperm count to worry about, I wondered. He was certainly getting an erection whilst playing with me at church, so he should be capable of having sex. I really felt for him being all alone without his wife now and would love to allow him to have sex with me.

I was thinking about that whilst I shopped, and when I got home I grabbed Arnie by the hand and led him into the pool house. It was a small change room and storage for pool floaties and chemicals. There was a seat and I sat and tugged the young guy close in front of me.

“Can you keep this a secret Arnie?” I asked as I undid his pants again. “You have to promise you won’t go blabbing to everyone or I won’t be able to do it for you anymore.”

“Aw fuck I won’t tell Mrs D.”

“Promise? You’d better not,” I warned and pulled down his pants and jocks, freeing his lovely big cock to lever straight out looking at me. I squeezed it and kissed the eye. “Are you ready again yet? That was a lot both times before.”

The young man gulped. “I’m ready again. You bet I am!”

I giggled and squeezed his cock upright. It was firming even more with each pulse. I cupped his balls and drew the heady scent of them. They were soft and bald. I sucked on one as I stroked up and down, flaying my fingers over the head of his cock.

“Do you have a girlfriend Arnie?”

He shook his head. “Nup.”

“Why not. Are there any girls you like?”

He nodded. “There’s one. Her name’s Ness.”

I nodded, stroking his balls with my thumb whilst continuing to pull him off. He was every young guy I knew at that age. He had no idea how to pleasure a girl and I was smiling to myself at the idea of teaching him a thing or two.

“You can close your eyes and imagine I’m Ness if you want, Arnie. Would you like her to suck you off?’

“Aw fuck Mrs D!”

“Hmm,” I moaned and kissed my way up the underside of his cock. I took the head into my mouth and moaned some more as I sucked most of his length in. I kept the young guy’s balls cupped in my hand and bobbed back and forth sucking and building another nice big load of juice.

Oh I loved that his cum would be rich with sperm, even if I didn’t get to enjoy him fucking me and cumming inside me.

I bobbed my head and sucked and stroked with my wet fingers. I went fast then slow when I felt him trying to thrust. I stopped completely a couple of times to draw the build-up out for him.

When he finally came it spurted hot and strong against the roof of my mouth again. I could feel the powerful throbbing in the base of his shaft and his smooth young balls clenched tight.

I sucked every last drop out of them then fondled and kissed them with my mouth still full of cum and my hand between my legs and fingers inside my slick pussy. I moved the thick wad of semen around in my mouth for a while, enjoying the feel of it.

I peered up at the young man watching me nuzzle and smooch his balls. I smiled and opened my mouth, showing him his cum.

He watched closely and I moved it around with my tongue. A little dribbled down my chin and plopped onto my chest. Then I swallowed it for him and showed him I’d done so.

“Uh yeah, that’s hot Mrs D.”

“Mmm don’t worry, I always swallow,” I teased and bit the head of his cock. “Can you do my pool last thing tomorrow so I can do that for you again? I don’t get home from work till four.”

“Uh yeah, I’ll come here last. You bet Mrs D!”

I giggled. “Good. And save up for me okay? Don’t waste any doing it yourself. If you’re not going to give it to Ness, you have to save it for me from now on, let me suck it all out for you and see how much you can make me swallow!”

The poor guy was still erect. He’d softened a little but was firming again. I stood and raked back my hair, fixing it in a band. I was tempted to straddle his lap and ride his lovely big dick but resisted the temptation.

“See you tomorrow Arnie.”

“See you Mrs D,” he called after me.

I had an idea and went to my phone on the kitchen counter, leaning over it to type a text to my parents’ friend: Hi Mr Forsyth, I’m embarrassed about what happened at church this morning. May I please call in after dinner tonight to talk about it?

I started on dinner and got a text back from Mr Forsyth within a few minutes: I’ll be home at 8pm Heather. Rest assured what happened remains between the two of us. Please call in and we’ll talk.

** End of Part 3 **
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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_rsrcBV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcC7.jpg
Narrated by 5





OEBPS/image_rsrcC2.jpg
[ Link to UK Page ]






