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From: an101532@anon.penet.fi (Phil Phantom)


Date: Sun, 10 Dec 1995 03:58:40 UTC


Subject: The Golden Rules of Erotiporn


 


Here are my ten golden rules for writing good erotiporn.


Erotiporn is the hybrid of erotica (love stories involving genitalia) and pornography (filth without character development or plot). Good erotiporn is like good pussy: tight, wet, and clean.


 


    “Phil Phantom’s Golden Rules of Writing Erotiporn”


 


    1. Let the beast within you write to the beast within your readers. The beast controls sexual response and all orgasms. Feed the beast, and the beast will reward you; ignore the beast, and you may as well be writing a script to a how-to video. Sex without orgasm is exercise; a story without orgasm is reading. A.S.S. subscribers avoid both.


 


    2. Try to avoid the temptation to wander. When you write erotiporn, the beast within you is feeding you ideas. Your beast, and mine, are dumb shits that want everything in abundance, and they don’t give a shit about reality. Keep your beast focused on the theme at hand, inject some semblance of reality, and try to stay within the bounds of the physical laws that govern our universe. If the beast persists, threaten to do your taxes.


 


    3. Avoid using “it.” Replace as many “its” as possible with descriptive words. Also, look for the dead words like: there, there is, thing, something, them, they. Replacing these words with what they represent brings color to the picture you are painting. And always remember, the personal pronouns, his and her, confuse the reader if two or more hises or hers are in the same scene. Only erotica has one his and one her.


 


    4. Show, don’t tell. A picture is worth a thousand words, so paint a picture and conserve band width. Also, don’t try to explain or justify everyone’s motives or feelings. The beast doesn’t really give a shit; besides, actions speak louder than words, and action tightens a story.


 


    5. Avoid the cataloging of sex acts and focusing on numbers. You can introduce these facts (if they are necessary) in dialog or in action scenes.


 


    6. Don’t change person or perspective. Either you tell the story, or let your main character tell the story. The omniscient viewpoint may make you feel like God, but you always end up telling too much because you know too much.


    Second person narratives have no place in erotiporn and should be relegated to how-to videos and love letters.


 


    7. Try to keep all main characters involved in the story until the end. If you find that the original cast of characters has been replaced by a new cast half-way through a story, you have two stories. Two tight pussies are better than one big sloppy twat.


 


    8. Erotiporn, unlike erotica, is slippery, full of the juices of life. Keep all genitals well lubricated. Condoms have no place in erotiporn unless worn by the husband.


 


    9. VD, vaginal discharges, yeast infections, and crabs are real-world facts of life that have no business fucking up erotiporn unless a wife has them from cheating on her husband.


 


    10. A pregnancy should NEVER result from the holy union of matrimony, but should always result from an unholy coupling of persons in the immediate family or of different races and generations. In the world of erotiporn, abortions and birth control were outlawed in 1953. It’s true; look it up.


 


    Note: If any of these rules hamper your ability to write, fall back on rule number one.


 


Phil Phantom


mf, ff, dom, hum, (teen, incest) From: cooper@xs4all.nl (cooper) Subject: A Friend in Need (A Phil Phantom and Tiffany story) Date: 18 Aug 1994 09:29:48 GMT


WARNING! The following story is an uncensored sexual fantasy involving practices that are illegal, immoral, socially unacceptable, and messy. Only mature adults with a firm grasp on reality should venture further. This story promotes nothing, and nothing in this story should be taken seriously. Readers are cautioned not to attempt any of these acts without professional guidance and a net. If you are underage, hit the ‘K’ key. Reading stories like this can make you go blind. If you are a servant of the Lord, looking for sinners to convert, study this story and memorize it. This will help you recognize sinners when you see them. Good luck, and avoid mirrors!


Phil Phantom (an101532@anon.penet.fi)


 


    “A Friend in Need” By: Phil Phantom


 


    We financially outgrew our suburban neighborhood about a decade ago. We bought this 3/2/2 cracker box sixteen years ago. We’ve added on, built a pool, deck, sauna, weight room, and den. Our neighbors are jealous, but they’re still friends. We’ve known most of them from the beginning—four couples especially. They’ve all been through tough times. Cheryl and I have helped them all from time to time. I’m lucky, I suppose. I’m a top-notch salesman. I’m never out of work or money. I’m also free with my money. My friends think I’m generous to a fault. When we go out as a group, I usually grab the check. We entertain a great deal. Our home is like a yuppie playground. The drinks are free, the music is sixties/seventies, and there’s no need to drive home drunk. Either stagger home or crash where you are.


    Frank and Rachel are our best friends. We knew them from high school. Frank is an auto mechanic; Rachel sells Avon—mostly to Cheryl. Cheryl is fucking Frank fairly regularly. I’ve had the pleasure of bopping Rachel a few times when she gets shit-faced. Cheryl is bisexual. She’s had Rachel more than I have - also when shit-faced.. Rachel gets teased about that a great deal. She’s straight as an arrow with a body that is anything but straight.


    Ed and Inez live next door. Ed owns a dry cleaner. Inez keeps the books. I loaned them the money to start their business. Inez paid the interest to Cheryl by periodically depositing tender kisses between her legs. Ed paid interest as well, making sperm deposits in Cheryl’s sperm bank. Though the debt has been repaid for years, Ed keeps paying interest. Ed and Inez are not bad looking; but, of the girls, Inez would have to be considered the only plain one in the bunch and a little on the chubby side. I’ve never fucked Inez, probably never will.


    David and Sue are our holy rollers. They never miss church, though they’ve given up on winning converts from any of us. David is the only guy that has never fucked my wife, though she has tried. Sue, on the other hand, will lift her skirt and spread her legs at the snap of my finger. I had to use a little friendly blackmail to condition her - a few immodest pictures taken at a drunken bash on New Years Eve 1986 did the trick. Sue needs an excuse to commit adultery, but GOD can that woman commit adultery! She’s a genuine three-holer holy roller. Praise the Lord!


    She’s also the mother of my second child (two-year-old Jennifer). This caused quite a scandal. I have fire red hair. David and Sue are both brunettes. Jennifer has fire red hair. David just started returning to the group last year, though Sue never left. David turns a blind eye to his wife’s infidelity. I get a big kick out of making it difficult for him. Getting her pregnant was easy. I simply told her to get off the pill and avoid sex with Dave during ovulation. I ordered her track her cycles for me and report to me for twice-daily screwings at those times when she was most fertile. She put up a mild fuss, swore she couldn’t, but the next day, she presented me with her unused pills and a chart. Sue is my little whore and I treat her as such. Cheryl gets a kick out of that. Sue has resisted my attempts to get her and Cheryl together. She’s weakening, though.


    And last, but certainly not least, Neal and Diane. Neal was everybody’s best friend, a regular party animal. He had a joke for every occasion, the life of every party. He and my wife were lovers. Diane was by far the most attractive woman in our group. She was also the youngest at twenty four, the most educated, the most cultured, and the most stuck-up. She stands five two, has a full head of silky brown hair down to her ass, and has a figure that stops express trains (38-22-36). Rachel gives Diane Avon cosmetics to wear just for the free advertisement. Frankly, Diane could make a mud pack look good. She has perfect white teeth, huge brown eyes, and full lips. I’m a leg man, and I’ve never seen finer legs on any woman. Unfortunately, Diane doesn’t mess around, drink, or have any vices to exploit. She’s new to the group. Neal married her three years ago. We, at least the guys and Cheryl, were excited by her addition. We’ve been salivating ever since her arrival.


    Neal died in a car wreck three months ago. He was a great guy but a lousy driver and lousier gambler. He had no life insurance and owed a fortune in gambling debts. Diane had never worked a day in her life, had no family to turn to, and we were her only friends. When they came to foreclose on the house, we naturally took her in. What are friends for?


    During that first week, she was treated as a guest. As we got to know her better, and realized how dire her circumstances were, we began seeing her in a different light. She was helpless on her own and frightened of the outside world. All she wanted to do was read and tend the garden. Cheryl was the first to suggest that we make Diane work for her keep. This idea came after repeated rejects to her advances. I tried to put the make on her myself, but grounded out at first base. Cheryl was pissed. She wanted to make Diane a domestic servant. She said she could train the bitch. When she described the uniform she had in mind, I smiled and told her to go for it.


    At dinner that evening, Cheryl dropped the bomb on Diane. Diane sat meekly listening as Cheryl explained the necessity of either sending her away, or putting her to work. Diane’s submissive acceptance inspired Cheryl to sharpen her tone. She came across as a strict task master, warning and threatening Diane. Cheryl offered work in exchange for room and board and a small allowance.


    I was embarrassed, so was our son, Jason. Jason was seventeen and Diane’s presence in the house had him in tight pants most of the time. He revered Diane, treated her like a goddess. Hearing his mother treat her like a low-life domestic boggled his mind. Seeing Diane accept it, boggled mine. By the time Cheryl was through, tears started flowing down Diane’s cheeks. To add insult to injury, Cheryl told her that it was not proper for domestics to eat with the family. She told her to take her plate to the kitchen. Diane hung her head, picked up her dinner, and departed.


    When she was out of ear shot, I looked to Cheryl and started to speak. She shushed me with a raised hand, and said, “Don’t say anything, Red. I know what I’m doing.” She looked at Jason and added, “Do you like her, Jason?” He nodded. “Would you like to see what she looks like naked?” His eyes bugged out. He swallowed hard and nodded vigorously. “If I am successful, you’ll get more than that.”


    Jason turned to me and said, “Let Mom handle this, Dad. She knows what she’s doing.”


    The boy thinks with the head of his dick, but so did I at his age. I said, “Hey, she’s all yours, Cheryl. I’m staying out of this completely.”


    Cheryl began at once to train Diane. She started with the cleaning-up after dinner and dogged her until late in the evening. Diane could do no right. Cheryl brought her to tears several times. Cheryl reminded me of a drill sergeant at boot camp: loud, degrading, demeaning, and authoritative. What’s more, Diane reminded me of a young trainee: frightened, nervous, unsure, moldable.


    Jason and I cringed when Cheryl first slapped Diane across the face for not addressing her as ma’am. We left the room when Cheryl forced Diane’s nose into some gravy she’d spilled on the floor. After three days, Cheryl had Diane stepping and fetching. She had her calling her ma’am, calling me, sir, and calling Jason, master. Jason loved his title.


    On the fourth day, after breaking a cheap vase, Cheryl instituted spanking. She took Diane by the elbow and marched her into the garage. We heard the smacks and cries. Right after the spanking, Jason disappeared into his room for an hour. I later learned that Cheryl had administered the spanking on Diane’s naked ass after making her lift her skirt and bend at the waist. Cheryl dragged her panties to her ankles. She described Diane’s pouting sex lips and her extra large clit. She took the spanking well and juiced-up nicely. Cheryl reported that her training was progressing well. I had to agree.


    By week’s end, Cheryl was taking Diane to the garage hourly it seemed. Diane spent more time in the garage than out. Jason spent as much time in his room as Diane spent in the garage. For major infractions, like forgetting to call Jason, Master, Cheryl used a wide leather belt and made her strip naked. After a punishment session, she made Diane stand with her nose pressed into a corner for up to three hours, still naked. Jason and I found countless excuses to go to the garage after a whipping. God, what a body!


    Cheryl did not hit Diane hard, but she did redden her ass and thighs. Diane never laid out or even wore a swim suit. She had no tan line, and her skin, besides being blemish free, was the color of cream all over. The reddened area stood out in stark contrast. You could see where every blow landed for hours afterwards. Having us see her naked backside caused Diane no end of embarrassment. She clenched her legs tightly together and pressed bodily into the corner as though trying to merge with the wall.


    Cheryl was quite pleased with the progress she made with Diane. She had Diane attending her toilet: bathing her, painting her toes, doing her hair and make-up, even trimming her pubic bush. Cheryl shaves her cunt lips, or used to until Diane started doing it for her. In addition to these personal services, she calls on Diane to clean her after sex with Frank. She said she could make her do it with her tongue, but was saving that for a special occasion. I was in awe of Cheryl’s success.


    The others new nothing of Cheryl’s work. They only knew that Diane was helping out around the house. Whenever someone stopped by, Diane was busy. Cheryl planned a coming out party for Diane. On the Friday before the weekend get-together, Cheryl handed Diane her new uniform and ordered her to put it on. She instructed her to wear it without bra or panties. Diane took one look at the dress and cringed. She begged Cheryl not to make her wear it. Cheryl was adamant. Jason and I were introduced to the dress at dinner that evening. We almost fell out of our chairs.


    The dress was exceedingly short with an open bodice. The ruffled lace hem did not hide her lower moons, nor did it hide much in front. Were it not for the white apron, we could have easily seen her pussy. The tiny apron just barely hid her cleft, coming just below the juncture of her thighs. She wore wide-pattern fish net stockings and a pair of five-inch heels. The waist pinched in tight and flared to the bust line. The wired top cupped her breasts, presenting them more than covering them. The full upper globes quivered in the half cups. The tops of each nipple crested the rim. When Diane turned, we saw that the back was open to her ass, showing the top of her ass crack framed by the tails of the bow. Diane was beet red throughout dinner.


    After her first departure, I turned to Cheryl and said, “Outstanding! How did you get her to put that thing on?”


    “It was easy after I gave her a real whipping. If she bends over, you’ll see the welts.”


    “No Shit! What did you use on her?”


    “I cut a switch from the willow tree.”


    “Damn, and she took it?”


    “Yes, she took it. Honestly, Red, you amaze me sometimes. Do you really think she doesn’t want this? Christ, she almost had an orgasm while I was doing it.”


    Jason piped in, “Mom, are you serious? She liked it!”


    “Jason, sweetheart, you know nothing about women. If you learn nothing else, remember, never listen to what a woman says. Learn to read body language. A woman’s body can’t lie.”


    “I don’t get it.”


    “Well, I’m sure as hell not going to give lessons. Maybe your father can clue you in. He does know some things.”


    Diane returned with ice tea and looked flushed. She bashfully made the rounds, filling our glasses. Jason and I tried reading her body language. All we could read was, “Please! Stop staring at my body.” Cheryl must have read, “Please do something to make me show my pussy and naked ass.”


    Cheryl’s fork flipped from her hand and landed on the floor behind her. Diane eyed it nervously. Cheryl said, “Remember how I told you to pick things up. There’s a fresh switch in the garage if you forgot.”


    Diane’s face reddened. She moved to the fork, facing away from me and Jason. She took a deep breath then bent from the waist with her feet about eighteen inches apart. Her skirt rose up over her streaked moons and her pussy peeked out from between her tawny alabaster thighs. Her shiny pink clit hung out at the bottom of the slick coral crease and her full inner lips fanned out like an orchid. Her asshole could also be seen when she was at her lowest. She picked up the fork and slowly returned to an upright posture. She remained fully doubled over with her head past her knees much longer than was necessary - a five second count, I learned later. She then stood slowly, wiped the fork on her apron, and returned it to the side of Cheryl’s plate. Cheryl smiled and dismissed her. Her whole body had a red glow. When Diane left the room, Cheryl said, “If you two can’t read that body language, you’re both blind as bats.”


    It was an obscene display, totally out of character for Diane. Jason looked confused. I turned to him and said, “Son, that wasn’t just a vagina you saw, that was a very aroused vagina. She loved showing it to us, despite how she acted.”


    “How can you tell?”


    Cheryl said, “Hold on, Red. Before you start, I think I’d like to take my leave. I’ll go check on the help.”


    After she left, Jason smiled and said, “Mom doesn’t embarrass easily. This must be good.”


    “I don’t think it is embarrassment as much as discomfort. Anyway, did you notice how full and open her cunt was?”


    “Heck yeah!”


    “Did you see how her clit stood out, all pink and wet looking?”


    “Yeah, I noticed.”


    “Did you see how her inner labia lips were full open and wet?”


    “You mean the flabby part?”


    “Right, and besides, that pussy was drooling. Normally, you can’t see inside a pussy with the legs that close together unless it’s aroused. Pussies are like cocks, when aroused, they fill with blood, swell up, and open up. That pussy was ready for a fucking.”


    “Wow! Is Mom going to let you fuck her?”


    “When the time is right, she’ll probably let both of us fuck her. Just be patient.”


    “Do you really think it might happen?”


    “It sure looks that way.”


    Jason pushed back from the table and stood, saying, “I’ve had enough dinner. I’m going to my room.”


    I smiled and said, “Don’t wear it out, Son; you might need it soon.” He blushed and left.


    Cheryl returned right after he left. She smiled and said, “My poor baby. I heard what you told him. That was beautiful; I should have stayed. Hell, I should have told him myself. I don’t know why I get this way around him. I’d like to be totally free and open. I can’t even bring myself to walk around naked in front of him. Isn’t that silly?”


    “I’m sure he wishes you would. Go see him right now. You can break the ice.”


    “Yeah, right. I could give him a hand, I suppose.”


    “Hand, hell, the kid needs a fuckin’ blow job.”


    “Well, he’ll soon be getting that from the maid. By the way, she’s hotter than hell. I fingered her in there. Her pussy feels like membrane soup.” Cheryl held her wet hand up and said, “Want a whiff?”


    “Please, I’m eating dinner.”


    “Excuse me! Since when did you become a connoisseur?”


    “When I get a whiff of Diane’s pussy, I want to get it off my own fingers, thank you.”


    “Suit yourself, but it might be a few days.”


    “Not by the looks of things.”


    “Hey, if you want it, she’s in the kitchen. Just bend her over the counter and pork the slut.”


    “I’ll wait. I don’t want to scare her off at this point.”


    “Shit, Red, we couldn’t drive her off with a team of killer dogs. We’re stuck with the bitch.”


    “Poor us. What WILL we do?” Cheryl smiled.


    That evening, we were treated to a punishment session in the living room. Cheryl made Diane strip right in front of me and Jason. She then took a belt to her ass and thighs. Cheryl made her stand with her ass facing us and took her time. Diane’s juices were drooling down her inner thighs before Cheryl was through. Afterwards, she made Diane stand in the corner facing us until bedtime. Jason had to leave the room twice.


    Saturday afternoon, everyone gathered at the house for a pool-side barbecue. Diane kept out of sight until the critical moment. It was her job to bring out the ribs. Everyone knew that something was going on because Cheryl requested that they all leave their kids at home. Cheryl waited until everyone was settled on the deck, then rang a bell. When Diane stepped through the patio doors in that uniform, carrying the platter of raw meat, there was a sudden mass intake of air, absolute silence, then a pin dropped. Sue also dropped her drink.


    Diane never looked sexier. She had a full body blush as she stepped awkwardly towards the table, trying not to catch her spike heels in the decking cracks. The wind whipped at her thin apron, treating us to flashes of her pussy, freshly shaved bald. All eyes followed her progress as she twisted away from the wind. Tongues fell to the deck; flies flew in and out of open mouths. Diane set the tray beside the grill, turned to Cheryl and said, almost in tears, “Will there be anything else, Ma’am?”


    “No, just attend my guests and keep their drinks fresh.” Diane did a curtsey and departed. Cheryl smiled at our astonished guests.


    I wasn’t sure how our friends would take this. Diane was a friend, our beloved Neal’s widow. They’d grown accustomed to Cheryl’s bizarre behavior. The women accepted Cheryl as a mistress to their husbands. Her bisexuality was an amusement. Inez and Rachel had experienced Cheryl as unwilling lovers. Neither was bisexual. Inez had taken quite a ribbing while she was paying interest on the loan. Cheryl used to take her off from the group and return her with a wet face. The women all knew that if they got too drunk, they were likely to be assaulted by Cheryl. It was a running joke. They playfully called Cheryl a sexual predator. When Diane came into the group, we all knew she’d have to have her. Diane proved to be unreachable. She never let her hair down, never drank, never got crazy. She was always modestly dressed and always the proper lady. Seeing Diane play the subservient maid in that outfit told volumes. They all knew how vulnerable Diane was and how determined and crafty Cheryl could be.


    For the longest time, nobody spoke. Finally, Rachel stood and toasted Cheryl, saying, “Well, I suppose congratulations are in order. Maybe now I can tie one on without worrying about waking up with a woman’s thighs clamped over my ears.”


    Nervous laughter broke out, thawing the tension. Frank said, “How is she, Cheryl?”


    “As a maid, she sucks.” Everyone broke up laughing at what they thought was a double meaning.


    Inez said, “It just takes practice. Like they say, once you get past the smell, you’ve got it licked.” More laughter followed.


    Diane returned carrying a tray of fresh drinks. She seemed to be adjusting to the exposure. Though still flushed, she no longer bothered turning against the wind. She let the wind blow her apron up and tolerated the eyes feasting on her privates. At first, her old friends tried not to be obvious about their stares. Before long, they looked openly, unabashedly, even dipping heads to look between her legs. Even the women participated. Amazingly, no one treated her as an old friend, an equal. Cheryl never told them how to act, they just picked up on it. Comments about Diane’s body began to flow in her presence. They spoke about her as though she weren’t there. Cheryl enjoyed Diane’s humiliation. Diane kept her cool composure even when someone poked a head under her skirt. She almost lost it when Frank grabbed her ass and made her spill a drink on the bikini-clad Rachel. Rachel swiped scotch off her bare legs and cried, “Clumsy bitch!” Rachel had never been terribly fond of Diane.


    Diane turned fearful eyes on Cheryl and set the tray down. She apologized and began wiping Rachel’s legs with a hand towel, giving the rest of us a delightful display of her naked pussy. She seemed oblivious of the show she was putting on as she swabbed Rachel’s widely parted legs. Ed leaned in close to me and said, “I don’t fuckin’ believe this. You fuck her yet, Red?”


    I smiled. Frank leaned around Diane’s leg and looked right into Diane’s crotch from the rear and exclaimed, “Jesus H Christ, her cunt is bald as a baby’s butt. His hand went between her legs, instantly bringing Diane erect. She stiffened as Frank entered her. Cheryl shouted, “You take care of Rachel, bitch!” Slowly, trying to ignore Frank’s plunging fingers, Diane returned to wiping Rachel’s dry legs as Rachel hung her legs over the arm rests of her chair. Frank was lewdly finger-fucking Diane using his two middle fingers and whipping her crotch into a froth. Diane’s knees appeared ready to buckle as she dutifully accepted the abuse and attended Rachel’s inner thighs.


    During this lewd exhibition, Dave and Sue sat quietly on my left, Sue at my side. Sue was taking it all in. Her eyes rarely left Diane’s loins. Dave hadn’t said a word. He had long ago learned to leave his morality at the door. He knew that at some point during the party, I’d take his wife by the hand and lead her to my bedroom, usually at a time when everyone was looking and could see where we went. Afterwards, I’d return her looking fresh-fucked, her hair a mess, her lipstick smeared, and semen trailing down her legs. Sue enjoyed being put on display in this way, though she always protested mildly. With Sue, you can only get her to do what she wants to do anyway. She just needs to feel helpless and pressured.


    As she watched Frank abusing Diane, her face and neck grew splotches of red, a dead give away to her state of arousal. When Diane fell to her knees and succumbed to a powerful orgasm, Sue reached over and gripped my hand tightly, telegraphing her immediate need. When I didn’t respond, she tugged. When that didn’t work, she stood and pulled me to my feet, leading me into the house. She dragged me to the bedroom, shut the door, and attacked me. The woman was insatiable. She had me exposed, on my back, and mounted in record time. I took advantage of her aroused state to press once again on behalf of Cheryl. I said, “Sue, I’m getting tired of you putting off my wife. She wants you. Either you make yourself available to her, or I’m sending your pictures out to your parents and telling them who their grandchild’s father really is.”


    I’d made this idle threat so many times, it was quite powerless. This time, however, Sue said, “Is there no other way?”


    I said no, somewhat surprised. She hung her head in mock surrender and said, “I won’t resist. Is she going to treat me like Diane?”


    I hadn’t thought about that, but quickly said, “You can count on it, and Dave better learn to accept it.”


    She looked into my eyes while riding my cock and said, “Dave knows his place, Red. Our daughter is proof of that. If he pouts or complains, he knows he won’t get any for weeks.” She paused, then said, “When are you going to tell Cheryl?”


    “Right after we’re through.”


    “God, do you think she might put me and Diane together?”


    “How do you mean?”


    “You know, make us do things to each other, put on a show.”


    “You mean like make you lick Diane’s pussy in front of everyone.”


    “YES!”


    “In the nude?”


    “YES! Both of us.”


    “I think she will.”


    Sue moaned and bucked harder, riding my erection. After a few moments, she said, “Red, I’m pregnant again. It’s yours. I told Dave right before we came over.”


    “Did you tell him it was mine?”


    “Yes, but that wasn’t necessary. Since I’ve been off the pill, he’s been using a condom.”


    “No wonder he was so quiet.”


    “Red, are you going to make me carry this one full term also?”


    “What do you think?”


    She rode me harder, bucking furiously. She exploded in climax and slowed to a slow, gentle easy ride, moaning in ecstasy. She looked at me through glassy eyes, smiled, and said, “Everyone knows I’m your whore, Red. Tammy [her thirteen-year-old daughter], the neighbors, the church, even my parents know. Anyone that knows you and takes one look at Jenny knows. Going anywhere with her is like having a sign on my ass that says, ‘Red’s Whore.’”


    “Good, soon you’ll have two signs, won’t you?”


    “Yes! You bastard, you’ve ruined me. I’m not going to fight you anymore.”


    This declaration was more than I’d dreamed. For the past two years, I’ve been trying to set Jason up with Tammy. Sue has steadfastly refused. Tammy is not allowed to date and rarely visits us. She has blossomed into a gorgeous teen in the past year, a small version of her mother. Jason has had his eye on her ever since she developed tits. Sue knows damn well that to let Tammy go out with Jason was tantamount to handing over her cherry. Jason has a bad reputation. I’ve bailed him out of three statutory rape charges by paying off parents. I said, “In that case, tell Tammy she has a date with Jason tonight.”


    Sue stopped her motion to stare at me. She shook her head slowly, then said, “You won’t give up, will you?”


    “No, I won’t.”


    She thought for a moment. My dick grew inside her. She felt it stir and began moving once again. She bit her lower lip and then said, “All right, I’ll do it.”


    I reached to the bedside phone and handed her the handset, saying, “Call her.”


    She took it, paused, then dialed. She said, “Hello, Tammy. Sweetheart, I want you to do me a favor. I want you to go out with Jason tonight….no, on a date….yes, I’ve changed my mind. I think you’re old enough now….I don’t know where he’s taking you, just be ready by eight.”


    I cupped the mouthpiece and said, “Tell her to wear a sexy dress.”


    “Honey, you better wear a dress. He might take you to a nice restaurant….No, wear the yellow one….I know what I said about it, but you do look cute in it….No, I’m not setting any curfew. Jason’s a big boy; he knows when too late is. Okay, bye.” She hung up and said, “Are you happy now? I’m surprised you didn’t make me tell her to go without panties.”


    “I didn’t think of it, but panties are no problem for Jason.”


    Sue rode my now stiff erection, building up speed. She moaned, “God, I can’t believe I’m setting her up for this. Just last week I forbid her to wear that dress again. It’s at least two sizes too small. She must think I’ve lost my mind. Dave will be livid.”


    “What’s one more whore going to matter?”


    “That’s true. Besides, misery loves company.”


    She was bucking and bouncing again. I said, “You don’t look miserable to me.” She smiled. Jason smiled when I told him he had a date with Tammy and that he had no curfew.


    Sue had worn a modest two piece swimsuit covered by one of Dave’s shirts. When we finished fucking, I made her wear only the shirt. In addition, I only let her button the two bottom buttons. When she stood, semen poured down her legs. She looked at herself in the mirror, turned and looked at the rear view. She looked at me and smiled bashfully, saying, “This will definitely blow Dave’s mind, not to mention the rest of them. Are you sure you want me to go out there like this with Jason still home?”


    “Sure, why not. He’ll be fucking you one day. He may as well get a peek.”


    “My, but we are bold now, aren’t we? I see you took me at my word.”


    “Absolutely. Come on, you have a show to do.”


    I led Sue to the patio doors and eased her through. She got a sudden case of nerves at the last moment. Diane passed her on the way in and looked down. Someone had pulled Diane’s top below her tits and removed her apron. The stiff top pushed up on the underside of her big mounds distorting them grossly. I gave her left tit a squeeze as she passed me.


    All eyes focused on Sue as we stepped onto the patio. Sue blushed and headed for her chair. Dave looked away in disgust. Everybody else smiled. I gave Frank and Ed a high five. I took Cheryl aside at the first opportunity and filled her in on the latest developments. She was delighted to say the least. She told me that Ed yanked Diane’s top down and fingered her to another climax. I noticed that his hand had been a little sticky.


    I went to tell Jason the good news as Cheryl returned to the party. When I returned to the patio, Cheryl had Sue’s shirt wide open and was inviting everyone to feel the baby kick. Of course, no one could feel the baby kick. It was only two months along. They did, however, feel Sue. She took the groping of her crotch stoically. Only Dave and Inez abstained. I went over and patted Dave’s shoulder, saying, “Well, it looks like you’re going to be a daddy for a third time.”


    He looked up and said, “No, you are.”


    “Now, now, Dave. Let’s not split hairs. What comes out of your wife is yours, old buddy.”


    “That’s awfully generous considering how much you’ve put in my wife.”


    Sue shot her husband a disapproving look as Ed fingered her cunt. She said sternly, “Dave, I warned you about that attitude. What goes into my body is none of your fucking business. Now, you apologize to Red this instant.”


    Dave looked at the fingers plowing his wife’s furrow. Sue widened her legs and drew the shirt flaps off her breasts, leaning back. He looked to me and said, “I’m sorry, Red.”


    Sue smiled, then added, “Dave, Jason is taking Tammy out tonight. I want you to give him some money. This is her first date. I want it to be special. Tell him she doesn’t need to be home at any special time and give him a condom.”


    Dave looked at his wife with incredulous eyes. She stared hard right back. For a second, it looked like Dave was growing a spine, but he stood and checked his wallet. He went into the house, headed for Jason’s room. I found out later that he gave Jason fifty bucks and a condom.


    While Dave was seeing Jason, Diane returned. Cheryl stripped her and ordered her to kneel before Sue. Sue had her legs draped over her chair arm rests. The rest of us gathered around as Cheryl ordered Diane to lick Sue’s pussy. Diane slowly dipped her head between Sue’s legs and licked. Sue grabbed her head and pulled her in tight. Frank knelt behind Diane and entered her pussy. After Frank came, we had the two girls get into a sixty nine with Sue on top. Ed mounted Sue. After Ed came, they flipped over and I fucked Diane in the ass. Inez dropped to her knees before Cheryl and ate her pussy. Rachel fingered Inez and herself at the same time. Dave walked in on this scene. Jason caught the tail end of the act as he headed out the door on his way to pick up Tammy. They got home at two in the morning. Sue and Dave had just left. Inez and Ed were leaving. Frank had passed out. Rachel, Diane, and Cheryl were using the master bedroom.


    I sat on the sofa, recovering as Jason led Tammy inside. Tammy’s yellow dress was torn to shreds. Her right breast hung out and the skirt was ripped up the front to her navel. She had no bra, panties, or shoes. Cum matted her hair. Jason tugged her along and stood her before me proudly. I surveyed her young body and smiled. Jason parted the skirt halves to show me her cum leaking pussy. I gave him a thumb’s up. He smiled and took Tammy to his bedroom.


    That was a banner day at our house. Diane is now a well-trained whore, as are Sue and Tammy. Diane wears only the apron, now. She sleeps at the foot of Jason’s bed. Tammy is a feature performer at our parties. Everybody fucks her, and all the women use her. She’s pregnant now, two months behind her mother. Lord only knows who the father is. It might even be Dave. I just hope it isn’t a red head.


From: an101532@anon.penet.fi (Phil Phantom) Reply-To: an101532@anon.penet.fi Newsgroups: alt.sex.stories Subject: New Story: “A Picture Worth 10,000 Words” Date: Wed, 29 Nov 1995 06:07:48 UTC Organization: Anonymous forwarding service Message-ID: <061316Z29111995@anon.penet.fi>


WARNING! The following story is an uncensored sexual fantasy involving practices that are illegal, immoral, socially unacceptable, and messy. Only mature adults with a firm grasp on reality should venture further. This story promotes nothing, and nothing in this story should be taken seriously. Readers are cautioned not to attempt any of these acts without professional guidance and a net. If you are underage, stand, move away from the console, and unplug the computer. Reading stories like this can make you go blind. If you are a servant of the Lord, looking for sinners to convert, study this story and memorize it. This will help you recognize sinners when you see them. Good luck, and avoid mirrors! Phil Phantom 







“A Picture Worth Ten-Thousand Words” (Part one of two) By Tiffany


Brenda had an obscene view of her father’s tight ass, large balls, and long cock as he sawed his cock lazily in four-inch stokes within the tight-lipped sheath of her thirteen-year-old daughter’s vagina. Carly’s thin white legs, bent sharply at the knees and splayed out to the sides, gave Brenda a view of her daughter she never thought she’d see, as well.


Brenda’s first impulse was to rush forward and drag her father off Carly. She could not understand what stopped her, or why she stayed rooted to the spot at the doorway, hiding, though neither could see her even if she were fully inside the room. Perhaps going four months without sex explained her inaction. Perhaps the sight of the largest, most masculine cock she’d ever seen fucking the cutest, most adorable pussy she’d ever seen, short circuited her motherly instincts. Only a flea riding on Tom’s balls would have a better view.


The vision was so shocking, yet so erotic, that a primitive part of her brain seemed in control. Her eyes had a direct line to her clit as she followed the obscene in and out motion.


Carly’s pleas of, “Please, Grandpa, don’t cum in me again,” and “Please don’t get me pregnant,” had no effect on Brenda. If anything those plaintive pleas helped lubricate her panties. Carly added, “Grandpa, I’ll suck you. I’ve been good. I don’t wear panties anymore like you want. I let Mom see my pussy. I touched her thigh high up on the inside, very close to her pussy. I’ll touch her pussy next time, I swear. Please, don’t cum in me.”


Brenda’s hand went up her dress, slid under the waist band of her panties, her middle finger sliding into the wet grove of her sex, as her father said, “You should have done as you were told. You should have thought of the consequences last night. Now it’s too late.”


He drove his cock in fully and doubled the length of his stroke. Carly stiffened and cried, “Please, Tom, I can’t get pregnant. Give me another chance. I’ll finger fuck her till she knocks me away.”


Brenda finger fucked her pussy vigorously watching her father going for his climax. He pinned Carly’s legs back by pushing against the underside of each thigh, pounding his cock in her cunt as Carly cried and flailed her head. Brenda found herself trying to send him a silent message not to pull out, silently saying, “Don’t listen to her, Daddy. Don’t pull out. Teach her a lesson. Flood her womb with sperm. She must know she’s ovulating; I taught her how to tell.”


She then heard, “Tom, don’t, I’m ovulating. If you cum in me this time, I will get pregnant. I can’t go through that again.”


Brenda said inside her head, “Again?” She then smiled and frigged herself harder mentally saying, “Go for it, Daddy. Knock her up again. Don’t pull out.”


Carly’s small hands appeared at her small white ass cheeks. They gripped handfuls of ass flesh and pulled as she begged, “Grandpa, fuck my ass. Please, fuck my asshole. Put your cock in my ass and fuck me hard, as hard as you want. Come in my ass, I’m begging you.”


Brenda saw Carly’s pink, wrinkled ring blossom and distort with the tremendous pressures being exerted from the pummeling cock. The thick mass moved inside the girl’s small body, plowing everything out of its way, then tried to suck everything out as the cudgel retreated. Carly’s asshole puckered out on the in-stroke, and sucked in on the out-stroke. To Brenda, a sudden withdrawal of that monster cock would suck the kids guts out with it; still, Brenda kept silently cheering Tom on.


As delightful as watching him fucking her ass would be, Brenda wanted to see sperm leaking from her daughter’s fertile pussy. Carly’s hands relaxed and dropped just as his buttocks squeezed tense. He pumped sperm into her limp anguished little girl. Brenda leaned against the door frame, humped her fingers, bit her bottom lip, and came with her father.


White frothy fluid bubbled and seeped from the tight seal of cock and cunt. Her father, having deeply deposited his load, paused with the head lodged just inside Carly’s pussy. His thickly-veined shaft glistened. The creamy mass gathered at the base of Carly’s pussy and began to flow over her anus and down her ass crack. He slowly sank his cock in to the balls, plugging her as he wilted, lying fully on her small body, making her strain to breathe before he rolled them both to put Carly on top.


Brenda sank slowly behind the door frame and listened. She heard her father say, “I don’t think the threat of getting you pregnant is motivation enough for you, Carly. I’m beginning to think you want to get pregnant. I’d better see you advancing toward my goal, or I’m going to start letting out some of your pictures.”


“Oh, no, Grandpa! No, god, I beg you. I’ll do it, I swear. I’m sure she’s interested. I can do this. I know I can. I just need more time.”


“Your time is running out, Carly. If I don’t get my pictures of you and your mother sucking each other’s cunts, you’re going to pay and pay dearly. As long as I have those doggie shots, you’ll take whatever I dish out, and you know I can dish it out. I think your father might like a sample of your portfolio to keep him warm on those cold Turkish nights.”


“Grandpa, you wouldn’t! You couldn’t. I’ll kill myself if you do that. I swear, I will. If I do, I’ll write the longest suicide letter anyone ever saw. I’ll tell them all the things you made me do for your stupid porno collection.”


Brenda heard a hard slap and a pained squeal, then, “Bitch! Don’t you ever threaten me. You’ve been threatening that suicide shit for three years, ever since I made you suck off your dog. Well, you’re still here, still sucking your dog’s cock. He’s fucked you more than I have. You aren’t going anywhere, and we both know it. You’re going to do as I say, when I say, and how I say, until I get all the pictures I want.”


Brenda’s brain sizzled under a steady flame of arousing images as Carly slowly stopped sobbing. Tom’s voice became softer as he said, “You’re almost there, kid. Don’t fuck up now. All we have left is the mother/daughter series, and the mother/daughter/dog series. After all the cocks you’ve fucked and cunts you’ve sucked, after all the vulgar and disgusting shit you’ve done, I’d think these last two would be a cinch for you.”


“Grandpa, she’s my own mother. You know pussy makes me gag, especially big hairy grownup pussy. Even that little girl’s pussy made me want to retch.”


“Carly, you know damn well your mother’s pussy isn’t big and hairy. Ten to one she shaves or keeps it trim, and you know she keeps it clean like everything else on her.”


“I know. I’m sure I’ll like her pussy. It’s just…she’s my mother.”


“Carly, she’s a woman. I told you, just look at her as another female. She’s a hot, sexy little fox that loves attention being paid to her body, and she’ll let anyone worship her vaginal shrine. I could fuck her myself, if I’d lick my way up her legs and kiss her fucking ass.”


Brenda removed her panties and leaned back resting her shoulders against the wall with her feet widely planted and her skirt pulled up around her waist, listening intently as Carly said, “She’s not like that at all. She’ll let you fuck her, but she won’t respond to crude come-ons. You can’t just throw her down and fuck her like you do me. You have to make love to her, softly and gently. She’s like a rare flower, and she likes to be treated that way.”


Brenda softly said, “Yes, Carly, keep talking to him.”


Tom said, “You’re probably right, but I can’t keep a hardon making love. I want to fuck her, knock her down, pin her ankles behind her ears, and fuck her brains out.”


Brenda quietly said, “Oh, god yes, Daddy! Shut up, Carly.”


Brenda reached down with both hands and framed her aroused sex as she imagined Carly kneeling before her with those big blue eyes peering up over her mound. Brenda moved her cunt forward and pictured her labia lips flowing over Carly’s upturned nose as she gently rubbed her pussy on her daughter’s nose from the tip to the bridge. She could feel Carly’s soft pink tongue reaching for her hole whenever she brought it within reach. She held that image and heard Carly say, “I can get her into bed. I can eat her pussy, and get her to eat mine. That part will be easy. I just need a little more time to work on her. She liked my shaved pussy. I could see that in her eyes, but she’ll freak when I bring the dog in. I know she will.”


Brenda began humping and grinding her cunt in the imaginary face, fighting hard not to cry out. Brenda had a new image: Carly on her hands and knees licking her cunt with Skipper, their big black lab, clutching Carly’s slender waist while hunching his back and humping his long cock into her daughter’s pussy. Brenda strained to hear more.


“Not if you do it just like I told you. Carly, we’ve been a good team. I’ve never given you bad direction. You’re falling apart on me. I haven’t come this far to see everything fall apart at the end. I don’t want to be mean to you, and I don’t want to ruin your life, but god damnit, I will if you make me.”


“All right, Tom. I’ll do the dog thing any way you want it done. It won’t work, but that won’t be my fault. Let me get Mom my way. I now know chicks, and I know my mom. I know both better than you. And stop coming in my pussy. I’m tired of the fucking abortions.”


“I am too. This next one, you’ll carry to term.”


“Oh God!”


“My capstone picture will be you being mounted by Skipper in your ninth month.”


“You said these were the last two series.”


“They are. This will just be one picture worth a thousand words.”


Brenda strained against the wall and bit her lip to silence her orgasm. After a powerful climax tore through every cell in her body, Brenda melted, sliding slowly down the wall to sit, bare-assed on carpet with her knees splayed, staring at the opposite wall and the family portrait thereon, another thousand word picture with her husband centered and Carly before him. Annual family portraits lined the hallway, and Brenda stared at the latest edition. She and the other four kids formed the fringes and background. They even had the family dog in the damn thing.


Brenda could not help but smile when she pictured her husband, Frank, setting up the next family portrait eight months hence, after his return from Turkey. Perhaps she and Carly would change places. Carly’s big belly would not be seen standing behind the boys.


Brenda shook her head to clear the image. She heard movement in the master bedroom. Quietly, Brenda turned to get on her knees. She grabbed the panties and crawled to the end of the hall before standing and slipping out of the house.


She saw no reason to return to the office with the computers down for the afternoon, but she had two hours to kill before she could return home at her usual time. She could have simply waited outside for a few minutes before making a loud entrance, but Brenda wanted to give her father every minute alone with Carly she could. She had resisted the idea of taking Carly out of school to sit with her sick father, but he feared having another stroke with no one at home to call for help. Brenda was now sure he never had the first stroke, and Carly was a virtual sex slave to him from eight to four, five days a week.


Brenda realized just how accommodating she’d been. She gave up the master bedroom so he’d have room for his photographic equipment, his hobby. She broke her husband’s firm direction not to allow the dog in the house. Her father showed her a magazine article that praised the healing effect pets have on the chronically ill. Skippy became a house pet and they had to live with his embarrassing erections, crotch sniffing, and leg humping. Skippy was relentless in his pursuit of Carly. He would actually jump on her, tackling her. Brenda and the boys had to jump to Carly’s aid. Brenda wouldn’t even smack Skippy because her father found this upsetting. She had to smile at her gullibility and his cleverness.


Now that Carly couldn’t wear panties under her short skirts, the inevitable coupling would surely take place. That was Brenda’s first thought when she saw the flash of naked pussy. The flash was intentional, and several more followed over the course of the evening. Brenda interpreted the display as a bold gamble on Carly’s part that essentially said, “Mom, you better get that dog back outside where he belongs, or there’s going to be trouble.”


Everyone knew that Carly was dead set against letting Skippy indoors. The dog was hers, and she should have had the say. She cornered each family member lobbying her cause, but Brenda made the decision. Brenda understood Carly’s anxiety. Skippy made her life indoors a constant battle to preserve her dignity and modesty. Her four brothers were no help. They’d jump in to assist their mother, but Brenda knew they never would if she weren’t around.


A wicked thought struck Brenda, a thought that sent her finger diving to her cunt. She frigged herself on the highway. Surely there had to be a brother/sister series, a brothers/sister gang bang series that included the dog.


Brenda pounded her pussy at the nasty barrage of images flooding her aroused brain. Her sons’ virile naked cocks raping their kid sister, holding her for the dog to mount, posing her for Grandpa’s cameras. Brenda ignored the eighteen wheeler that would not let her move ahead or fall back. She stopped trying and kept frigging, thinking about the previous weekend she left them all alone while attending a seminar. Yes, that was the weekend they did the series. She was now certain. She had felt the dirty secret they all shared. She noticed the change in Carly most of all. She did not fight Skippy after that weekend, and her modesty seemed a moot point to her.


She saw the change in her boys as well. They did not get excited or move to rescue Carly from Skippy’s assaults. Their eyes did not bug out at Carly’s shameless exhibition as she would have expected. They looked, but with the look of familiarity. Brenda knew something big happened in her absence, but she never dreamed anything this big. She climaxed over the images in the brothers/sister/dog series.


Brenda slipped off the freeway and lost the trucker in traffic. She stopped at a shopping mall and wandered the cool mall aimlessly, thinking unthinkable thoughts. There had to be a mother/sons series. There just had to be. What pornographic collection could be complete without one, or a father/daughter series. He’d need that as well, and Frank was out of the question. Why weren’t they mentioned?


And then it hit her. Carly wouldn’t be needed for either. If her father managed to get a photo of his own daughter having sex with a dog, he’d get his father/daughter series. Brenda looked for a place to masturbate, a rest room, or store with dressing rooms. Her eyes found the Pampered Lady Boutique with the front window filled with sexy lingerie where young boys gathered to gaze upon near-naked manikins or pressed their pimples to the window glass to try and spot customers inside.


Brenda made a direct line for the door and smiled at the grinning boys as she sashayed by with a sexy swing to her hips. Brenda expected a young sexy model in skimpy attire chewing bubble gum to step forward. Instead, a tall, distinguished older man with a pencil-thin mustache emerged from a rack of teddies. He said, “Good afternoon, Madam. I’ll just run those boys off, then I’ll be right with you.”


He started angrily for the door, but Brenda impulsively caught his elbow. He turned with a question in his eyes. She said, “Don’t run them off on my account.”


He immediately relaxed his facial features as a wry smile formed. He said, almost smiling, “As you wish. Now, how may I help you?”


Brenda boldly said, “I’ve heard there’s such a thing as crotchless panties. Do you sell them here?”


“We sell quite a few, but rarely to a lady as lovely as you.”


Brenda coyly blushed and smiled. She said, “I’d like to try some on.”


“We have a strict policy that panties can’t be tried on without being purchased..for sanitary reasons. In your case, I’ll make an exception. I think any woman would be honored to wear panties you had next to your intimate flesh, but found unacceptable.”


Brenda’s smiling eyes tried to convey her thought: “I’m yours, you silver-tongued devil. Lead on.” What she said was, “I will place myself in your capable hands. I want you to pick three pair that you think will best compliment my intimate flesh.”


“In that case, I suggest you try them all and permit me to examine the fit.”


Brenda smiled and said, “I trust you’ll be thorough.”


He led her to the rear of the store after grabbing every pair of crotchless panties, three dozen in all. The store was not empty. A few customers browsed the racks with a sexy middle-aged women in skimpy attire following. The woman gave him a look that said, “Nice score.”


The bank of three red velvet-padded and mirrored dressing rooms lined the back side wall. They were bright booths with louvered salon doors that blocked the view from knees to chin on most women, unless someone stood close and could peer over the top. He stood close, resting one elbow on the hinge and said, “I think it best that you remove everything except your heels.”


Brenda said, “Of course.” She then began a slow sexy strip, while facing the man. When she stood naked in her heels, she smiled to return his smile.


He said, “If you would like to walk around the store, you may, but the mall policy requires something be worn top and bottom if customers can see you. A small half-cup strapless bra would serve that purpose. It won’t hide your breasts, the bra simply presents them, nipples and all.”


“I would like to see how the panties feel walking about. If I must present my breasts, nipples and all, to satisfy the mall, I suppose I must.”


“I understand, but I suggest you stay in the back half. We wouldn’t want a larger crowd than we already have.”


“I’ll try to be discrete.”


“Please, don’t be discrete. If I could, I’d place you in my window as a stiletto heel model wearing only a smile, and the heels, of course.”


“You flatter me. I would gladly pose for free, but you would have to tie my hands behind my back to keep me from making a shameless exhibition.”


He watched her hands converge on her crotch and her fingers slip inside the wet puffy folds of her sex. He smiled while staring and said, “Yes, I can see. Binding you wouldn’t work anyway. Those stiletto heels come from Hong Kong. They’ll dissolve in liquid. I’d have to plug you as well.”


“I like being plugged.”


“I’m sure you do. I’ll bind your arms if that would please you.”


“That would please me immensely if you are not the gentleman you appear to be.”


“I am not, I assure you. You stay right here and keep playing with your cunt while you still can. We’re closing the store for an hour. You should have ten minutes alone with your hot pussy, but no more.”


Brenda leaned back against the wall, and threw her right foot up to brace against the door frame by his elbow. She peeled back her cunt lips to show him the leak that needed his plug, then entered her wet hole with two fingers of her left hand, fucking herself slow and sexy while keeping her lips open and rubbing her clit with the fingers of her right hand. She said, “Take your time. I’m in no hurry.”


He was in a hurry and tore himself away. Less than one minute later, the woman’s face appeared looking over the door, looking down at wet busy fingers, then up to say, “You adorable little slut. Don’t you dare stop, and don’t even think of going anywhere.”


Brenda said, “The thought never entered my mind. If you’re staying, he couldn’t chase me away with a stick.”


The woman’s face lit up. She pushed through the swinging doors and cried, “Oh, you fucking little bitch!” Then threw herself on her knees and buried her face in Brenda’s neglected beaver.


Brenda was surprised by the woman’s impulsive assault, but pleasantly so. She ground her cunt on the madly sucking mouth and flailing tongue, mindless of the two female customers looking in through the still open doors. The man was with them and turned to see what startled them. His face went red with anger. When they stormed off, he came running and grabbed the woman by her hair, yanking her to her feet, yelling, “You stupid cunt. What the fuck is wrong with you? Couldn’t you wait two god damn minutes.”


Brenda brought her leg down and suddenly felt terribly naked. The distraught man addressed Brenda, saying, “They may be getting mall security. You’d better get dressed and leave.” He handed her a pair of panties, choosing one at random, saying, “Here, take these. Come back in three days if you still want to play. We have to let this blow over.”
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Brenda put the panties on and hurriedly dressed. She almost ran from the store, and did run through Ellington’s department store to lose the boys. She was still panting when she got to her car, but seconds later, while safely seated behind the wheel, she burst out in nervous laughter. When she calmed, she drew up her skirt and looked at the strange feeling panties she had on.


They outlined her sex beautifully, allowing everything to be exposed. Only leg bands caressed her thighs. The panties looked obscene, and she loved the look and feel. She toyed with her pussy and stuffed three fingers inside. A firm metallic taping on her window glass made her shriek and throw her skirt down. She looked up into the eyes of a police officer, not a mall rent-a-cop, but a real city officer who ordered the window down.


With a face as red as a fire engine, and with her heart in her throat, Brenda pressed the electric window switch and tried to get her voice on its way down. He said, “Ma’am, you were seen running from the Ellington jewelry counter. They believe something is missing, and I saw you put something inside yourself. We have probable cause to make an arrest as it is. If you’ll hand it over, Ellington management will decide what to do. I’m sure you can work something out with them if you cooperate.”


“Officer, I swear, I took nothing. I was running from boys who were following me.”


“I know what I saw, ma’am. I’ll ask you one more time. Hand it over.”


“Officer, I was not putting anything inside. I was…I.”


“Step out of the car, Ma’am. I’m placing you under arrest.”


“He opened the door and pulled her to her feet. He turned her and pressed her to the car while pulling back one hand. She felt the cold metal of his cuffs snap on her delicate wrist as he read her Miranda rights. A large crowd gathered to watch the attractive woman stammering, “I…I was…I didn’t.”


He left her standing in the crowd with her hands cuffed behind her back while he searched the vehicle. The tightly-packed crowd caused the stiff wind to swirl in eddies lifting her skirt, front, sides, and in back, sometimes all at once with her being powerless to do anything about it. The crowd’s laughing snickers made the cop look back over his shoulder. He saw her plight, but ignored her distress, returning to his task. Brenda stood stoically, staring off in space on the verge of tears, feeling faint and nauseous. After a few minutes, she blocked out the crowd and let them gawk at her new panties.


Brenda returned home two hours late. She threw down her purse and collapsed in the first chair she came to. She sprawled with her knees out wide, low in the seat with her ass at the forward edge of the cushion. Her thin skirt draped her legs and crotch with the hem above mid-thigh. The family gathered around after seeing her expression and her provocative position. Brenda felt the old stirrings as she looked from face to face, watching their eyes devour the naked flesh of her thighs and burning a hole where her pubic mound made a bump in her crotch.


Exciting, vulgar images flashed through her mind. Her father looked genuinely concerned and knelt by her side. He stroked hair from her face and said, “Sweetheart, what happened? You had us all worried. What happened to you?”


Her boys gathered in front, and Carly knelt at her other side, also looking with genuine concern. Carly smacked Skipper hard on the muzzle when he nosed her ass. Skipper backed away and sat. Brenda did not plan to tell her family about the crotchless panties, but she suddenly had the desire to let them know she was naked beneath her skirt, at least her pussy was naked. She took a deep breath, then said, “I did a very stupid and impulsive thing and endured three of the most humiliating hours of my life. I’m ashamed to even tell you.”


Instantly, every eye brightened with interest. Her father said, “Now, Brenda, we’re family, here. You can tell us anything; you know that. No one here would ever put you down, no matter what you did. Would you boys?” They all made earnest pledges. “Would you, Carly?” Carly swore she’d never ever think badly of her. Tom said, “Honey, you know I think you walk on water. You know I’m here for you.”


Brenda stalled, then said, “Oh, all right. If you must know, they closed the office two hours early because of a computer shut down. I decided to browse the downtown mall before coming home. I went into that lingerie shop and…oh, I can’t tell you. You’ll think I’m filthy.”


Tom pushed with renewed interest, “Brenda, please! What did you do?”


“I bought a pair of crotchless panties, that’s what.”


This shocking revelation had all eyes riveted to her crotch. Their stares were so obvious that she had to comment and said, “Yes, I am wearing them right now, if you must know. You can stare at my crotch all you want, but I’m not showing them to you, at least, not while I’m wearing them, especially not with my legs wide apart with my vagina as messy as it is. Frankly, I don’t have the energy to close them, and keeping them wide open relieves some of the discomfort.”


Tom said, “Sweetheart, you’re fine like you are, and you should not feel bashful with family.”


She said, “I don’t think I have a bashful bone left in my body after what happened to me today.”


Six voices in unison said, “WHAT HAPPENED?”


Brenda began her story with a lie, saying that she tried the panties on wearing nothing but her high heels and was coaxed out to walk in the store. She said she went with the pressure because she thought doing so would be daring and exciting, but got too close to the window where a group of boys saw her. She hurriedly made the purchase, got dressed, and left. The boys followed her with sinister intent written on their faces.


She had her sons on the edges of their seats. She had Tom stroking her right thigh and Carly stroking her left. From there on, she told the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. She held nothing back as she described her ordeal, and went in detail about her strip search, along with details of her rectal and vaginal exams by three lesbian cops who found nothing though their search lasted an hour. She had to service each lesbian with her mouth to stop the search.


While her body was searched, her car was stripped, and vice versa. Four cops returned her to Ellington management to plead her case and stop a similar search of her house. At Ellington’s, she was stripped, fondled, and fucked by four cops and three managers in order to get them to drop the charges.


Tom and Carly had her dress worked up past her naked mound. She ended her story by saying, “Now you see why I’m not stopping you from pushing up my dress. You could push the fucking thing to my arm pits; I could care less. You could strip me naked, just don’t expect me to move from this chair for next hour.”


Carly and Tom exchanged looks, then Carly reached for the hem, saying, “In that case, I think we would all like a better look at these panties.” She lifted and laid back the skirt, baring Brenda from her navel down, save for the most provocative panties they’d ever seen, and the yawning, neatly-trimmed, naked-lipped, drooling-wet, spermy pussy they’d ever seen.


Brenda drew a deep breath as Carly traced the edges of the panty opening with her finger, saying, “Mom, they’re gorgeous. And you have a vagina made for crotchless panties. Its beautiful, Mom, absolutely beautiful and so sexy with the lips shaved. Your beauty even shows through all the mess.”


Brenda reached down with her right hand and began toying with her pussy, moving the pulpy parts and framing her engorged clit with slick fingers. She said, “That’s sweet of you to say, Carly. Hell, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were trying to get in my panties. I guess you are in my panties, come to think of it. By the way, I don’t shave. I had all of the hair between my legs removed by electrolysis. Even some on top.”


Carly’s finger joined her mother’s fingers and felt the smooth labia for herself. Brenda used her fingers to split her pussy open, denying Carly access to her labia, but exposing her hole, a bold hint.


Carly took the hint and slipped her fuck finger inside the hole, then true to her word, she finger fucked her mother, waiting to be pushed aside. When not so much as a verbal rebuff came, Carly felt ridiculous finger fucking her mother with her nasty finger, especially when Brenda used both hands to pry her cunt lips wide open for her. Carly slowed to a slow internal stroking and occasionally ran her finger over the pink meat outside, teasing the clit before returning to deeply massage the walls of her mother’s vagina.


Brenda watched along with everyone else, then looked up to Tom and said, “You surprise me, Daddy. I thought this would send you dashing for a camera. Surely an intimate moment of discovery between a mother and her daughter is worthy of preserving on film.”


“Hold that thought. Hold that pose. Don’t anybody move.” Tom dashed to the master bedroom.


Brenda addressed Carly, saying, “I think we can do better. Carly, stand up and take off your clothes, every stitch.”


Carly sat back in stunned disbelief. “What? Everything?”


“Yes, everything. Hurry!”


“Sure, Mom, but somebody better hold Skipper.”


Brenda said, “Brad, hold Skipper.” Brad grabbed the dog. Carly began stripping. Brenda sat up and pulled her own dress off. She unhooked her bra and tossed it off. She then sat back and watched as Carly took off her last item, her training bra. She wore no panties. Brenda said, “Now get down on your hands and knees in front of my chair.”


Carly’s eyes went wide, but she did as directed. Brenda said, “Now move in close. Touch your nose to my clit.”


Carly said, “Mother?”


“Do as I say, Carly. Yes, now you remain perfectly still.” Brenda continued to toy with her cunt, spreading her wetness under Carly’s nose and mouth. She said, “Now, Carly, move your knees out wide and bow your back. Thrust out your loins like a bitch in heat.”


They all heard Carly cry, “Mother! What are you up to?” Brenda ignored Carly and soon felt a tongue licking at her fingers. Without acknowledging these licks, or looking down, Brenda addressed her son, saying, “Brad get right behind her but keep Skippy at bay, just enough so that he can sniff and lick your sister’s hot little pussy.”


“Far out, Mom. Are you going to let him fuck her?”


“Yes, I’m going to let him fuck her, but not until I say.” Carly’s wide eyes peered up over her mother’s mound, looking to confirm what she thought her ears heard. Brenda would not make eye contact, so Carly dropped her eyes to the shiny clit at the tip of her nose. To show she wasn’t distressed by what she thought she heard, Carly gave the slit before her lips a series of nice long licks.


Tom emerged, saw them in that provocative pose, dropped his tripod and said, “Holy sweet Jesus!”


Brenda said, “I take it you like this pose better.”


“You’re god damn right I do. Hold what you got. Let me get set up. Jerry, Steve, go get the light stands and reflectors. Bobby, get two more rolls of film off my dresser—fuck it, bring all the film.”


Tom fumbled with the tripod, collapsing it twice. Brenda laughed and said, “Slow down, Daddy. We’re not going anywhere. Skippy’s the only one in a hurry, but he’ll have plenty of opportunities to vent his lust on her from now on. She will not wear clothes in this house from now until her father returns. I’m tired of seeing her torment that poor animal and teasing you and the boys. Seeing her going without panties was the last straw. If you want her, I’ll move her into your room. If you want, I’ll move in too.”


“I want you both. I’ll teach her to tease us like she did.”


“I hope you do, and if she gets herself knocked up, she’ll stay knocked up. I’ll let her meet her daddy barefoot and pregnant. Maybe he’ll beat some decency into his little slut. I’m going to do my part. From now on, I’m going to treat her like a little cunt-sucking, dog-fucking whore.”


This brought Carly’s tongue licking up the groove of Brenda’s sex. Brenda clamped Carly’s head in her thighs and said, “I said hold still. When I want my cunt licked, you’ll be the first to know. You’ll get ample opportunity to lick my pussy, I assure you. Before long, you’re going to think we are Siamese twins attached mouth to cunt—your mouth to my cunt. Your face will be between my legs when I fall asleep, and it had better still be there when I wake up in the morning.”


They set up a photo studio around Brenda’s crotch. All lights, reflectors, and cameras were aimed at the provocative site. Tom had his best camera mounted on the tripod close to the chair, but had two more cameras around his neck. He zoomed in and out, tested light and shadow, then said, “I’m ready when you are, Brenda.”


Brenda said, “Skippy is more than ready, but hold him till I give the word. Carly, ready or not, you just hold still. Here goes, people.”


With that, Brenda planted her feet wide and pressed her pussy forward to make her cunt lips flow over Carly’s nose. The camera clicked away as she slowly brought her pussy up and down, leaving a slime coating that shone in the bright lights. She wiped her wet cunt all over Carly’s face until her daughter’s entire face shone wet and glistening. “Brenda said, “Brad, is Skippy’s cock hard? Is he licking her twat?”


“Yeah, He wants on her bad, Mom. Can I let him go, now?”


“No, not yet. I’ll tell you when. Right now, I want her to concentrate on cunt lapping.”


Carly’s tongue was not idle. She licked at the moving spread or let her tongue stick fully out so her mother could drag her pussy over her soft tongue or slide her cunt hole on and off the pink meat slab made stiff like a small cock. Brenda posed for a closeup with her pelvis tilted up, pulling her lips wide to expose her arching clit and her pussy hole stuffed with her daughter’s tongue. Brenda said, “I wish her father could see his little angel, now, She doesn’t look so angelic with her tongue licking my ovaries and the sperm of my lovers on her lips.”


Carly was into the posing and gave several without prompting. She smeared the sperm all over her face by rubbing her face in the spermy gash. She held still for her most obscene acts until the shot was taken, but gave her mother her best cunt lapping between poses. Brenda taunted Carly while she lapped pussy, saying, “Show Skippy how hot you are for him. Wiggle your ass, bitch! Reach back and fan those cunt lips open for his tongue. That’s it. Shake that pussy, girl. Show him what a good bitch whore you’ll be from now on.”


Brenda’s inflammatory words had Carly on fire with lust for the dog and for the pussy. Brenda said, “Brad, bring Skippy up here. Hold his front paws and make him stand up. That’s it, scoot him in close to my beaver.”


Brenda sat up and took Skippy’s fully erect eight-inch rod of bright pink meat and aimed the chiseled tip toward Carly’s lips, saying, “I know you want him hot and horny for your pussy. All good whores suck their cocks before fucking them. You want to be a good whore for Skippy, don’t you?”


Carly began licking, then sucking on Skippy’s dick, driving her mother’s passions. Brenda angled the cock down and rubbed the tip in her wet slit, saying, “Here, you can suck both of your favorite things at once, now. Her daddy would shit if he saw this. Look at her go. She loves dog cock and mommy cunt together. Yes, she can’t get enough.”


Carly licked cock and pussy as Tom’s cameras fired off a staccato of shots from various angles. Brenda moved the tip to her hole and slithered her pussy down most of its length, saying, “Let’s put some Mommy cream on it for you.”


Carly gave way and Skippy was soon effectively mounted and fully inside her mother. When Brenda realized this, she said, “Daddy, get a good shot of the dog fucking me. Brad let him go. You kids, back up. Give us some room.”


Skippy’s paws rested on Brenda’s breasts and his tongue lolled far out the side of his muzzle as he humped. Brenda threw out her arms and her legs and smiled big for the shot. Seeing the hanging tongue over her face, she said, “Dad, get this.” She then leaned up and sucked Skippy’s tongue into her mouth, sucking on the tongue as though it were a limp dick. Tom got a roll of shots. Brenda let the tongue slip from her mouth, brought her arms and legs down, then said, “Brad, take him away. He’s ready to mount his bitch, now.”


Brad dragged Skippy off his mount, and Carly got back in position. When Brad had Skippy at the ready, Brenda said, “Let the dog go.”


Skippy mounted Carly at once, found his mark, and began humping in earnest. Tom used the tripod-mounted camera to take in the entire shot. Brenda sat up to watch the dog fuck her daughter, then she sat back and fucked her daughter’s face.


After Skippy finished, he went off to lick his dick. One after the other, the boys took turns fucking Carly in the ass. No one wanted sloppy seconds from the dog. Brenda pulled Carly to lie over her body, then pulled the girl’s ass cheeks apart for her boys. While the boys fucked their sister, Brenda and Carly made out like lovers for the camera. Brenda came several times, as did Carly. When all were sated and exhausted, Brenda was left still in her spread-legged slump. She said, “You boys take your sister into the bathroom and clean her up good. Wash that dog cum out of her cunt, slop her twat with KY jelly, and bring her back here.”


The boys gathered Carly’s limp body and carried her off. Tom stood looking down on his daughter from between her legs. Brenda looked up and smiled, then said, “Fuck me, Daddy. Whenever you want my pussy, just throw me down and fuck me.”


Tom dropped his pants then stood stroking his erection with a big smile. He said, “So, you came home first.”


“Yes, and I’m glad I did. I approve, totally. As long as you’re here, I’ll see that she remains your sex slave. I want her pregnant, Daddy. When they bring the bitch back, I want you to fuck me, but cum in Carly’s pussy.”


“Kitten, don’t I always give you what you want.”


With that, he shoved his cock into his daughter and quickly hammered in to the balls. Brenda’s eyes went crossed and she cried out a passionate wail, “Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck my brains out.”


Tom had half of Brenda’s brains fucked out when the boys brought Carly back. Tom slowed, then stood on his knees with the head of his cock still buried. He said, “Lay her over your mother, tits up.”


Brenda assisted by positioning Carly’s tail bone right over her pubic bone. She then pulled Carly’s legs back and grasped her by the toes. She fanned her legs out to their fullest and said, “Whenever you’re ready, Daddy.”


Tom resumed fucking Brenda, steadily building in force, pounding her pussy. Brenda was quickly driven to a climax. When her shudders ebbed, he drew out and drove his cock deep into Carly. Brenda felt the stabbing penetration transmitted through her tail bone and cried, “Fuck her pussy, Daddy. Cum in her cunt.”


Carly reached out and grasped her mother’s wrists, squeezing until her knuckles turned white, then cried out, “Cum in my pussy, Grandpa. Fuck Daddy’s little slut. Knock up Daddy’s little slut. I’ll never tell him it was you.”


Brenda said, “Will you tell your father that you’re a slut?”


“Yes, Mom. I’ll tell him I’m a slut. I’ll tell him you tried to stop me, that you took me out of school to stop me from fucking boys. I’ll tell him you did everything you possibly could. I’ll protect you. I’ll protect Grandpa, too.”


“You’re a good girl, Carly. Now, suck Grandpa’s sperm out with your cunt and get yourself pregnant.” Amazingly, she appeared to do just that.


Eight months later, on the day before Frank was due home from Turkey, Tom stood behind the tripod as Brenda laid her very pregnant and naked daughter on her back across the ottoman, her ballooned belly, thighs, ass, and breasts showed numerous deep red welts from a recent whipping. Brenda then stood naked in the splits with her wide-spread cunt over Carly’s upturned face. Brenda had Brad’s cock in her ass while helping Skipper mount Carly. Once mounted and in Carly, she held the dog up by his front paws.


Steve and Bobby sat on each side of Carly, each sucking an injured tit while Jerry stood behind Skippy holding Carly’s legs wide by the toes. Brenda sucked Skippy’s hanging tongue in her mouth and masturbated while Tom took a picture worth ten-thousand words, for it showed the expression on Frank’s face after he threw open the door to say, “Surprise, I’m home!”


At least Brenda had one family portrait that had Frank in the background and her in the center. She just wished they’d let her keep one in her cell. The last photo copy was confiscated by a female screw who took a long look and said, “Oh, gross. How could you let a dog lick you in the face?”


    The End
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“Academy Girls”







By Phil Phantom







If Adrian McGuire was confused and upset, fourteen-year-old Stacy and thirteen-year-old Theresa were more so. They’d never seen their father acting so strangely. Adrian never saw her righteous husband act this way outside the bedroom.


Having never seen this side of their father, anywhere, the girls were thrust into a world of bizarre unknowns. Once the family arrived in St. Louis, and the Reverend Derrick McGuire took off his preacher clothes, he acted noting like a man of the cloth, and nothing like any man they’d ever met.


After checking into a seedy hotel, he immediately took the girls shopping for their new school wardrobe. They shopped in stores that catered to women of loose moral scruples—whores and floozies, jezebels and hussies. The girls knew about those women, but had no idea what the women did to earn their father’s wrath, or the Lord’s for that matter. They only knew that those women were shameless and hell-bound for showing too much skin and being loose with men. That much, they knew.


In the stores, the McGuire girls attracted a great deal of attention and always had a troupe of male assistants to assist. Customers gawked and their own father was the worst gawker of all, insisting that each item fit properly, and not in a dressing room, but on the store floor, sometimes while totally naked wearing only high heels. Only in stores along the seedy strip could they get away with such behavior.


The girls soon discovered that their shopping spree was a thinly disguised sex show with their father serving as the master of ceremonies. He directed everything, showing them off like prize bird dogs. The girls quickly realized their father got a big charge out of turning on others using their intimate flesh for the purpose. The girls were soon in a state of shock. The panties were of particular interest and their fit in the crotch was of primary importance. The girls endured endless changes and humiliating between-the-legs fondling, not only by their father, but by every man in the store as each was solicited for an opinion. Each man was given the opportunity to explore freely.


The girls endured two hours of having their nether holes probed, pinched, squeezed, and rubbed. Their tits and nipples were sore from the constant pinching and squeezing. Their panties were more often down on their thighs as they stood naked in heels, trembling and quivering to orgasms they never suspected their cunnies could produce.


They were soon sopping wet from their clits to their heels. The girls marveled at the wetness their cunnies could manufacture in response to a man’s stubby fingers under the leering eyes of total strangers. The girls lost their virginities to a black man with long ebony fingers. He brought them to their tip toes, one on each hand. The girls squealed when their thin membrane’s ripped.


In the last shop they visited, a sleazy dive, the girls were hustled off to a back room and ordered to strip as ten men crowded in to watch. Several had cameras. The girls, once naked, were ordered to lie down on the dirty floor in reverse order, head to foot on their sides. Once in position, their father shoved their faces into each other’s crotches while the men gathered in a circle, took out their cocks, and jacked off on them.


Their father made them lick and stood poised with a folded belt should they falter. They licked each other’s pussies as semen rained in their faces. They licked each other’s semen-covered faces, necks, tits, and asses to avoid the belt. As a grand finale, the girls sucked spent cocks to another climax. When one got a mouthful of sperm, she glued her mouth to her sister’s pussy and pushed the messy load inside. Before they dressed, the girls had to give each other tongue baths before the amused but twice-spent onlookers.


The girls left the store wearing clothes they could not believe could be worn in public. And they left in the company of a man they hardly knew, their father, his fingers stained with their virgin blood, his semen matted in their long tresses. They carried bags and parcels with bellies full of semen. The girls hobbled along on unsteady legs, made more unstable by the four-inch high heels he insisted they wear. Their mother was livid when they entered the hotel room.


The girls watched their parents fight for the first time, and heard their father’s explanation and rationalization for sending them to a wayward girl’s academy back east, one that was heavily involved in corporal discipline. This explanation they were hearing for the first time.


Their petite, meek, and submissive mother never argued with their loud and powerful father. This was a first, not because everything was perfect to that point, but because their mother seemed to know what the girls had been subjected to.


Adrian took note of their skimpy attire, the way the girls walked with sore and bowed legs. She saw teeth and belt marks on their breast flesh and on inner thighs. She noticed the dried semen matted in their hair. Their appearance and shocky demeanor told Adrian everything she needed to know. The girls stood off to the side, confused, nervous, a bit frightened, but attentive, eager to hear their father’s explanation, for he had offered them none.


He said they needed the strict environment the academy would provide, and they had to look like wayward girls in order to get accepted. They needed to look the part or the trip would be wasted. They saw their mother arguing the counter point, that presenting their girls dressed like hussies might condemn them to labels they didn’t deserve.


And they saw their mother grudgingly accept his counter counter-point, that doing so would insure that they were taken firmly in hand from the very start, and that they would get their money’s worth by professional child disciplinary specialists. For a woman always looking for every ounce of value, Adrian offered no counter to the counter counter-point.


Adrian ordered the girls to turn slowly in place, then said, “They will certainly be taken in hand right away. They both look like little trollops, but you shouldn’t have thrown their other clothes away. Now we must make this long journey with our girls looking like hussies displaying their intimate parts to every Tom, Dick, and Harry along the way.”


Derrick said, “They need time to adjust to their new attire. Besides, we have no room for two wardrobes for each girl. I don’t see where it matters what strangers see or think. Our motives are righteous and pure in the eyes of God. I see nothing wrong with allowing passing strangers to see these girls as whores. I expect bold ones will take liberties; and I, for one, will look the other way to a point. You should be prepared to do likewise.”


Adrian said, “And just what is, ‘to a point?’”


“Well, I would not permit rough stuff, but short of that, I see no harm in anything else.”


“Derrick, honestly, you stun me. How can you even suggest we look the other way to that point? You look away if you must, but I’ll not permit a stranger to touch either of these girls. I won’t stand for that, and I am shocked to learn you would. I can just imagine the liberties you permitted salesmen in the purchase of these whore outfits. Don’t tell me, I don’t want to know.”


“You’re right, you don’t want to know. They have each been broken in properly, and they now respond to a man’s fingers, eagerly, I might add.”


“Derrick, how could you? Are you telling me these girls were completely violated.”


“They were indeed, and the little wenches gave up their hymens quite easily.”


“Good Lord, Derrick, you didn’t?”


“No, not that way, on a finger. No smut clerk or street bum will have the pleasure of being their first, but they needed their hymens broken. We could not deliver these girls claiming them to be hussies with intact hymens, now could we? If they are to be examined, and I expect they will be, they will feel and respond like sluts with hot pussies. Furthermore, the examiner will not find a hymen on either of these girls. Their cunts will feel well-fucked, because they will both be well-fucked by the time we get there.”


“Derrick, your language!”


“We’re not among the flock. We’re out among the sinners. While we’re among the sinners, we’ll talk as the sinners talk.”


“Is that really necessary?”


“We have three days to divest these girls of over a decade of Christian upbringing.”


“I suppose, but those words do seem a bit too much.”


“That’s what they’ve been instructed to call their vaginas from now on, pussy or cunt, either one. And they’ve been instructed not to be bashful in displaying their cunts, tits, or bare asses to strangers they meet. By the time we get to Boston, I should expect them to be quite proficient at displaying their charms. They’ll also go without panties.”


“If you have your way, they’ll be whores in fact by the time we get to Cleveland.”


“I will have my way.”


“If that’s what you want, whores, then I won’t stand in your way, but I want on the record as being opposed to this scheme. I think we’ll defeat the purpose by turning these girls into whores. Turning these girls into whores just to pay others to turn them back seems like the greatest folly. The Academy may not be able to turn them back. What then, Derrick? All our money will have been wasted.”


“The Academy people are professionals. Don’t worry. They know how to deal with whores. One year with the masters, and we will never have to worry about our daughters bringing discredit on our mission. They will cringe at any male advance, and they can be brought in line by the simple raising of a my hand. They will not only make the perfect children for missionary parents, but they will make excellent wives when we find them suitable mates. Blind obedience to my wishes and authority is what I want, and that is what we are purchasing.”


“I believed your motives were honorable when you first presented this idea. Now, I’m not so sure you aren’t trying to build a private harem. I am seeing a side of you I never dreamed I’d see. You speak of pious motives with your rigid member tenting your trousers, and it doesn’t seem to bother you that they can see.”


“My true motives are between me and my maker, and it is no concern to me what you may think. Besides my wife, who has sworn before God to love honor and obey, I only see whores in this room. Why shouldn’t they see my erection. I’ll not hide it from whores.”


With that, Derrick unzipped, drew out his nine-inch erection, and stroked it at the girls, saying, “Furthermore, when whores see this they should endeavor to get it inside their bodies and drain it of its seed.”


The girls watched their mother’s reaction closely as she looked from the cock to them and back. They saw what they took to be grudging acceptance of the bizarre situation, and both girls knew they would soon take their father’s cock deep into their bodies. If they could peer inside their mother’s mind, they would have been even more shocked.


Adrian resisted Derrick plans for the girls, only because she felt resistance was called for. She knew her resistance was futile, and he’d get his way. She’d seen this—or something like this—coming for years. Since Stacy began developing her luscious figure, her husband rarely made love to her without fantasizing he was with Stacy. He added Theresa to the fantasy fucks a year ago. Adrian knew he was planning and scheming, but had no idea what form the plan would take.


Far from alarming Adrian, his plans for the girls fell right in with a fantasy she’d held from childhood, that of being a young girl, forced into whoredom. She, herself, had come so close to living that reality with an abusive step-father. She had, in fact, become a sexual slave to him, but her secret life was never brought out in the open. It was only on the rare occasions that the two were left alone that she served him as his little whore. The memories of those years and her fantasies helped her derive pleasure from Derrick’s fast sex. Her many masturbation sessions gave her a rewarding sex life. Adrian saw the opportunity to live her fantasy vicariously through her girls. Derrick wanted a harem of whores, and Adrian knew they were being groomed for that purpose. They would not be married off until Derrick was through with them. Whores starting out in their early teens should be good for a decade or more, and Adrian was secretly thrilled with the idea. Still, she wanted her surrender to look good for the girls, if not for Derrick.


She drew out the pregnant pause while allowing the tension to build. Her eyes darted from her husband’s cock to her apprehensive girls and back many times before saying, “All right, Derrick. You’re right. I gave my word to God. I have no choice but to love, honor, and obey you, even if I think what you order is wrong. I said for better or worse. What is it you want of me?”


Derrick sat back with a smug grin of victory, then said, “That’s better, Adrian. What I want from you is your full and complete cooperation, and nothing less.”


“Please, Derrick, just do as you please and allow me to look the other way.”


“Absolutely not. No, I want you to participate. We’re partners. Now, strip Stacy and prepare her for screwing. See that she’s aroused and ready to receive me. Bring her to me and lift her onto my cock. That is just for starters. Oh, and you may as well get naked yourself. That will be much more interesting. I don’t suppose they’ve seen their mommy naked, have they?”


“Please, Derrick. Don’t make me do that. I’ll assist in this decadence if I must, but let me preserve my Christian modesty.”


“Strip, woman. You are the mother of whores. They will be serving your carnal needs as well as mine. What do you need with modesty?”


Adrian felt a warm flush course through her body as her eyes wandered from one startled girl to the other. Lewd images of incestuous lesbian debauchery added more color to her face. Such images had only been matters of very private fantasy, but the potential reality had her juices flowing, her skin tingling, and her mouth watering.


The bizarre news also produced full red blushes on the girls’ faces as they contemplated this unexpected bit of information. Having tasted this particular perversion just minutes earlier, and with the taste of pussy mixed with semen still on their breath, the girls could well imagine what this news meant. They appeared awed and speechless as their mother reached for buttons.


The stunned girls watched clothing fall from their mother, item by item, until she stood before them without a stitch on. Adrian looked more like Theresa then she did Stacy. They both wore their long dark hair pinned back with a hair clip. They both had large almond eyes, full lips, and boyish figures. Adrian, in fact, stood only three inches taller than her youngest daughter’s four feet eleven and only out-weighed her hundred pounds by ten.


Stacy took after her father. She had long blonde hair with natural curls that bounced about her shoulders. Her piercing blue eyes and ultra soft complexion gave her a surreal, angelic quality. Her fully-developed figure gave her a movie starlet image.


At five feet four inches, she looked down on her mother by two inches. They weighed the same, but that was due to Stacy’s overly thin arms, legs, and waist. Her eighteen-inch waist gave her thirty-two-inch bust and thirty-four-inch hips a classic hourglass shape. Her inch-long pastel-pink nipples had been a big hit with the perverts she’d met.


Adrian had eyes for Stacy. She focused almost exclusively on Stacy while stripping. With each item removed, and with each new body part revealed, she tried to gauge Stacy’s reaction.


Stacy surveyed her naked mother for the first time, and could not help but wonder what her mother’s mature vagina would taste like. She had a full beard between her legs where Theresa was almost hairless. Her mother had small breasts that needed no bra, where Theresa was just developing breast buds. Other than that, their bodies looked almost identical. They even had identical nipples-dark Hershey’s Kiss nipples.


Adrian moved to Stacy and turned her to face away as she moved to undo the dress, saying, “Just relax, Stacy. I don’t like this any more than you do, but we both have an obligation to obey your father.”


The dress became loose and slipped easily to her feet. Adrian unhooked the bra, letting it fall, then knelt to draw the sexy panties down her daughter’s thin legs. Stacy stepped free with a gentle urging. Still kneeling, Adrian turned Stacy by the hips until she face her. As the body turned, Adrian faced a wet full-lipped pussy lightly downed in golden curls. Adrian gave the coral slit and protruding clit a visual inspection before rising slowly.


She took Stacy by the hand and led her to her father. He sat grinning, stroking an impressive erection that would have amazed Stacy had she not seen and sucked larger. Still, his nine inches of throbbing maleness loomed ominously as she realized where it was destined to go.


Adrian moved up behind Stacy as Theresa came to the side to witness the impending incestuous penetration. Adrian moved Stacy to her father’s knees, then slid both hands down her sides, curling around the hip bones to delve between her daughter’s legs.


Stacy stiffened as her mother’s fingers slid between her legs and began massaging her slick intimate flesh. Adrian said, “Relax, Stacy. I know this must be embarrassing for you, but I must do this to get you ready. Relax. This won’t hurt if you’ll try to relax.”


Stacy tried, but with her crotch on display, being fondled, molded, and penetrated by her own mother, relaxing was almost impossible. Hairs from her mother’s pubic mound tickled her ass as the fingers built a wet fire between her legs.


Her father didn’t help matters by angling his cock menacingly toward her slit, vying for space with maternal fingers. Adrian told Stacy to widen her stance and move forward over her father’s lap.


Stacy did as she was told and soon found herself in a most open and vulnerable position. Adrian stepped between Derrick’s legs to stay up tight to Stacy’s ass. Her mother took her father’s cock in hand and used it to massage pussy flesh, sending a flood of tingles through the blushing teen as the head pried apart her slimy sex lips. Delicious tingles shot through her body each time the hot and spongy head mashed her clit.


The happy reverend added new tingles when he used his free hands to cup her tits and thumb her nipples, saying, “You feel like a whore now, don’t you, Stacy? You want Daddy to fuck your whore pussy now, don’t you?”


Stacy looked between her legs to the cock trying to gain entrance. She bit her lower lip and nodded unconvincingly. He said, “Say it! Say it like a whore would say it. Use the words I taught you, and tell me what you want.”


Stacy felt the head of her father’s cock nestle at her hole. She sank lower to prevent her mother from moving it away. Her mother’s hands moved to her hips and applied a gentle downward pressure as she whispered in her ear, “Say it, Stacy. Use the filthy words. Go ahead, sweetheart.”


Stacy grimaced as she settled even lower. The bulbous head pried past her opening to pop inside. She groaned out the words, “I want your hard cock inside my pussy, Daddy.”


Derrick grinned. Adrian encouraged, “Take more, Stacy. Say something else.”


Stacy sank down on two more inches, then said, “Fuck my whore pussy. I want you to fuck me. Fuck my cunt, Daddy.”


With half of his cock buried in her pussy, Stacy looked down, amazed at the sight she saw. Theresa dropped to her knees and leaned in for a much better look. Adrian dropped to her knees behind Stacy and viewed the exciting penetration from the rear, using her delicate fingers to feel the point of entry, urging, “Take more, Stacy. Settle lower.”


Stacy felt her mother’s thumbs prying apart her ass cheeks. Her mother’s excitement was beyond containing. Her father remained sprawled, obviously pleased. He took Theresa by the scruff of her neck and forced her face into the juncture, saying, “Here, you want a good look? Lick while you look.”


Stacy took another two inches of cock as she felt her sister’s tongue licking over her distended clit. She could also feel her mother’s warm breath wafting over her rear areas which was soon followed by a licking tongue.


The flood of wicked carnal sensations coming from her crotch had Stacy’s head swimming. She could barely focus on anything, and when she felt a tongue stab into her rectum, she almost passed out from hyper-ventilating.


Stacy’s mind was a-buzz with conflicting emotions and thoughts. On the one hand, what she was doing and feeling was so alien to her upbringing, so vulgar, so un-Christian. On the other hand, she’d never felt so alive, full of feeling, sensuous, decadent, and deliciously wicked.


She gradually regained some composure, enough to get a good look at her father, a man she’d always feared if not respected. His eyes were open, but he seemed to stare through her. He was in ecstasy, and Stacy realized it was her tight pussy giving him that intense pleasure.


This realization filled her with a sense of wonder. She’d gradually adjusted to the filling pressure inside her body even though she’d unwittingly managed to take him all the way inside. She could feel the bulbous head move within her. The motion felt good, but she knew it felt even better to her father. Settling fully and then rising almost all the way off before settling fully again made him moan.


Stacy liked the effect she was having on him. The two tongues were difficult to ignore, but she concentrated her efforts on making her father moan. She rode her father’s cock while putting a sensuous grind in her pelvis. When she rose to the tip, the tongues converged where the cock entered her cunt, vying for space in her crotch, inter-twining like slippery eels.


When she sank to his pubic hair, the tongues were forced out. One went to her clit, the other went up her ass. She couldn’t decide which position she liked best. Both had their advantages. She kept up the motion.


She watched her father’s eyes and noticed when he seemed to focus on her own. When she was certain she had his attention, she smiled. Derrick smiled back, then looked to her crotch as she raised up. He could see the tongues at work trying to wedge themselves in alongside his cock. Stacy held the pose as he seemed enthralled by what he saw.


She brought both hands up to cup the underside of her breasts while doing a sexy dance on the end of his cock. His eyes lingered in her crotch, then traveled to her breasts, then on up to meet her eyes. Again, they exchanged smiles. Stacy sank to his groin and ground her cunt on his pubic mat, making him moan.


Derrick looked her in the eyes and said, “Are you Daddy’s whore, Stacy?”


She said, “Yes.”


This prompted her mother to say, “Tell him more, Stacy. Talk to him. Talk filthy to him.”


Stacy said, “I love fucking. I love being your whore. Fuck my cunt, my whore cunt, Daddy.”


Her mother cried, “More, Stacy. Keep talking.”


Stacy realized her words had a more powerful impact on her mother, although her father enjoyed them as well. She smiled and said, “Shoot your sperm up my pussy, Daddy. Make me a pregnant whore.”


Her father liked what she said, but her mother reacted instantly, saying, “Yes! More, Stacy. Beg him to knock you up. Beg for his bastard.”


“Fuck a bastard in me, Daddy. Make a bastard baby in my belly. Fuck your sperm in deep. Flood my womb with your baby cream. Don’t you want a pregnant whore? Please don’t pull out! Fuck me pregnant, please fuck me pregnant!”


That did it. Derrick lunged up, lifting Stacy to her tip toes. Sperm flooded her insides as Adrian cried out, “Are you cumming in her cunt, Derrick?”


“Yes, Adrian. I’m cumming! I’m creaming her whore womb, Adrian.”


Stacy went over the top as she felt spurt after spurt splash her insides. She ground out her own orgasm with their crotches merged. She was still grinding out her climax after Derrick settled and was spent. When her orgasm subsided, she fell forward onto his chest. Her mother and sister attacked her crotch from the rear. Both were licking the discharge seeping from the edges of her stuffed hole while prying her cheeks wide.


Derrick allowed this to go on while they caught their breath. He then had Stacy sit up and turn in place on his lap, keeping the wilting but still semi-rigid cock inside. When she had her back to him, he pulled her to lie against his chest. With her legs outside of his, and with his legs spread to their fullest, she presented her mother and sister with a most provocative spread.


They were both in the space between Derrick’s knees, and both were lapping at her stuffed twat. Stacy found it hard to believe what she was seeing, but seeing was believing. Tongues lapped at the milky goo oozing from her stretched thin slit. Her father whispered, “That feels good, doesn’t it, sweetheart?”


While staring at her own pussy, Stacy said, “Yes. It feels great.” Her hand moved to her clitand rubbed gently.


Derrick massaged her breasts, saying, “It doesn’t bother you that I might be getting you pregnant at this very minute?”


Stacy rubbed her other hand over her womb and said, “If it doesn’t bother you, no. You’re my father. You can do with me as you please.”


“Then you’ll bear me all the bastards I want?”


“Yes, of course.”


Adrian paused in her licking to look up at Derrick and say, “See, Derrick. There’s no need to send these girls off to be trained. They will both serve you, mark my word. Look at Theresa. She can’t wait for her turn. They’re whores, Derrick.”


“Yes, it would appear so. Perhaps we can save our money. Yes, I think you’re right, Adrian. In fact, you can train my whores for me, can’t you?”


“If that is your wish.”


“That is my wish.”


    The End
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    “Baby Bambi” By Tiffany


I sympathised with my daughter, Candy. Her father was way too restrictive with her. She was fifteen, and boys were asking her on dates. I understood John’s point and shared his concerns as well. Candy wasn’t ready to make mature decisions about her body, sex, and picking what boys were good and which ones were not. Candy is a sweet kid. We named her right, but she has no idea how sweet she looks to the opposite sex.


Candy still has a child’s frame, but a woman’s body has grown on it. She has full size breasts, a tiny waist, and full hips; the classic female hour glass, only scaled down. She stands four foot ten inches, weighs eighty-eight pounds, and measures thirty-two, sixteen, thirty-one. Those would be respectible measurements on a full-sized woman like me, but on Candy, they look positively voluptuous. With her full mane of auburn hair, big green eyes, and pearly white smile, she has no idea how sexy she looks.


She’s not exactly an airhead, but she’s no Rhode’s scholar either. Gullible, naive, easily led, easily influenced, and overly-trusting do come to mind. She adores male attention and sucks up compliments like an industrial shop vac. Candy doesn’t know how to play the game, and I can’t bring myself to talk about back seat ball games. I still haven’t told her about the birds and bees. The right guy, saying the right lines, could round the bases and slide into home with his first time at bat.


She needs a big sister, or a father who doesn’t break out in sweats around her. It’s not the sweats so much, it’s the erection he gets that causes the sweats. Candy has noticed his problem. She likes to snuggle up on his lap in her baby doll nightie. She took her seat a little too quickly one night and made John cry out. She lifted up, saying, “Oops, sorry Daddy.” John told her it was a condition he picked up in the Vietnam war. She scooted off his boner and looked at the bulge in his pants, saying, “Does it hurt?”


I almost spit out a mouthful of soda when she said that. You see what I mean about being naive? I was as eager as Candy to hear John’s reply. I sat forward, trying to hold in my smile. John gave me a harsh look, like, “I hope you’re enjoying this, Pam.” Mine said, “Oh, I am, John, I am.” He said, “No, Candy, it doesn’t hurt. It just gets stiff for no reason, and it can be embarrassing at times.”


Candy continued staring at the bulge tenting her father’s PJ’s, not at all bashful about looking at her father’s crotch. She said, “I’ll bet. Sometimes boys get those in class and everybody laughs. I don’t think they were in a war though. Does it hurt when I sit on it?”


I almost lost my composure. John’s face had sweat beads running. He gave me another dirty look, then said, “No, just don’t jump on it.”


Candy lifted her ass, shifted back over his erection, and eased herself down. She likes to recline on John, and since John was already lying back in his lounger, her soft buns settled right over his cock. To make matters worse, John had on thin cotton boxer shorts, and Candy wore no panties. This was no surprise. She never wore anything under her nightie, but this was a new nightie. She picked it out, and her new nightie was short, sheer, and loose.


His eyes rolled back as she settled again and let her legs fall outside his. Poor John. Lying still for this had to be sheer torture for him. He was embarrassed that I was watching. I was looking into her beaver, but this didn’t bother her. I shaved her crotch for her itsy bitsy bikini. John couldn’t see Candy’s shaved beaver from his position, but it sure looked pretty from mine. What’s more, his cock may have been exposed through the fly, and may have been nestled between her ass cheeks or cunt lips. I couldn’t see that, but it was quite possible. She did an awful lot of adjusting before settling.


She said, “Boy, it sure feels big. I can feel it throb, and I can feel the heat. Are you sure it doesn’t hurt? I can sit on the floor and watch TV if you want.”


“No, just don’t move around too much. It doesn’t hurt. Watch the TV.”


John cast me an apologetic, innocent look, but I wasn’t looking with accusing eyes. I didn’t blame him one bit. Candy is, like I said, too sweet to resist. I’m not gay, and I find myself looking. Unlike John, I sometimes see her stark naked, and she takes my breath away. I’ve seen her spread beaver when I trim her pubic area for her swim suit. The civic pool is her favorite hangout now that school is out for the summer.


The pool is within easy walking distance, through a good neighborhood, so we let her walk. John had a fit when he saw the suit she picked out and I bought. I wasn’t too keen on buying the obscene thing, but a string bikini was the only suit that we could make fit.


Her tits won’t fit in child suits, and adults suits are too long, or the bottoms won’t fit. I bought the bikini to satisfy Candy, certain John would send it back. Surprisingly, he didn’t. She is damned-near naked in the bikini, and that probably explains why John accepted the suit. In the summer, she lives in her swim suit. The suit looks okay except when she parts her legs. The crotch strap, connecting the front and back triangular patches, is nothing more than string, the same string that connects the top tittie patches. That string gets lost in her crack. She is not the least bit bashful about this, but she hates pubic hair showing. The thought that a loose pubic hair might poke out under the thin crotch patch drives her crazy, so I keep her bush trimmed for her. That’s when I sweat.


The last time I gave her a trim, she wanted me to remove all the hair from between her legs. I told her I’d shave her there, but it would mean she’d have to have it shaved regularly or the stubble would irritate her. I told her every other day at least.


That news didn’t bother her, and it certainly didn’t bother me. I’ve seen hundreds of beavers in John’s secret stash of girlie magazines, but I never saw a pussy to rival Candy’s. Hers is a pussy of extraordinary perfection—a pink, puffy, pouch that yawns open at the slightest parting of her legs.


Her Pussy always looks ready to receive a big cock. I’ve never seen her snatch when it wasn’t slick, glistening, and showing her coral pink inner flesh. She has a well-defined clit that looks like a bald rodent trying to push its way out from her two full labia lips.


When I begin shaving, and move those parts with my fingers, that clit actually gets an erection and sticks up at least an inch. Her thin, shiny, inner lips form a funnel to her pussy hole, and that hole looks so pure, so clean, you just want to put your tongue in and swirl around. I’ve never envied men, but when I gaze on Candy’s cunt hole, I wish I had a stiff cock or a ten-inch tongue.


John doesn’t know I am shaving Candy’s cunt. I’ve never shared what I’ve seen with him. The only time he sees her sitting immodestly—and sitting immodestly is the only way you’d see the crotch string—is when she’s sitting on him. Frankly, I am embarrassed by my response to my daughter’s vagina.


I lust after her body, and I have just recently come to grips with that. I suffered great guilt over the wicked thoughts I couldn’t seem to stop. I quit fighting the thoughts months ago, knowing I’d never do anything. My private fantasies were no one’s business but my own. I gave myself free license to fantasize. Since doing that, I’ve had some doozies. When the shaving began, last month, my fantasies went through the roof.


No, I didn’t blame John for his wicked thoughts. I know he’d never act on his either. Oh, he’d cop an innocent feel of tit, maybe peek where he shouldn’t. I’ve caught him sniffing her panties and looking inside her nightie as she slept. I never say anything about these things. I think they’re innocent, and I know John will never molest his daughter. That worry never crossed my mind.


He fantasizes about her, just as I do. I wish we were open enough to share our fantasies. Our sex would be greatly enhanced if we did. As it is, our sex life is almost non-existant. I’d love to hear his fantasies while he’s screwing me, and I know he’d love mine. I could pretend I was Candy. We look alike. I can imitate her speech and manners. In the dark, the act would be easy. I’m just a little taller, that’s all. I’m only five two, just four inches bigger. I’d love playing Candy, seducing my daddy.


As I watched the innocent way she laid over John, I couldn’t help but think, “Candy, if you only knew half of what I know, you could fuck him anytime you wanted.”


That was a new thought. Oddly, the idea of Candy seducing John never crossed my mind before. The idea was a big stretch for the imagination. My fantasies, to be effective as turn-ons, have to be within the possible. Something absurd, just won’t do it for me. The notion sent delicious tingles through me, and I thought more along those lines.


John would seccumb if Candy made all the moves on him. His dick was nestled between her ass cheeks because she took the initiative. He was putty in her hands. Between her ass cheeks he was simply a mass of warm jelly. Yes, I’d like that. I wouldn’t even mind sharing John with my sexy daughter. There were always threesomes. If she seduced John, she might seduce me. The scenario was possible.


The problem was, Candy couldn’t seduce a child molester. The art was something I couldn’t teach. Not that I was all that bashful, but the best way to learn the art of seduction, was to experience being seduced. I learned in the back seats of cars, and the lessons took fast. After you’ve been talked into spreading your legs for a hard cock by two or three boys, you kind of get the idea. You see how they got you that way when you started off with no intention of serving as some kid’s love toy.


When sperm is leaking from your fertile and unprotected pussy, and you just know there’s an egg in your womb receiving one sperm cell, splitting, and growing. When you think you are royally fucked, pregnant at sixteen by a jerk, you can’t help but say to yourself, “Why in the hell did I let him shoot his cum in my twat. I begged him to shoot inside. God, what an idiot I am.” Then you figure out how he did it, and you learn how to guard against seduction, and how to seduce. Candy could learn like I did if John would just let her go out on dates.


That’s when I made the decision to move from John’s position to support Candy’s. I wanted her to start dating, and I didn’t care if she got pregnant. Actually, picturing Candy eight or nine months pregnant, spreading her legs for a twat shave, was not a bad picture. I would not mind having a baby around the house, and she could leave the infant with us to raise if she decided to. The idea grew stronger and stronger. I saw nothing but positives coming from getting Candy together with virile young boys.


There were a string of them asking her out; most were juniors and seniors, veterans of the art. They were hard-bodied young studs with stiff cocks, dying to fuck our Candy, dying to squirt their sperm into her unprotected womb. All any one of them needed was a few minutes alone with her.


I said, “John, I’ve been thinking. I dated at fifteen. Why not let Candy go out on dates?”


John turned a surprised face on me. Tammy sat up fast, hurting his cock. “Sorry, Dad. Really, Mom? Can I, Dad?”


“No, absolutely not. Pam, why did you bring this up in front of Candy? If you had a change of heart, we need to discuss it in private.”


“Why not discuss this with her here. She should be in on this discussion. I think she has a right to date.”


Candy said, “I do. All the other girls are dating. They call me a baby.”


“No! Pam, you’re making me the bad guy, and I don’t like it. You know very well why I won’t permit it. We discussed this. You agreed. Why, all of a sudden, has anything changed?”


Candy turned from me to him and back, grinding her ass on John’s cock as we volleyed. She saw his grimace and said, “Oh, sorry, Dad. That hurt your thing, huh?”


John looked to me and said, “See. My thing. You think she’s ready to go on a date with a boy who has a thing.”


“Would you have preferred she said, cock?” Candy blushed. “She knows what your thing is called, John. She was just talking nice.”


Candy said, “Mom’s right, Dad. I know all the words they call it. I just said thing because I can’t say bad words.”


He said, “You can say penis.”


I said, “The point is, she didn’t say thing because she didn’t know what it’s called or what it’s for. Candy, you do know what a penis is for, don’t you?”


Candy blushed and nodded. She said, “We studied that in school. Everybody knows what they’re for besides going to the bathroom.”


“There, John. She’s not a child anymore, and we can’t force her to remain one. She is sexually mature, and she has to learn how to manage her sexually mature body. It is her body, after all.”


“That’s right, Daddy. It is my body.”


“I know it’s your body, and I know what these boys would like to do with it. That’s why you’re not going on a date until you’re sixteen, and maybe not then. If I think you’re mature enough at sixteen, we’ll see. You are not dating. This discussion is closed.”


The discussion closed for the moment, but when I got John in the bedroom, I re-opened it. I pushed hard. I was as adamant as he was. We ended the discussion with a compromise. She’d date, but I had to chaperon. I wasn’t crazy about the idea, but it was a start, a foot in the door.


Candy was elated, and only slightly put out that I was going along. Her first date was a cute kid, a junior who played drums in the school band. As we drove to his house to pick him up, I told Candy I didn’t like playing the role of chaperon, and I wanted her to pretend I wasn’t there. I asked her not to speak to me, to pretend I was invisible, a ghost.


When Barry got in and sat between us, I could see he was uncomfortable with me being there. He didn’t know where to put his hands and sat stiffly, trying to keep his legs from touching mine or Candy’s. I patted his thigh and said, “Hey, relax. I won’t bite.” He relaxed a bit.


I gave him the same speech I gave Candy, and he relaxed a bit more. I could see he was still confused. He needed more relaxing, so I let my hand rest on his thigh as I drove and offered more of an explanation.


I said, “I fought hard for Candy to have the right to date. You two should be alone so you can get better acquainted. I really do wish you’d pretend I wasn’t here. I know what goes on with teen dates. I was a teenager myself once. I won’t say a thing, no matter what happens on this date.” I squeezed his leg, trying to pass emphasis on the what.


He looked to me as if to say, “Lady, your what and my what are two totally different whats. I want what your daughter has between her legs. I want to shove my cock so far up her twat, it will come out her mouth. That’s the what I want. I don’t know what what you’re thinking of, but rub my leg a little higher. That feels good.”


I know, that’s a lot to convey with a look, but that’s what I picked up. I slid my hand higher, squeezed harder, and said, “Do whatever you would do if you were alone with Candy. I will understand completely, and I will honor my pledge to you, that nothing you two decide to do will ever be brought up by me.” I slid my hand higher, right to the top, squeezed firmly, and repeated, “No matter what.”


This time, his look said, “Lady, you’re freaking me out. What fucking planet are you from? Do you get your jollies watching kids fuck, or what?”


I didn’t want Candy to see, so I opened my hand and used my fingers to press unmistakably against his scrotum several times. To him, my subtle signal was a clear as if I’d cupped his crotch and squeezed. He put his arm around Candy and drew her close, looking to me all the while. I smiled and said, “Just tell me where you’d drive the car, and I’ll drive it there, otherwise, I’m not here.”


“I’d drive out to the lake, down old Stempson Road. There’s a quiet spot I know there. It’s a great place for teenagers to get acquainted.”


I set off for the lake in the early evening twilight. Though the sun was down, we had plenty of light left. I could see the red full moon cresting the horizon, and knew we’d be in for a treat at the lake. I kept an eye on them all the way out. He turned to Candy and said, “You’re looking good, babe, damn good.”


“Thanks. This dress is kinda old, but it’s my favorite.”


“I can see why. You look so much older, so lady-like.”


“Really. It’s not too short, is it?”


Barry toyed with the hem of her skirt, then glanced over to see how I took that move. I’m not sure he caught my wink, but his head turned back and his hand moved the skirt up her thighs by several inches, saying, “Too short? This wouldn’t be too short for me, or this, or this, not even this. You have the sexiest legs in school.”


“Wow, Barry. Nobody wears them that short. Barry, don’t. My Mom.”


I expected this, and said, “There’s no Moms in this car.”


Barry said, “Relax, Candy. I just want to look at your beautiful legs.”


“Barry! You’re showing my panties.”


“So. You wear less in your bikini. I’ve seen you in it. You’re a knockout.”


“Do you really like it. It’s kind of daring, don’t you think? I get a lot of dirty looks from old ladies when I walk to and from the pool.”


Barry folded Candy’s skirt into her lap and pulled her legs onto his. This turned Candy so that her back was against the door. Her legs rested on Barry’s lap, and her high heels were touching my thigh. Barry was working fast. He took me at my word, but kept glancing over to confirm my silence as his hands roamed her legs.


Each time he advanced toward her crotch, he’d check on me again. We weren’t halfway to his makeout spot, and he was going for first base. His flattery was working. Candy ate up every word. His hands were sliding up and down her inner thighs, almost, but not quite, touching her panties. Candy watched his hands and would glance to me when his fingers neared the apex of her legs.


Candy watched in silence until he did touch her panties. Her hands came down with the skirt to gently block another pantie strike, covering her panties with her skirt, saying, “Barry, I don’t think you should rub my legs that high up.”


“But, they’re so soft and lovely. I want to touch every square micron of your gorgeous legs.” Barry pushed the skirt back up to her middle.


“We’re not really alone. It’s just pretend.” She pulled the skirt down.


I said, “There are only two people in this car.”


Barry placed the skirt high in her lap, baring her skin above her panties. Candy left the skirt up, but continued to block with her hands. Barry said, “Come on, Candy. No one will ever know. It’s just you and me, alone. God, you are so beautiful, so soft, so damned sexy. I wish you were naked.”


“Barry! Forget it. I’m not taking all my clothes off just so you can see me naked. Besides, if you’ve seen me in my bikini, you’ve almost seen me naked.”


“Yes, but the best parts were covered up.”


“I thought my legs were my best part?”


“I just said they were the sexiest legs in our school. I know you have better parts than that, much better.”


“You do not. You’re guessing, unless you’re a peeping tom.”


“I’m not guessing; I know. Why do you think we all fight to get behind you when you go up the high dive?”


“Why do you?”


“Because we can look up and see your shaved cunt lips chewing on that little string that passes between your legs, that’s why. Hell, Candy, everybody at the pool has seen your pussy. Sometimes the string gets pushed to one side or the other after you jump and it’s all out in the open, clit and all. Half the time, you climb out of the pool with that pussy patch up on your belly button, and both tits hanging in the breeze. I’ve seen you totally naked lots of times.”


“No you haven’t. Mom, he’s lying.”


“Yeah, then how come I know you shave your cunt?” She didn’t have an answer for that. “How come I know your nipples are as big as silver dollars with tips like pencil erasers?” He had her there, too. “Besides, I can tell what a girl has between her legs by looking at the way she walks. I watch you walk a lot.”


“You can’t tell by watching a girl walk.”


“I can. I’ll bet you anything that if you get naked in front of twenty guys, they’ll all say your pussy is your finest feature.”


“Barry! My mother is right here. I wish you’d stop talking like that and using those nasty words. I’m not going to do anything with my mom in the car, so forget it. Besides, if you’ve already seen me naked, you know what everything looks like.”


I said, “There’s no mother in this car. And Barry is right. It is your best feature.”


“Mom!”


“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I’m not here. Forget I said anything.”


Barry said, “Come on, Candy. Show me your pussy. Don’t hide your best part from me. That would be cruel. Come on. Lift your ass up.”


Barry had his hands on her panty waist band and pulled them down to Candy’s mound. Candy squeezed her legs together, halting their progress, but Barry moved his right hand to the front and pulled out to look at the top of her pussy. Cindy squirmed and tried to pull up on the panties, saying, “Barry, don’t. You’re embarrasing me. Don’t look at me there.”


“God, your shaved pussy is beautiful up close. I’ve never seen a more beautiful pussy, ever.”


Barry began working his hands around the rolled panty material, pulling down as he went. Candy made it look like she was pulling against him, but she lost steady ground. Without her lifting her ass, he managed to work the panties down to her knees. I took them from there, which surprised Barry and shocked Candy. Both were staring at me after I worked the panties free of her feet.


I felt so stupid. I shouldn’t have done that. They were both staring at me. I said, “Well, they were obviously coming off. If I weren’t here, they’d probably have come off sooner. I was just trying to compensate for being in the way. I told you, I’ve been through this. I know what goes on between a boy and a girl on a date, and I don’t want to interfere with that process.”


Candy said, “Great, but you don’t have to help him. If you help anyone, shouldn’t it be me?”


We came to the end of the dirt road, which opened onto the lake. There were no other cars. The full moon was up and shining brightly through the windshield, illuminating us from our chest to our knees.


Barry was pushing Candy’s legs apart thanks to my having removed the panties for him. Her right leg flopped onto the floor. He took her left and placed it on the top of the seat behind him. She presented him a full open beaver, and Barry was having a ball, pulling, pinching, twisting, and fingering her cunt. I said, “Honey, I wasn’t thinking about helping anyone. I wasn’t thinking period, I guess.”


“No kidding. At least if I had my panties on my feet, he couldn’t get my legs apart like this. Thanks to you, he can do whatever he wants. Are you going to help him get my dress off too?”


I could tell she wanted to put the blame on me, and I was all too willing to accept the blame if that made things easier for her. I said, “I’m sorry, Candy. You’re right; offering up your vagina should have been your decision. I really will stay out of this from now on. I swear. I’m not here.”


Candy said to Barry, “I’m not getting naked, Barry. Don’t even try. Be satisfied with what my mom gave you.”


Barry had two fingers fucking her cunt when he said, “Every girl gets naked on a date, Candy. It’s customary to show a guy what you have to offer. If the guy likes what he sees, he shows what he has. If they both like what they see, feel, touch, taste and smell, they get it on. If they really hit it off, they go steady, then get engaged, then get married. Isn’t that right, Mrs. Benning?”


“I am not here. I mean that.”


“Come on, Candy. Get naked.”


“Why? I’ve got nothing to offer…not here, anyway.”


“Okay, so it’s not an offer. Take off your clothes because I really, really crave to see all of you again. Candy, I think you have the sexiest body in the world. I dream about it. I think about it every waking minute. It’s all I ever think about. I’ve had gallons of water drip in my face while looking up at your cunt. Don’t leave me hanging with half a dream. I deserve to see it all up close.”


“You’re not going to stop, are you?”


“No, never. I can’t stop. I’ve gone too far to stop. If I can’t stop with your mother right here beside me, when could I ever?”


 


“Baby Bambi” Part two of three


“See what you started, Mom.”


“I know. I’m so sorry, but Barry’s right. You can’t leave him hanging like this. Two wrongs don’t make a right.”


“Well, I guess I better take my clothes off then.”


Barry said, “Sit up. I’ll help.”


Candy’s dress slipped over her head, leaving her in her bra. Barry removed the bra and even removed her high heels. “Damn, this is one fine pussy. I like the shave. It’s so smooth and you can see everything.”


“Don’t you like my breasts?”


“Everybody agrees that your tits are the best in the state. These are great titties.”


Barry played with her tits, then went back to her cunt. He fingered her hole. I’d been watching his bulge grow from the time I pressed my fingers to his balls. Barry had an impressive lump, but I was dying to see his naked cock. He went right for the belt and had his turgid manhood out in full, pulsing, glory before our eyes.


God damn that was a gorgous cock. He had at least eight inches to offer, and that was slightly better than I was not getting. I wanted that cock for myself, but I remembered why we were there. He needed to seduce Candy without my help. I had interfered enough as it was.


Barry removed all of his clothes, then sat between us, displaying his cock proudly. When I didn’t comment on it or reach out and fondle it, Barry looked disappointed. I think he had hopes of a mother/daughter bang. I did, too, but I caught myself in time. Barry turned his attentions back to Candy, who was sitting up with her legs folded under her, watching him stroke his cock. Barry said, “Well, do you like my cock?”


“I guess. I’ve never seen one…a real one. I’ve seen baby ones, but they don’t count. It sure is big.”


“Here, put your hand on it. No, wrap your fingers around it. Yeah, like that. Now pump. Yeah, that’s it.”


“The skin slides.”


“That makes fucking easier. See that stuff leaking out. That’s not piss, that’s precum. Feel it. It’s super slippery.”


“You’re right. It’s like sewing machine oil.”


“That will help lubricate your pussy when we fuck.”


“You seem to think we’re going to go all the way. I only agreed to get naked.”


Barry pulled her close and gave her a passionate kiss. Candy’s hand kept pumping his cock. She was melting in his mouth, but her hand wasn’t about to release that prize. Barry had one hand working her pussy and another on her tits. Candy was a goner in seconds and allowed herself to be moved so that he stood on the floorboard hovering over her with her legs wide.


He moved her to the center of the seat, beside me. I’m sure he did this for my benefit, because I only had to look down to see the penetration. The trouble was, he blocked the moonlight. I wasn’t about to miss this, so I flipped on the interior light, and there was that glorioius pussy, open to receive that magnificent cock.


He pulled her ass to the edge of the seat and pressed her knees out flat. Her left knee was actually pinned between my lap and the steering wheel. He positioned her in perfect position for a fuck, all the while, maintaining that kiss. He was good. She broke the kiss when he took his cock and forced it down to aim at her hole.


She removed her hand from his cock and used both hands to push against his hip bones. She struggled to get up, but I applied slight upward pressure to keep her leg trapped under the wheel. Barry used his free hand to press her right knee down. She was pinned like a bug.


She said, “Barry, no!” Barry pushed forward. “Barry, don’t. I’m not ready for that.” His cockhead pressed to her hole. “I mean it, Barry. Don’t push any more.” The head squeezed in. “Barry, just be satisfied with the head inside. I don’t want to go all the way.” Barry kept pumping and the cock inched its way in by fractions until he encountered her hymen.


“Ouch, that hurts. Barry, you’re hurting me. Barry. Mom, make him stop. Mom! Mother! Uggggh! Ow, ugh…oh, oh…oh…Oh Barry.” They were fucking, or do you need a real picture?


Barry screwed her like that until all signs of resistance were gone, then placed her in a variety of positions, all designed to show off to me. He sat beside me and had her mount him facing forwards, then backwards. He screwed her doggie style while she hung out my window. That was bizarre, watching my daughter getting fucked right in my face. It was right in my face, too. Her ass kept bumping my chin and his hip bone hit behind my ear. That was my fault, though. I shouldn’t have tried to look so closely.


Barry had Candy roll to her back, hanging out the window so he could offer me the front view. I had to help support her because the window frame dug into her back. So there I was, literally holding her up for the fucking. The view was worth it, especially when he placed her right leg around my head. I could have pursed my lips and they would have rode along on the shaft of his dick as it sawed in and out of Candy’s twat. That’s up close and personal, friends. I couldn’t resist giving his cock a lick or two-hundred. I licked his dick whenever I knew Candy wasn’t looking. The aroma and taste of fuck filled my brain.


For the finale, Barry laid Candy’s head in my lap and laid her body out on the front seat, then began screwing my daughter in earnest. I thought placing her head in my lap was a nice touch. I stroked her face while he pounded her cunt. Occasionally, she’d look up at me with those far away eyes. “Oh God, fuck me, Barry. Fuck my pussy. Oh, Mommy, he’s fucking me.”


“I can see that; but on the other hand, I don’t see a thing. I’m not here.”


“Oh yes you are, and you’re watching a guy fuck me. He’s fucking me so good, Mommy. Can I say fuck when I’m getting fucked?”


“Yes, dear.”


“Fuck me harder, Barry. Oh God! Mom…I was easy, wasn’t I?”


“Well…yes, you were.”


“I’m such a slut, aren’t I?”


I knew it would come back to haunt me, but it was clear she wanted to hear me say it. I said, “Any girl that spreads her legs as quickly as you did and goes all the way on the first date is a slut in my book.”


“Yes, I am a slut. Fuck me, Barry. I’m a slut. Oh Yessssss! Ohhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhhhhhh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Oh JESUS!”


My first fuck wasn’t nearly so good. I didn’t even cum. Candy came again shortly after this, and again when Barry pumped her womb full of potent sperm. They dressed on the ride back. We dropped Barry off. Before he got out, he asked Candy to go steady. That kid knew a good thing when he saw it. He had a foxy girl with a sexy mom that picks up and delivers.


I told him that John would not permit Candy to go steady. She could go on chaperoned dates, but not with one guy only. He said no such thing, but Candy needed to sample more seduction techniques. She was ready to jump at his offer. As we left, she said, “You’re not going to tell Daddy what a slut I was, are you.”


“Of course not. He’ll never hear any of this. Besides, you’re not a slut, you just lost control.”


“I was easy. You said so yourself.”


“You were, but that’s because you’re new to this, and Barry was very experienced. If you don’t want to be easy, think about what he did to make you cooperate. Next time, you’ll be on guard.”


“I know why I was easy this time.”


“You do? Why?”


“Because you took my panties off for him.”


“So it’s my fault.”


“I didn’t mean that. I took it to mean that it was okay by you, that you approved what he was doing to me.”


“You read into it, then. I wasn’t thinking along those lines. The panties were coming off. I could see that. It just seemed the thing to do. I took my panties off on my first date, too. I figure just about every girl goes that far.”


“I suppose they do. Did you go all the way like I did?”


“No. I stopped at panties. I think I went all the way on my fourth or fifth date.”


“God, I was easy.”


“Yes, you were, but that doesn’t make you a slut.”


“You thought it did a while ago.”


“I just said what you wanted to hear.”


“You’re pretty smart, Mom. I did want to hear you say it. I don’t know why. It’s crazy, huh? I had a climax right after. Did you notice?”


I burst out laughing, then calmed and said, “Yes, we both noticed. You were as subtle as a monkey staked on an ant hill. You came three times by my count.”


“Right on. Three good ones. Mom…I like sex.”


“So welcome to the human race.”


“I’m glad Dad won’t let me go steady. I almost said yes. There’s lots better guys than Barry. He’ll blab all over, but no one will believe him. They all know you went with us. I kinda hope they do believe. Maybe they’ll stop calling me baby. I thought that bikini would stop it, but it made things worse. You know what they call me, now? Baby Bambi.”


“I like it. The name suits you.”


“Bambi is a whore, Mom. She does it with every guy she sees, and she even did it with a dog at a party. I saw the pictures. Do you still think it suits me?”


She struck a nerve with me. Dogs litter my fantasies, even some I’ve had with Candy. I have a mental image of a big black lab mounting Candy as she walks to the pool in her bikini. That ridiculous excuse for a bathing suit would not stop a determined dog, and the picture always makes me cum. I said, “After what I saw tonight, it still might suit you. Candy, did those pictures actually show the dog’s penis entering the girl’s vagina?”


“Yes, and from close-up. They focused on that, especially. The dog came in her vagina, too. There was a great picture of his penis slipping out and all this creamy stuff flowing out around the tip. It sure was messy.”


“God, I’d love to see those pictures.”


“Gosh, Mom, I thought you’d be shocked. I hope you’re not going to start calling me Baby Bambi, too.”


“I won’t in public, but I think it’s kind of cute. You don’t mind if I call you that in private, do you?”


“Well, not really. Just don’t let Daddy hear you. Everybody in town has heard stories about Bambi.”


“Tell me more about the pictures.”


“Oh, yeah. They did show his penis just before it went into her her vagina. You could tell it was before, because her vagina wasn’t messy.”


“You don’t need to use nice words with me, Baby Bambi. I’ve watched you fuck, remember.”


“Boy, that’s wierd hearing you calling me Baby Bambi. It’s kind of like when you called me a slut. It makes goose bumps on me. I like it.”


“All right, Baby Bambi, tell me about those pictures. I’ll drive around for a while. We’re gettting home kind of early, anyway. Hey, we could drive back out to the lake. It was beautiful there, though I doubt you noticed.”


“That would be weird going parking with my mother. That’s where everybody goes. The place was empty because it was still very early. I doubt it will be empty now.”


“Maybe not. We did pass two cars on the way out. Still, our side windows are tinted, and who says a mother can’t drive out to the lake to talk with her daughter.”


“Well, I suppose we could. Don’t be surprised if the cops check us out. They do that a lot. They get their jollies surprising kids while they’re screwing. They don’t do anything except shine their lights all over them and make everybody get out of the car. I know three girls that had to stand in their headlights totally naked while the cops checked ID’s’. If the girl is under sixteen, they take her home to her folks wearing only a blanket. They did that to Christa Stewart and Penny Fields. They made Penny strip naked in front of a bunch of kids. She was just necking with a guy.”


“I wish you’d told me about that when Barry suggested we go to the lake. Can you imagine if they’d driven up when you were hanging out the window, or shined a flashlight in while Barry was fucking your pussy with your head in my lap? You’re under sixteen, you know, Baby Bambi.”


“I can’t belive how neat it is hearing you call me Baby Bambi and using words like fuck and pussy.”


“I’m glad; now answer my question.”


“I thought it was too early to worry about cops. They won’t waste a trip out to the lake when there’s a good chance no cars will be there. Besides, I could see if any cars were coming, and I had my Mom with me. They wouldn’t take me from you and deliver me to Dad.”


“They might after they put me in jail, Baby Bambi.”


“You don’t have to worry about that. The lake is out of their jurisdiction. They can’t arrest anyone. I heard they caught a man screwing a ten-year-old, his own daughter. They beat him up, and took the girl home, but they couldn’t arrest him. That’s what I heard, anyway. Yeah, let’s do go out to the lake. I like talking to you this way.”


“I don’t want to go out there, now.”


“Mom, we’re just going to be talking. It’s not like we’re going to get naked and play with each other. Boy, wouldn’t that be something if they shined their lights in a car and saw a mother and daughter doing what lezzies do.”


“Just what do lezzies do, Baby Bambi?”


“You know. They lick each others pussies. Didn’t you know that?”


“I knew it, but I didn’t think you did. Baby Bambi is a good name for you. I’m sure Big Bambi licks pussies, doesn’t she?”


“Yes, she does, and I’ve seen those pictures too. After seeing those, I’d let her lick my pussy. Mom…did you ever let a lezzie lick your pussy?”


“No, but I sure wish I had one right now.”


“Do you mean it? Would you really let a girl do that?”


“In a heart beat; wouldn’t you?”


“I did.”


I almost swerved off the road. When I got steady, I looked to her smiling face and said, “You did? Who, when, where, and how? Details, Baby Bambi, I want details.”


“Wow, this really turns you on, doesn’t it?”


“After watching you get your cute little pussy fucked, and after hearing about a dog fucking your namesake, and after all this talk about licking pussy, my pussy would have to be dead and buried not to respond. I’ll go to the lake, now tell me.”


“Do you think my pussy is cute?”


“Baby Bambi, don’t change the subject. And, yes, I think your pussy is cute. You have an adorable pussy. I love shaving it, and I’d probably lick it in a heart beat. Now out with it!”


“Are you serious? You’d actually lick my pussy?”


“Baby Bambi, you’re avoiding the topic.”


“I want to know. Tell me the truth, then I’ll tell you all you want to hear. It’s good, too, really juicy, and you know the girl who did it. You even know her Mother, and her mother put her up to it.”


“Oh, Jesus! You better not be making this up. It’s Judy and Pat Shriver, isn’t it?”


“No way, that dog. I wouldn’t let her sniff my pussy.”


“Karen and June Winslow?”


“Come on, Mom, the holy rollers? I can’t believe you didn’t guess right off.”


“Not Sarah and Gwen.”


“Bingo!”


“Candy, no! Not my best friend. Not with Gwen, she’s only six.”


“So, she has a tongue, and so does Sarah, a nice long, warm, silky-soft tongue.”


“Are you serious? I swear, if you’re making this up, I’ll turn this car around and tell your father what a slut you are.”


Candy laughed, then said, “Go ahead, but it’s true. I’ll swear on a bible. Don’t you want to hear all about it? All you have to do is tell me the truth, the honest truth, not just something you think I want to hear.”


“I swear, Baby Bambi, I’ll lick your pussy for you anytime you want it licked. I’ll lick it right now with all that cum in it. I’ll lick it while you’re taking a piss. I’ll even lick it when it’s on the rag.”


“Oh God! Not while I’m pissing, not while I’m having my period! I don’t belive you. You’re just saying that to hear about Sarah and Gwen. No way would you lick my pussy right now, not with all this sperm oozing out of it. It’s a gooey mess.”


We were in the country, on the lake road. I swerved to the shoulder and braked fast. I threw Candy back on the seat and pried her legs apart, thankful that Barry took her panties as a souveneer. Candy was giggling, straining to look between her legs as my head pressed to her wet beaver and my tongue shot far up her sloppy hole.


She cried out, “Oh, Mom! Oh, Mom! Oh, you shouldn’t stick your tongue up my pussy hole, not after a guy came in there. Oh, shit! You’re eating his cum, aren’t you? Oh, God, Mom, that is so gross!” Candy made a wider spread, heaving up her loins in lewd offering, saying, “Here, is that better? Do you like getting your tongue way inside? Shit, you suck my pussy better that Sarah and Gwen put together. Yeah, clean up the mess so Daddy won’t see sperm in my pussy and find out what a bad job of chaperoning you did.”


Candy was grinding her cunt on my sucking mouth. She even humped my nose after lifting her pelvis and capturing my nose in her hole. I nose-fucked her while licking her asshole. I have never been so turned on in my life. I couldn’t get enough of my face in her crotch, and she couldn’t get enough of her crotch in my face. She wiped her cunt all over my face, and I licked everything that crossed my mouth.


I was on my knees and elbows with one hand in my panties, frigging my cunt to beat the band. I tore the crotch out of my panties. The ripping material alerted Candy to my frigging. She said, “Are you finger-fucking your pussy, Mom?”


“Yes, Baby Bambi!”


“I wish I could see that.”


“I looked up, saw no cars coming, then reversed myself over her after pulling her down the seat. I resumed my cunt sucking and frigged my cunt, right over her face. She pushed my dress up over my ass and up to my tits. I didn’t think a passing car could see my naked ass, so I didn’t worry. I was too gone, anyway. Candy’s fingers joined mine. I had fifteen digits in my hot box. She said, “If Daddy checks my pussy, and finds out my cherry is busted, I’m not taking all the blame. You were supposed to chaperone me.”


I lifted up to say, “He won’t check, but if he does, tell him the truth.”


“He’s checked before.”


“What? Are you telling the truth?”


“Yes, he has checked me ten or twelve times since my birthday. That’s more than once a week.”


My mind raced. “How does he check?”


“How do you think? By putting his thumb way up my pussy hole.”


It was true. John is the only guy I ever knew who uses his thumb more than his fingers. Shit, if he was doing that, I had nothing to worry about. She said, “I’m telling him you pulled my panties off, and I asked you to stop him, begged you to stop him, but you wouldn’t. You even held my legs apart so he could fuck me. That’s the truth.”


I was surprised that the slight pressure I exerted on her leg was even noticed, much less twisted to my holding her legs apart. What the hell. I was feeling generous. I said, “That is the truth, so tell him that if he checks.”


“I hope he checks tonight. I like it when he checks. He checks my pussy real good for a long time. He always makes me cum. Oh God, you’re gonna make me cum, too. Oh yes! Suck my clitty, Mom! Suck it hard!”


Candy made me cum too. We came so hard, we didn’t notice the beam of light shining in through the corner of the windshield on the driver’s side. I did hear, “Bart, get a look at this.”


I sprang off Candy. We both struggled to sitting positions, yanking our clothes in place. A tap at my window froze my heart, and the words, “Police! Step out of the vehicle, now!” That got my heart pumping, and pumping good. I wanted to die. I looked to Candy. She looked to me. “Get out now, or I’m busting the fucking window.”


I opened the door. My only consolation was that we were outside the city limits. They had no right to be ordering me around, and could not arrest me, but in our small town, pissing off the police was not a good idea. I decided to be very friendly. They were men, and we were female. I saw no other options other than to use the famale parts of us to appeal to the male parts of them. They led me and Candy to the rear of our car. One officer left to turn on every light on the squad car, even the flashing blue strobes.


The lights blinded us for a few seconds, but then we faced two smiling police officers, eyeing us up and down. My face was shining wet with Candy’s cunt juices. The sergeant wiped a thumb across my chin, sniffed it, and said, “So, a cunt lapper, huh? You like them young.” Turning to Candy, he said, “How old are you, sweetheart?”


He examind her dry face as she said, “Fifteen, Sir.”


“What’s the matter, don’t you like sucking pussy?” Candy blushed, but remained silent. “You two look alike. You’re not related, are you?”


“She’s my daughter. Look, she lost her cherry tonight. We were talking about it. We were talking about dirty sex and how much fun nasty things are. One thing led to another. She dared me to lick her pussy. What can I say? The kid has a gorgeous pussy, full of sperm, and I love sperm. I’m a woman who likes sex, the dirtier the better. Look at her pussy and tell me you wouldn’t have done the same thing if you were her mother.”


The other officer lifted Candy and set her on the trunk of my car. He peeled back her skirt and drew her legs wide. “Holy, shit, Pete. Look at the snatch on this kid.”


Sergeant Pete looked and felt, fingering her hole. Both officers tested her hole. I came up and opened her top to expose her breasts, saying, “And look at these titties. How can anybody resist a package like this? She’s been long overdue for a fucking. I’m sure you two know Bambi. They call her Baby Bambi.”


Bart said, “So you’re the mother of Baby Bambi. We’ve heard of Baby Bambi, too.” He addressed Pete, saying, “This is the little bitch I told you about who struts her shit down Pecan Street ten times a day. My son calls her Baby Bambi. She likes showing her cunt on the ladder at the pool.”


“Yeah, I remember. Look, Lady Bambi, I don’t suppose you’d mind standing lookout while we take Baby Bambi in the back seat of the squad car, would you?”


“No, please do. It’ll just mean more sperm for me.”


The two officers took turns screwing my daughter while I watched the road and tapped the hood whenever a car approached. One watched from the front seat while the other screwed. They each came twice, and each sampled all three of her holes: mouth, ass, and pussy. When they were done, they placed her back on my trunk to watch me clean her. Candy thoroughly enjoyed my cleaning, but they hurt her pretty badly when they screwed her asshole. Her pussy was sore and raw as well. John wouldn’t need to stick a thumb up her twat. One look said, “This bitch has been screwed in both holes by men with big dicks.”


By the time they released us, the time was after eleven. I had promised John to be back by eleven. We hurried home. Candy was too busy trying to re-apply makeup and make herself presentable to tell her Sarah and Gwen story. I was too shook to appreciate it, and a pussy sucking story was the last thing I wanted to hear. I sucked enough pussy to last me for some time.


Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed sucking Candy’s pussy, even after the officers finished with it. The trouble was, they couldn’t get enough of watching me lick my daughter. I must have licked and sucked her cunt for over an hour, and my jaws ached. My tongue felt swelled up, and I had a difficult time swallowing and talking.


When we walked in, John met us just inside the doorway. “Where the hell were you? You’re forty-five minutes late.”


“I know, John, but we took a drive out to the lake. The moon was full. We lost track of time. There was no phone, so I rushed home.”


“You took them to the lake? Are you nuts, Pam? You took those kids parking.”


“Relax, John, I sat in the car with them the whole time. I never took my eyes off them for a second. Barry behaved like a boy should, and you’d be proud of our little girl. We spent most of that time with two city police officers who were out checking on kids who had no chaperone. They gave Candy a tour of their sqaud car, and they praised the job I did looking out for her the way I was.”


Candy was about to lose it, so I figured I’d better stop before she fell to the floor and burst out laughing. As it was, she strained to hold her laughter in. John said, “What’s with her?”


“She’s just giddy and tired. You run along to bed, Candy. Take a shower first.”


Candy ran to the bathroom, but her run looked awfully odd. John’s eyes followed her. She ran bowlegged and stiff, as though she’d been gang banged in both holes. John said, “Why do I get the feeling that this wasn’t as innocent as you made it sound?”


“I don’t know, John. What do you think happened? Do you think I pulled her panties off for Barry? Do you think I stood watch while the officers took turns screwing her in the squad car? Do you think we’re late because I was out there licking her pussy to get the sperm out so she wouldn’t get pregnant?”


“Shit, Pam, what would make you say such a thing? It just looks like you two are sharing a secret, something funny. It also looks like you picked up something out there—a rash or something. Hold still.”


John took me by the chin and looked close, turning my head from side to side. He was close enough to smell pussy on my breath or on my skin. I had nothing to wash with. I was busted, and I knew it. He released my chin abruptly, then stormed off in search of Candy. I went to the kitchen and poured myself a stiff shot of straight bourbon. I downed that shot, and poured another. I wished I hadn’t been so cute, because now he knew everything. He looked like a ghost when he entered the kitchen.


“You…you…”


“Yes, me, me. Whatever she told you, I’m sure it’s true.” I downed that shot, and filled the shot glass again.


“You watched them screw my daughter. You took her god damn panties off for the kid and held her legs apart. Pam, what the fuck got into you?”


“Nothing, and that’s the god damn problem. Nothing’s been getting into me lately. I’m fucking horny, and ever since she started wearing that damned bikini, I’ve had to shave her twat every other day. Do you know what it’s like to look between that girls legs on a regular basis? Of course you do. You check her hymen almost as regularly. You check the fuck out of it, mister big thumb, Mister bury-my-dick-in-my-daughter’s-ass-cheeks, Mister Jack-off-in-bed-next-to-my-wife-who-is-horny-as-hell-from- watching.” I downed the shot, then slammed down the glass.


John plopped down in a nearby seat. I walked over, ruffled his hair, and said, “I’m going to fuck myself. You can watch, or you can do it for me. If you want, go fuck Baby Bambi. Yes, she likes being called Baby Bambi. She aspires to greatness. She got off to a good start. I saw to that. Don’t use a rubber. I want her baby.”


John climbed in the bed at three in the morning. My head was still buzzing. We faced each other on our sides. I looked past him to check the clock, then said, “How was she?”


“I didn’t use a rubber.”


I smiled, reached for his wet cock, and gave it a gentle squeeze. “This poor thing got quite a workout. I can usually get some response. Her little cunt sucked it dry. She didn’t leave me one sperm cell.”


“I fucked her four times, Pam.”


“In three hours? Isn’t that a personal record?”


“It might be. You’re not angry?”


“Why should I be angry. I asked you to make me a baby; that’s how babies are made.”


“Why didn’t you ask me to make one in you?”


“What, and go through that shit again. No thanks. I just want a baby; I don’t want to have a baby. Don’t look so smug. I don’t care who fathers the kid. I hope it’s you, but why depend on one when there are so many willing sperm doners out there.”


“You want her to be Baby Bambi, don’t you?”


“She is Baby Bambi. She’s been Baby Bambi. We had nothing to do with that; we just speeded things up. I want to get a dog, John, a male black lab. An adult male lab.”


“That’s sick, you know that.”


“I know, but Baby Bambi’s mother wants one. What Baby Bambi’s mother wants, Baby Bambi’s mother gets, or Baby Bambi’s daddy won’t get no more Baby Bambi pussy.”


“Is this dog for you or for Candy?”


“Me, but I’m willing to share.”


“Fine, we’ll get you a dog. You want something besides a dog and a baby. What is it?”


“I want out of my vow of fidelity. I have no one in mind; I just want the right.”


“What about me?”


“You have Baby Bambi. Your vow holds with that one exception. When she leaves the nest, we’ll renegotiate.”


“Fair enough.” We rolled apart and went to sleep.
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John had to work the next day, so I awoke in an empty bed. For a moment, I thought I’d been dreaming, but the sourness in my jaw told me otherwise. My pussy gradually awakened after I awoke. Images from the night before flashed in my mind and tittilated my sleepy twat. The guilt and remorse I should have felt did not materialize. I looked to the clock—ten A.M.. Sarah would be stopping by for coffee. Saturday mornings were reserved for us to get together and catch up our lives. I needed a shower.


The shower never felt better, and my hand-held water wand set on pulse never felt better on my cunt. All through that delightful shower, I thought about Sarah and Candy, wishing I’d at least gotten the gist of the story out of her. All I knew was that Sarah got Candy to let Gwen lick her twat, and Sarah had licked Candy’s twat. I believed Candy, but I had a difficult time picturing Sarah doing the things I tried to imagine. And her little Gwen, sucking a pussy, was too much for my mind.


Sarah and I go back to grade school. We’ve been fast friends ever since. She moved next door to us after she married. I was in the delivery room when Gwen was born. I thought we had no secrets, but then, I never told her about my sex problems with John, or my fantasies about Candy. She doesn’t know I want to have sex with a dog, so I had no right to be pissed about her secrets. Still, seducing my own daughter, her goddaughter, seemed like a serious breach of trust.


As I thought about things, I realized Candy changed suddenly right before her fifteenth birthday. She started dressing in sexier clothes, using make-up, and all she wanted for her birthday were sexy clothes: the bikini, the sexy nightie, mini skirts, French-cut panties. The cock grinding, the shaves, all happened about that time, as did her persistant whining about not being able to date. Everything pointed suspiciously to Sarah. If she seduced Candy about that time, that would explain the changes.


Part of me was angry, but another part was glad that Sarah opened the way to my sexual fulfillment. I was suffering, but too timid to do anything about it. Candy opened me up, put ideas in my head, got John horny again. Realizing that you can’t unfuck something, and after weighing the pros and cons, I decide to simply go with the flow and bury my anger.


I do love Sarah. She’s the dearest friend a person could have, and she is very pretty. We are both petite women, but Sarah has that pixie look that makes her cute. Mine is called full-bodied, sexy, voluptuous cute. She even has a slight turned-up nose, and she wears her dark hair short. Even now, at thirty-three, her body is tight, firm, and wrinkle free. She has delicate features, even delicate feet. She’s my little China doll, and I do love her so.


I would have tried a bi-sexual relationship with her if she’d ever given the slightest hint of interest. We still share clothes. We dress and undress in front of each other. I know her body as well as my own. Hell, we practically grew up in the same house. She was at my house more than I was. We massage each other, did each others hair and nails. We wax each others legs. Shit, we’ve plucked the wild hairs from each other’s twats so they don’t stick out of our bathing suits. If either of us had ever wanted a shaved twat, we would have thought nothing about asking the other to do the honors. Damnit, why, if she wanted to suck or be sucked, didn’t she come to me? There’s that anger again.


A knock on the bathroom door interrupted my toweling. “Pam, you in there?”


“Yes, Sarah. It’s not locked. I’m just getting out of the shower.” The door opened. “Do my back, will you. Do it hard. Get the circulation going for me.”


I turned my back to her and Sarah started right in, warming my skin, making my skin tingle. “What’s the matter? Did you tie one on last night?”


“Three straight shots of bourbon right before bed. Do my legs, too. That feels so good.”


Sarah did the backs, then turned me to face her. She was on her knees. I planted my feet apart. My cunt was less than a foot from her face as she wrapped my right leg and rubbed, going up and down my leg. She said, “What was the occasion?”


Her towel-covered hand kept touching my cunt when she came up, sending delicious waves of pleasure through me. Looking down on her in that position, I could imagine her leaning in to press her mouth to my sex. The thought would have never entered my mind the day before, nor would I have given any thought to her not-so- accidental contacts with my pussy. I was beginning to see her in a new light. I said, “Candy lost her cherry.”


Her face looked up. “What! Are you for real? How?”


“How do you think? A stiff dick ripped it apart.”


“Whose?”


“Some kid named Barry, a junior in her school.”


“Did he rape her?”


“No, but he didn’t ask her permission. He took her.”


“Well, then, he raped her.”


“No, I was right there beside them, holding her legs apart. It wasn’t rape; it was forced intercourse. I know the difference. Remember me? I hold the world’s record.”


It is true. I’ve never cheated on John, but I’ve been raped twenty-eight times in our sixteen-year-marriage, and that’s not counting repeat offenders. All told, counting my late teens, I think there might be over fifty. My own father was the first when I turned sixteen. Half came back and two show up at least twice a year or more.


I don’t call them rapes, because none were violent. All, however, forced their way on me. I’ve been slapped, and getting my clothes torn off is par for the course. I fight hard each time, but I always end up humping back. I never reported the first. After the fifth, I thought there was something about me that drove them to it.


Sarah thought so too. She says I send a signal, a scent, like a bitch in heat. It drives men crazy. They can’t help themselves.


I believed her, but thought John must be immune to the scent I gave off. John only knows of a few assaults, the ones I couldn’t hide, the ones that wrecked the bedroom or left bruises on me, bite marks on my inner thighs, that sort of thing. If he knew how many there were, he might not buy the scent theory. I keep quiet and take many showers.


Sarah said, “Pam, is this a joke?”


“No, it’s no joke. John decided he’d let her date if I chaperoned. I didn’t want the job, so I promised the kids I’d be a ghost. I swore I wouldn’t interfere, or tell anyone what they did. That little fucker held me to my word. All I could do was sit there and watch while he screwed the shit out of her.”


Sarah’s rubbing was staying high, going from leg to leg, keeping my cunt excited in the process. Her rubbing was not accidental. Sarah was turned on, and she was trying to stimulate me as well. She said, “This is too much, Pam. You set yourself up for that. You said you held her legs apart. How does a ghost do that?”


“Actually, he pinned her left leg between my lap and the steering wheel. He held the other one. That freed his hand to guide his cock into her wide open pussy. There wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it but watch his dick sink deeper and deeper.”


“Holy shit! And you watched?”


“How could I not? Anyway, the kid is a natural. She took to screwing like a field mouse. She’ll be impossible to stop now that she knows how good it feels. I’m sure as hell not going to try. I’m not putting her on the pill, either.”


“For heaven’s sake, why not?”


“Because, I’d like a baby.”


“So, make one. Get off the pill. It’s easy, or did you forget how?”


“I don’t want to have one; I just want one.”


“That’s pretty kinky, Pam. It’s like you’re breeding her.”


“What’s wrong with that? She’s my kid. If you can find a way to derive pleasure from your kid, I say go for it.”


“Pam, I’ve never heard you talk like this. You said pleasure like sexual pleasure. That doesn’t sound like you at all.”


“I’m falling in love with that towel, Sarah.”


“Oh, sorry. I guess my mind isn’t on my work.”


“No, don’t stop now. You started it. The least you can do is finish.”


“We have turned over a new leaf, haven’t we? Here, is this better.”


Sarah placed the towel over the edge of her hand and began sawing the soft cotton through my cunt crack, applying the perfect upward pressure on my clit. “Oh yes. Do that. Keep doing that.”


“Do you want to stop talking until you get off?”


“No, lets talk. I want this to last, if you don’t mind.”


“It’s fine by me. So, did you get off on this thing with Candy?”


“Yes. I shave her pussy every other day, Sarah. The little bitch is driving me crazy. If you ever saw that spread, you’d want it too. She could turn you into a cunt lapper, Sarah. I stay horny. Watching that cunt take a big cock was the ultimate.”


“I’ll bet. Are you saying her pussy turns you on?”


“That’s what I’m saying. Sarah…I sucked her cunt last night.”


“Oh Jesus!” Sarah threw down the towel, grabbed my ass, and pulled her face into my snatch. She got a lip-lock on my clit that sent electric shock waves coursing through my body. I grabbed her head to steady myself and exploded in orgasm, humping my cunt in her face. Sarah stayed with my wild gyrations, then licked at my weeping cunt hole afterward. I placed one foot on the toilet to give her better access to my hole, tilting up my pelvis and spreading the lips with my fingers.


Sarah sucked me dry, licked my fingers, then looked up, saying, “I’ve been wanting to do that for a long time.”


“Yes, it would appear so. You’re very good.”


Sarah stood, drying her face, “Thanks. Now what?”


“Well, I’m not going to divorce my husband and marry you if that’s what you’re thinking.”


She laughed and said, “Shucks. No, I mean, is this a one time thing, or are we expanding our relationship? I’m all for it if you are.”


“I’m game. Is this your way of asking for equal time?”


“No, you don’t need to do me unless you want to. I’d be happy if this was one-sided.”


“It might be. I’m not really into eating pussy. Candy is the exception.”


“That’s fine. If you couldn’t tell, I love eating pussy.”


“Let me introduce you to my daughter, then.”


“We’ve met. You know, don’t you?”


“Yes, and I’m pissed that you didn’t confide in me.”


“I’m sorry, Pam, but how do you tell your best friend that you’re sucking her daughter’s cunt for her every chance you get?”


“I know. I’m not really pissed. I’m hurt. I thought we could share anything.”


“We can now. Relationships evolve that way. I’m sure there’s still things you can’t share with John. Bill doesn’t know I suck pussy. Our relationship goes beyond our marriages. That’s good.”


“You’re right. Sarah, I want to fuck a dog, and John is getting me one. John’s fucking Candy with my blessing, and I can fuck around now. I want Candy to be the biggest whore in town. There, that’s everything.”


“All right. I guess it’s my turn. You might want to sit down.”


“Wait, if this is going to be lengthy and juicy, lets go into the bedroom. I’d like to get comfortable.”


When we entered my bedroom, I shut and locked the door, then climbed on the bed. I placed the pillows behind my back and sat back with my legs wide. I asked Sarah to get undressed and stand by the bed where I could watch her playing with herself while I played with myself. When we were both in position, I said, “Okay, out with it.”


“I taught Gwen to suck pussy, and we suck each other.”


“I knew that, but I love it. Oh yes! This is going to be great. More.” “I have fucked a dog, several.”


“Oh, God, yes. I love it! You fucking bitch. More!”


“I’ve been fucking John for the past eight years, and I fuck guys whenever I think I can get away with it.”


I stopped suddenly and sat up. “What? You? John? That bastard. So you’ve been keeping him satisfied. Fuck!” My head hit the pillow. “Is there more?”


“I screwed your father, Pam.”


I shook my head to clear the webs. Everything she said stunned me. I didn’t know where to start. Finally, I said, “Are you still fucking John?”


“Well, yes. Last Thursday. I’m sorry. I can’t help myself. If John wants it, I can’t refuse.”


“Shit! He’ll want it. When did you fuck my dad?”


“All through high school. Actually, it didn’t stop there. We fucked last year.”


“Ranger. You were fucking Ranger, weren’t you? You fucked my dog.”


“Yes, and you almost caught us.”


“Damnit, I did catch you. All these years, I thought I dreamed it. You fucked him in my closet when you spent the night. That wasn’t a dream.”


“That is where we did it in the beginning, but I was talking about a time in the garage. You walked right past us. We were beside the refrigerator. You’re dad did catch me, and that’s when he started screwing me. I was thirteen at the time.”


“You told me you were a virgin until senior prom.”


“I lied. Your mom caught me screwing Ranger lots of times, but she never told on me. After the first time, she just told me to be more careful. I was more careful, except when it was just her and me in the house.”


“My mother saw you screwing Ranger and just said be more careful. That doesn’t surprise me, the bitch!”


“She got off on it, but that shouldn’t surprise you either. I’d strip naked in front of her and we’d do it while she watched and frigged herself off. She’d call me when the coast was clear. I let her do everything. She stripped me, positioned me, guided his cock, cleaned me afterwards, and played with my body for hours. She taught me to eat pussy, and ate mine. She knew about me and your dad. She watched us fuck. She liked watching us. I could never have kept my secrets from you without their help.”


“Sarah, you’re blowing my mind. If this is a joke, it isn’t funny.”


“It’s no joke. I’m not laughing. I’m trying to come clean.”


“You’re a slut, Sarah. How could I know you for so long and not know that?”


“I don’t know, but you’re right, I am a slut. I guess that ends our friendship, huh?”


“Don’t be stupid. I need a slut friend now more than ever.”


“Oh, thank god! I thought it was over between us. I felt like dying. I’ve dreaded this day for twenty years.”


“Relax. Now we can elevate our relationship to higher levels. There’s no secrets at all between us…is there?”


“I’m afraid there is. I saved the biggest for last.”


“Oh, shit. What is it?”


“You’re going to think I’m sick if I tell you.”


“I think you’re sick already. You are one sick puppy, Sarah, but you’re my sick puppy. I won’t put you to sleep; I promise. I have a soft spot in my heart for sick puppies. Now, what is it?”


“Pam, I’m the reason you get raped so much.”


“WHAT! You? How? Why?”


“I don’t know why. I hate myself for doing it, but as for the how, that’s easy. I just tell a guy you like being forced, that you have a rape fantasy. I prove that I’m your best friend. I show him all of the personal stuff I have of yours. My room is a shrine to you; you know that. Once they believe that I’m not setting them up, that I’m trying to help you realize your fantasy, they are eager to help. I simply convince them to remain in character before, during, and after. It works.”


“Christ. You owe me three or four wardrobes of clothes, bitch.”


“Let me pick them out, and I’ll pay up.”


“Screw you. I can imagine what you’d have me wear. Are you going to keep doing this?”


“I can’t stop. I’ve tried, believe me, I’ve tried.”


“Well you haven’t had trouble lately, when I could have used a good forced fuck. If you’re going to keep my husband satisfied, you could have seen to it that I got some too. Why the dry spell? It has been over a year since I’ve been screwed.”


“I know. Three-hundred and ninety-two days without cock.”


“You’ve kept track?”


“I cut you off.”


My mind was numb. “But why?”


“I don’t know why. I’m sick. I’m torturing you.”


“No shit! But I want to know why. What are you getting out of it?”


“Pleasure. I get to control your sex life. I wanted you good and horny for when I got the courage to make my move on you. I seduced Candy to break the ice and get you thinking about pussy. I started working on her on day one. She wasn’t easy. She doesn’t have a gay bone in her body, and talk about innocent. You should have seen her face the first time I showed her pictures of dogs screwing girls.”


“Jesus, that was you with the pictures.”


“Yes, she’s seen everything from gays butt fucking, to orgy flicks. And she’s seen a flood of lezzie stuff. Hell, I even trained Gwen just to break the ice with Candy. When you babysit a kid that hounds you to suck on your clit, sooner or later, you’re going to give in. She gave in three months ago, and she started letting me do it two months ago. Things moved rapidly after that. I made her want to be Baby Bambi. I suppose you’ve heard about Bambi?”


“Yes. What is your connection with Bambi?”


“I met her at a party. We talked. We ate each other. We’re still close. Candy met her at my place. That’s where she saw her first live fuck. She watched her daddy screwing the town whore. He didn’t know he was being watched.”


“That bastard. So, now that I’m being a good girl, do I get my prize? Can I have some cock, now?”


This hit a nerve with Sarah. She started finger fucking herself unabashedly, and said, “Not yet. I’ll decide when.”


She was really into this control thing. She actually believed she could decide who and when I screwed. I had a desire to play along, but, like I said, the scenario has to be believable for me to get off on it or buy into it. I couldn’t resist saying, “Don’t you think I’m capable of getting my own cocks. I have a license to screw now, no more marital vows, remember?”


“If you do, I’ll get angry. I can have you hurt, hurt bad. It’s all in the instructions I give your rapist, and I know several that will do exactly as I tell them. I can have your tits cut with razors. I can have you whipped in your cunt. Have you ever had a cigar put out on your nipples, or needles shoved into your asshole? I don’t want to hurt you, but I can. I’m sick, Pam. Please don’t make me hurt you.”


The color drained from my face. I knew she would do it, too. I’ve been hurt before, and I’m not into pain. Suddenly, I realized, she did control my sex life. Suddenly, my clit began to throb. She could see in my expression that I knew she was right, and that knowledge drove her on. She was frigging herself harder, staring hard at me with a victorious grin. I knew some verbal sign of my surrender and acceptance would push her over the edge. I didn’t need to pretend. I surrendered and accepted. I said, “You win, Sarah. I’ll behave. Please don’t hurt me. I’ll do whatever you want.”


“Oh! Yesssss! You will! You know you will. You’re mine, Pam. Everything that’s yours is mine. Ohhhh! Yessssss!”


She fell forward on the bed with her head on my belly. I laid my hand on her cheek and softly stroked it. Slowly, her eyes turned up. She smiled and said, “I love you, Pam. I’ll be good to you, but you better never cross me, or I’ll be bad to you.”


“I know, Sarah. I think I understand, now. Everything has led up to this, hasn’t it?”


“From the time we were kids, I’ve dreamed of this day. I wanted to own you and everything you own. It’s all mine, now, even Candy. She’ll do whatever I say. I special ordered that bikini you bought. I put her pussy on public display. Don’t think for one minute that she liked walking to and from the pool wearing that thing. And going up that ladder with all those kids under her was shear torture for her, especially after I made her request the shave.


“She’s really shy about her body. I go to the pool every chance I get to make sure she shows everything. When she climbs out of the water after jumping off the high dive, she climbs out with her tits and pussy exposed. Everyone gathers to watch her slowly recover, starting with her tits.”


“How can she get away with that at a public pool?”


“I had to fuck the parks administrator and the senior life guard to get them to turn a blind eye on Candy’s act. You’ve got to see it for yourself, Pam. She blushes every time she has to stand on the deck with her pussy and tits showing.”


“I can imagine. How long does it take her to get straight, and how many people are close by?”


“I’d say it takes a full three minutes to cover everything. She has a procedure she must follow. The jump skews the material. The top gets forced above her tits. The bottoms are worn loose, so they rise up. First, she has to untie the bottoms and let them fall to the ground. Next, she reaches back and unties the top.”


Are you telling my daughter gets naked…in public?”


“Absolutely. Not a stitch on her, and with her pussy shaved bald. She stands stark naked while she arranges the top. She then puts the triangles on her tits, leanes back, and ties the bow in back. Then, she bends with her feet apart and picks up the bottoms. She steps in the leg loop, then adjusts the material in place, making sure the crotch string runs outside her cunt lips. That’s when she’s ready to climb the ladder and start the process all over again.”


“She does that all day?”


“She makes a series of three jumps, then breaks for an hour. She may walk home, but she can’t stay gone more than one hour. Each day, she does maybe eight shows. I’d say eighty people, mostly guys, are in the dive area, but another eighty watch from poolside, catching glimpses between the gawkers. You’d be surprised how few complaints there have been. None recently. She’s going to start getting fucked in the pool. Goggle sales should skyrocket.”


“Have you cleared that with the authorities?”


“Yes, everything is set. Would you like to watch?”


“Yes, I think I would, but won’t that look suspicious? A mother wouldn’t sit still for that?”


“Her mother will. You’re the mother of Baby Bambi. Half the town already thinks you’re sick for letting her go around like that. Wait till they see you in the pool wearing goggles in your bikini. Yes, I’ve got one for you, and it makes Candy’s look conservative. You can start shaving your twat. Your cunt is going on display. And start doing breast exercises. I’ve noticed the start of a sag developing. You’ll be getting a tit job soon, but work on them anyway. You’re going to have double D’s’.”


“Really? Who’s paying?”


“You are. The cost is three grand, but John has it set aside.”


“You’ve covered every angle, haven’t you?”


“No stone unturned. I learned the art when we were kids. Your mom, dad, and I were a team. He didn’t want to rape you, in case you carry any hard feelings. He had to do it, or I would have cut him off. He only screwed you when I told him to.”


“I never held a grudge about Dad. I could tell he was fighting an internal struggle, but Mom’s actions bothered me a lot. She walked in on us so many times, and pretended nothing was happening, I just knew she had to be in on it and probably put him up to it. When I got pregnant the first time, and she wouldn’t hear of an abortion, then, after suffering the humiliation of being pregnant in my sophomore year, staying in school, and delivering the baby, she gives it up for adoption as though it were a turd I passed. I’ve carried that grudge. I suppose you put her up to that.”


“Of course. She wanted to keep the kid. I wouldn’t hear of it. Three pregnancies in three years, and each carried to term, each given away. That was my crowning achievment. That took some doing, but she was hooked on my tongue and watching me fuck Ranger. I had to cut her off for three months before she bagan to cooperate. It was a struggle each time I upped the ante. Do you remember the time she cleaned your room while you were getting fucked on the bed?”


“Do I? I still fantasize that scene. I think that’s the time I got pregnant.”


“Don’t think that came easy for her. She went six months without sex from me or your dad before she caved in. It killed her to watch you getting screwed by your father against your will, without protection, knowing you were between periods, knowing you’d get pregnant. You can imagine what changing your sheets while you were on them getting your cunt plowed did to her.”


“Did to her? What about me? Can you imagine what that was like, knowing he was going to cum in my pussy when I knew I was fertile, after I told him I was ovulating, with Mom standing right there? Can you imagine how involved she had to get to accomplish a change of bedding? The American Nursing Federation should award her a medal. I didn’t think it was possible to change sheets with a person in the bed, much less two people screwing. She did it. We had a hard time looking each other in the eye after that, I’ll tell you.”


“Yes, but it sure broke the ice, huh?”


“No shit! After that, she’d pull up a chair. Getting my pussy wiped and washed after sex didn’t seem so out of character. Having to wear a pussy plug to hold Dad’s sperm inside came as no surprise. I never did adjust to having her minister to my cunt, and I certainly didn’t take to having my cunt shaved bald like Candy did. I still feel that terrible itch when she’d let it go for three or four days. Oh, and PE, the humiliation I suffered in those showers—belly out to here with a shaved pussy.”


“Oh, yes, that was exquisite. Girls can be so cruel, can’t they?”


“Fuck yes! Blabbing it all over school, stealing my panties, taking pictures and spreading them all over school. Everyone knew what I looked like naked.”


“How about the time they held you spread eagled on the floor and stuck a banana up your cunt, and you just about ready to drop the first kid. That made a nice picture.”


“I suppose you were behind that, too?”


“It was my camera, my film, and my banana. I picked the biggest I could find, but it went right in, peel and all.”


“And I never suspected you behind any of this. You were always there for me, being a friend, my only friend.”


“What are friends for?”


“Well, I’m glad this is all out. I still think you’re the best friend I ever had. I do love you, Sarah, in spite of your sickness. Maybe because of it. You’ve controlled my sex life from the very start. It’s only natural you should continue. Is there anything else I should know?”


“Let me think. No, nothing big. I screwed every guy you ever dated, but that’s no big deal? There weren’t that many.”


“You know, you’ve screwed everything around me but me. If I touch it, you want to screw it.”


Sarah laughed and said, “That’s true. I’ll bet a shrink could put a name on that condition.”


“Shrink hell, I already did. You’re a slut.”


“Yeah, but I’m sure there’s a type of slut with a latin name.”


“How about slutius gluttonus?”


“Yeah, that’s me. It will be you, too, before I’m through. I have big plans for you, Pam. You’ll like some, and hate some, but you’ll endure as you always have. I hope you like tattoos and body piercing. I’m into it. Not for me, you understand, but you will look like a landscape painting with rings and gold chains hanging from everthing delicate. I intend to tattoo you from your neck to your toes, front, back, and everything between. Especially between. Don’t even think about trying to stop me. I’ll have your clit removed with a dull knife, and Candy will be weilding the knife. I love you, Pam, but you’re mine to do with as I please. Accept it.”


My heart stopped beating, but the idea of Candy cutting off my clit got it going again. I think Candy would do it, and I think John, my mother, and my father would hold me down. What could I say? I bowed my head and said, “Please, don’t hurt me, Sarah. I love you. I’ll be your canvas, and I’ll wear anything you pierce me with. My body belongs to you. My daughter belongs to you. Everything I own belongs to you. It always has. My life is in your hands.”


“I know, Pam. I’m glad you know. One day, I’m going to take that too. That day is a long way off, but I can’t bear the thought of you growing old. I will kill you myself, slowly, carefully, over days, then I will skin you. You will suffer for me, suffering pain you can’t possibly imagine. Your agony will be your final gift to me. Your painted and ornamented skin will adorn my bedroom and complete my shrine.”


I fainted.


    The End
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    “Ballsie Fuckers” By Phil Phantom


Lucy said, “Honey, we have to talk. I did something pretty bizarre today, and it involves Sharon.”


“Something bizarre that involves Sharon? What did you do, make her Barbie Dolls anatomically correct?”


“Very funny. I wish it were that mild; besides, Sharon hasn’t played with Barbie dolls in years. Wayne, you’d better sit down and get a grip.”


Wayne sat at the table with his wife, Lucy, his face now taking on a serious countenance. “What is it, Lucy?”


Lucy took a deep breath, then said, “I jerked a man off in Sharon’s vagina.”


Wayne shot up from his chair, standing over Lucy. He shouted, “You did what?”


“It’s true, Wayne, but it’s not as bad as it sounds.”


Wayne took a deep breath and said, “If it’s not as bad as it sounds, I gotta hear this.”


Wayne retook his seat. Lucy sat up straight and said. “I took her for her first pelvic exam.”


“Oh no, Lucy. You didn’t take her to that quack twat doctor of yours, did you?”


“He’s not a quack. He’s a real doctor, and he’s my doctor. Why wouldn’t I take her to him?”


“Because she needs a real pelvic exam, not a finger-fucking, tittie-nibbling, clit-sucking game of Doctor and Nurse.”


“She got a real exam.”


“And a twat full of sperm, evidently.”


“All right, but that was partly my fault. I got caught up in what he was doing to her. Sharon was turned on like no thirteen-year- old girl ever was. Before I realized it, Dr. Langdon was stroking his naked cock and moving between her legs. The next thing I know, I’ve got him by the cock and I’m stroking it for him. The rest is history. It just sorta happened.”


“It just sorta happened? You never told me you were in the habit of playing with the doctor’s cock. You’ve been having an affair with him, too, haven’t you? He’s your god damn steady lover, isn’t he?”


“No he’s not. I don’t have a steady lover and don’t want one. The main reason I sleep around is for the variety. This was the first time he ever exposed himself. All I ever did with Dr. Langdon was lie still and let him get me off. That’s all he ever tried to do. I’ll tell you this much, though, if I’d ever seen his cock, I’d have begged him to fuck me. Furthermore, if he pulls that cock out on my next visit, I’m leaving that office with a messy pussy.”


“Is that supposed to be a threat?”


“No, Wayne, but I am being honest. I don’t threaten you with my affairs. What would be the point? I mean it, Wayne, Doctor Langdon has the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen, either in real life or pictures. He had me in a trance, Sharon too. She watched me jack him off in her twat and didn’t bat an eye about it. I’d like her to continue seeing Dr. Langdon with me, but I want you to be aware. I’ve made more appointments, but if you find this too upsetting, I’ll cancel.”


Wayne was back to running fingers through his hair, a clear sign of deep, confused, and conflicting thought. Lucy let him think for a while, then said, “Well, shall we keep the appointments?”


“You know he’ll want to fuck her. These won’t be jerkoffs.”


“He was going to fuck her this afternoon. I grabbed his cock to prevent him. At least, that was my intention. Jerking him off was a compromise. Still, he managed to get four inches up her twat. I only had six inches to work with, but that did the job.”


“He has a ten-inch cock?”


“At least, but ten-inch cocks aren’t all that uncommon. He’s also thick. I could just barely touch my longest finger nail to my thumb nail.” Lucy made an “O” with her curled fingers and showed Wayne, saying, “That’s how thick the shaft is, and the head is the size of a small apple. And you should see his balls. This is no exageration. His balls would not fit in your coffee mug. Just one of his balls filled my cupped hand. I’ve never seen a man with such balls.”


“That’s a fucking under statement. How in the hell did little Sharon take anything that big.”


“Remember, she’d been dilated with a vaginal speculum earlier, and she was slippery and slimy from all the fingering she took. To get the head past her vaginal ring, he squeezed all the blood out and quickly got the deflated head in before it re-inflated. That was one tight fit, let me tell you. He had to wait for his dick to go soft before he could pull out. They say humans can’t get locked up, but they were locked up. He’d have sucked her pussy out trying to pull out with a hardon.”


“Damn, I’d sure like to see something like that.”


“I wish you could have seen it, Wayne, I really do. That little girl of ours is not only the cutest thing in skirts, she’s a sexual dynamo with an incredible pussy. Her nipples stand out a good inch from her tit mounds when she gets turned on. Her nipples were standing tall the whole time she was lying on that table. And, by the way, we had her buck-assed naked.”


“Oh Jesus. God, I would have loved to see that. That girl has a body like no thirteen-year-old should. Those tits of hers drive me crazy. I can just imagine what her pussy looks like. Tell me, Lucy. What does it look like?”


“I knew you’d come around once your dick got hard. Wayne, this is no lie, I have never seen a pussy like Sharon’s. If you think her boobs developed quickly, you should see her twat. She has a twat that looks like it belongs on a fully grown woman. On her tiny frame, her pussy looks positively obscene, especially when you can see her tits too. It’s as if some mad doctor transplanted the tits and pussy from a Playboy model and stuck them on a little girl’s body. That fucking cunt of hers had my mouth watering, and I never took an interest in cunt before today.”


“Tell me how it looks.”


“You’ll see it soon enough, but to satisfy your curiosity, she has fine light hairs that are barely noticible. Her outer labia lips are like halves of a small banana. The inner lips are long and hang outside the outer lips like petals on a red orchid. Her clit is bigger than mine, if you can believe that, and hangs naturally outside her cunt lips, even when standing with her legs together. With her legs spread wide, that clit of hers stands up like a little boy’s cock.”


“I knew it; I just knew it. I knew that kid had a dynamite pussy between her legs.”


“Her hole looks small compared to the rest of her twat. The inside is bright pink and glistens in the light. That hole easily took three of Langdon’s fingers before he used the speculum, then snapped back to its former shape as soon as he extracted the instrument. Langdon told her she had the most remarkable vagina he’d ever seen, and he knows pussy.”


“I’ll give him that much.”


“What I saw was the perfect specimen of a vagina locked in copulation with the perfect penis specimen. They were locked up for ten minutes following ejaculation. I felt like I needed to turn a garden hose on them, though making them separate was the last thing on my mind. There is no way I will prevent them from getting it on good and proper the next time. I’ll hold her down for him if I have to, but I won’t have to. I may have to drag her out of there, though. Well, what’s your answer? Shall we breed our daughter to the good doctor?”


“You know, you could have phrased that better. I’m having a difficult time with this as it is. I don’t want her getting fucked; I sure as hell don’t want her getting pregnant.”


“Sorry, but it’s the truth. He won’t use protection, but you needn’t worry about her getting pregnant. He can take care of any pregnancy. He IS a doctor, you know. I’m sure he just wants the thrill of knocking her up. You gotta admit, breeding our young daughter to a perverted doctor does make the act more interesting.”


“Interesting? I’d say more perverted.”


“Yes, but that is more interesting. He’ll probably let her go past the first trimester, and most likely wait until she starts showing. Picture that, Wayne. Our little Sharon with a plump round belly and even bigger tits.”


Lucy could see she had Wayne picturing. A wry smile formed without him being aware. He finally looked at her and said, “That’s a picture, all right.”


“If you want a better picture, imagine her adorable pussy with a man’s sperm pouring out of her pretty pink hole and running down her little legs. Sharon rode home with Langdon’s sperm running down her legs. Believe me, that sight was hard not to discuss.”


“How could you not talk about it?”


“She didn’t want to talk, so I didn’t say anything. I figured, she’d talk when she was ready.”


“I’m trying to picture this scene. Wasn’t she at all shy about her condition?”


“She lost all shyness in the office. She didn’t even appear self-conscious. You know how Sharon will sometimes sit like a cowboy in Levis when she wears a dress. Well, she rode like that in the car. I could barely keep my eyes on the road.”


“Did she notice you staring?”


“Yes, constantly. I couldn’t stop myself. The man cums like a fucking horse. Just walking from his office to the car had the inside of her legs saturated clear to her heels. She left pecker tracks all the way to the car. That was because she was barefoot, carrying her shoes and socks. The doctor wanted to watch me walk her to the car that way. Wayne, you never saw anything so erotic in your life. If you’d been there, you’d have cum in your pants.”


“Shit, Lucy, I’m about to cum in my pants just hearing you tell about it. How did Sharon take all this? The kid must be traumatized.”


“Bullshit. She’d return in a blink. She’s not ready to talk about what happened, but she loved every second, even the ride home, especially the ride home. After Langdon came in her pussy, while he waited to soften, I toyed with her clit. She was up on her elbows watching me play with her pussy with that huge cock plugging her. I brought her off twice. The way she was sitting in the car, she seemed to be begging for some more attention to be paid to her hot little pussy, so I reached over and pushed her skirt up in her lap.”


“She must have freaked when you did that.”


“Shit no. She remained perfectly still, even when I reached between her legs and began playing with her sloppy twat. She didn’t even cringe or shy away when I pulled up alongside a big rig and stayed alongside him. The horny trucker was half hanging out the window, wanting us to follow him. I unbuttoned her dress, pushed her bra over her tits, and showed him the rest of her.”


“Did she try to hide?”


“Not a bit. If anything, she stuck her chest out and widened her knees. The bitch was in heat, Wayne. She was hoping I’d follow him.”


“God, I love it. Tell me more!”


“I took sperm from her pussy and applied it to both nipples. Those nipples got hard and shiny. They’d vibrate when I flicked my fingers over them. That crazy trucker damn near ran over us, so I pulled away and lost him. She stayed like that all the way home, and I fingered her all the way home, too.”


“And she never wanted to talk about what happened?”


“Nope, not a word was said. She did not go straight to the bathroom as I expected; she went straight to her bedroom. She’s been in there for over an hour.”


“She’s still in there?”


“Yes. She finally went to the bathroom just before you came home, but went right back to her bedroom. She’s in there masturbating. I know she is.”


“How do you know she isn’t in there crying?”


“Because I passed her in the hall, and the look in her eyes told me all I needed to know. We exchanged self-conscious smiles. We’ve both been masturbating since we got home, and we both saw that in each others eyes. Trust me, she’s not crying.”


Wayne ran his fingers through his hair and sat back in his chair, saying, “Wow, I don’t know what to say. I can’t believe you’re not concerned about Sharon getting pregnant?”


“I knew she wasn’t ovulating. We’d established her cycle during the opening questions. Besides, I figured if he got her pregnant, he could certainly fix it. Abortions are an outpatient office procedure. He wasn’t worried, so I figured why should I sweat it. He is out to get her pregnant, though. That’s why I need to discuss this with you. He set her up with five appointments starting next Monday. They run each day till Friday. That spans her ovulation period. His intention is clear, Wayne. He wants her pregnant.”


“Did you agree to those appointments?”


“Hell yes. I’d love to get her pregnant. If it were up to me, I’d let it go to term. We can always give the kid up for adoption, but think of the fun we’d have nursing her through a full pregnancy. Can’t you picture that kid with a belly like a beach ball, waddling around this house with her big tittes jiggling and leaking mother’s milk?”


“Does Sharon know about these appointments?”


“She stood right beside me at the receptionist desk while I made them. This was on the way out, so she stood with cum leaking out of her twat.”


“And she didn’t say anything?”


“I keep telling you, she didn’t say a word from the time Langdon began playing with her pussy. Even when we passed in the hallway, just a few minutes ago, she didn’t say anything. She understood the significance of that time frame. He told her she’d be ovulating by next Wednesday. And another thing, her appointments are set for after hours, way after hours, from eight to ten PM. You can’t get more plain than that. Sharon knows she has an appointment to get pregnant. I’m certain of it.”


“You’re right; she’s no dummy.”


“Yes, and I’m sure she’d appreciate her daddy rubbing lotion on her belly and titties to avoid stretch marks. You’d do that for your little girl, wouldn’t you, Wayne?”


The wheels were turning. Wayne said, “If she wanted it done, I’d do a damn good job.”


“She’d want it done, I can assure you, and she’d lie tits-up on your lap for the service, in the nude, with her legs wide apart. I can see to it. Work with me, Wayne.”


“Okay, I’m willing to set aside my misivings if Sharon is willing to go to those appointments with no pressure from you or Doctor Longdong. And another thing, when she starts showing to where people start noticing, he yanks that bastard out.”


“And you talk about my phrasing.”


“You know what really burns my ass about this whole situation with Dr. Longdong? It’s getting a bill for your monthly foreplay sessions. I mean, it’s bad enough that he fondles my wife, but then you leave so horny that you end up fucking the first guy you meet. You stay out all night, leaving me to cook supper and try to explain your whereabouts to Sharon. In the morning, assuming you came home at all, I wind up doing the breakfast and seeing her off to school. And then there’s the times you stumble in half drunk and reeking of sex with Sharon getting ready for school. For that, I get a bill for fifty bucks sent to my office. The mother fucker has balls, Lucy, he’s got big balls.”


“Yes, and you always pay him promptly, and I do appreciate that. Look, that’s my one vice that costs us money, and it’s worth every penny, to me, anyway. Besides, Dr. Langdon gets such a charge out of charging and sending the bills to you.”


“Yeah, well he’d better not charge me for Sharon’s appointments. I’ll be damned if I’ll pay that ballsie cock-sucker to screw my daughter. And I’ll be double damned if I’ll pay him to knock her up.”


“He will charge you for those appointments, Wayne. We discussed the fees. Since her appointments are after hours, they’ll be time and a half, and they are two hour appointments. That’s $150.00 per appointment.”


“Jesus Christ, Lucy! That’s $750.00. He’s insane if he thinks I’ll pay that. I should be sending him a bill for you and Sharon.”


“You’ll pay his fee, Wayne. We both want this to go down. If you won’t admit it, I will. Dr. Langdon is performing a service that we both want. He’s a professional. We’re going to pay the bill.”


“Shit, if I know Langdon, he’ll probably bill us for the abortion, too.”


“I expect him to, and we’ll pay that bill as well.”


“What a fucking racket. He gets paid to knock ‘em up, then gets paid to unknock ‘em. What balls!”


Lucy smiled, came over, and gave Wayne a big kiss. She then said, “You’re the best husband and father any wife and daughter ever had. You didn’t even ask me to get on the pill, even though you know I’m going to let that horny doctor fuck me every chance I get. You have no idea how much that turns me on. I just love a man that is so secure with his manhood that he can let his wife sleep around and not even be concerned that she may conceive and deliver another man’s child. Wayne, you have never been sexier in my eyes. I feel like letting you fuck me without using a rubber.”


Wayne ran his fngers through his hair all through Lucy’s bizarre declaration, but when it came time to speak, he said, “Really, no fucking rubber? I hate those fucking things. It’s been years since I had a raw piece of ass.”


Lucy kissed his nose and purred, “Yes, I know, and I do feel for you, but you know what would really turn me on like gangbusters?” Wayne shook his head. “If you wore one anyway knowing full well that the men I sleep with don’t, and the doctor will get it raw every fucking time. I just can’t bring myself to ask a lover to wrap his dick in plastic before fucking my horny pussy. Asking a man to wear a rubber is an insult to his virility and would spoil everything, but you understand that completely.”


“Do you mean to tell me that the guys you’ve slept with didn’t have to wear a rubber?”


“No, of course not, silly. I thought you knew. Maybe you’re not as cool as I thought. No wonder you never pitched a fit. You thought I was protected.”


“I knew some didn’t, but I never thought none did. I’m not pissed about it, just a little surprised, that’s all. I mean, that’s pretty risky. After all, you’re the one that doesn’t want any more children.”


“Wayne, I said I didn’t want us to have any more children. If I got pregnant during an adulterous affair, it’s a whole different ball game. Carrying another man’s child to term, then raising that child as one of our family; well, that would be so…so erotic, so nasty, dirty, and wicked. That child wouldn’t be another mouth to feed. She or he would be a love child. Just lying next to you in bed with another man’s child growing in my womb would keep me hot and horny. Having a child around the house that looked nothing like you would be even better—a constant reminder of my infidelity.”


Wayne’s hair got a good workout while he tried to sort through Lucy’s message. Lucy could see that he wasn’t dealing with the flood of new information very well, so she said, “Don’t get me wrong. I’m not trying to get pregnant; I’m just not trying not to, except, of course, with you.”


“I’m your husband, Lucy. Don’t you have this bass ackwards?”


“For most women married to wimpy, insecure husbands, you’re damn right. I can indulge myself because my man doesn’t need to constantly prove his manhood by keeping his wife barefoot and pregnant. Most women wouldn’t dream of telling their husbands about a sexual affair. I can tell you about every single one right after they happen and know that you won’t pout or throw a temper tantrum.”


“No, I never did that.”


“That’s what I love about you, Wayne—you are so damn cool and together as a man. I can come home with a pussy filled with another man’s cum, and you won’t mind sloppy seconds. You’ll put on your rubber without being reminded, then accept a tired, unresponsive, loose, slimy fuck, while stirring up the seed of a man who might father your next child, and never complain. I find that so fucking macho, and so fucking sexy. I could just fuck your brains out right here and now; and piss on the rubbers, I’d give it to you raw and let the sperm fly.”


“You really find that sexy, huh?”


“The only thing sexier is when you go down on me when I’ve just returned from a fuck. You must not have a single homophobic bone in your body, Wayne. You are amazing, absolutely amazing. You’ll get right in there and get your face all in that slimy fuck goo, licking, and swallowing sperm like it was some exotic cream sauce. The only other guy that ever did that was a Navy SEAL. Wayne, you should have joined the Navy. They wouldn’t have made you a clerk typist like the Army did. You are SEAL material, Wayne.”


“Do you really think so, Lucy? I am a good swimmer. A SEAL actually went down on you after another guy, huh?”


“I swear. He ate that guy’s sperm like exotic cream sauce. He couldn’t get enough, so he sucked the guy’s dick to get him hard so he could fuck me again. I can see you doing that, Wayne.”


“I could do that. Sucking a man’s cock wouldn’t be a big deal to me. It wouldn’t make me queer or nothin’. I mean, you have to go out looking for dicks to suck to be a queer. I’d never go looking for opportunities, but if a dick needed sucking to bring you pleasure, hell, I’ll suck the damn thing.”


“Yes, and you’ll suck it good, too, as good as any queer or Navy SEAL.”


“You’re damn straight…Uh, Lucy, can we get back to this fucking without a rubber business? I could sure use some raw pussy right about now.”


“Honey, I need it worse than you, but I just had the most marvelous idea. This is so deliciously wicked.”


“What? What?”


“Why don’t you call Buster and invite him over.”


“What!”


“He’s been trying to get in my panties for years. Well, I am now ready to give him what he wants, right here in our home, with you and Sharon in the house. Wouldn’t that be exciting?”


“God damnit, Lucy, we have an agreement—no fucking people that I know, and no affairs in this house. What’s gotten into you?”


“I’m horny, Wayne, hornier than I’ve ever been in my life. The situation is different, now. This thing with Sharon will open up our sexuality in this house. I don’t need to hide my sluttish, adulterous behavior from her any longer, as if she didn’t already suspect. She saw me kissing Dr. Langdon passionately. Hell, she saw me lick his dick clean when he pulled out of her twat. She’ll see a hell of a lot more than that on Monday. I’m eager to get started with our new order. I got to see her taking a dick; it’s only fair that I return the favor. In the mood she’s in, she’ll love it.”


“What about me, Lucy? I won’t love it.”


“I was never concerned about you in the first place. Sharon was the reason I agreed to those conditions. Shit, you can handle it with ease. Call Buster, Wayne.”


“Ah, Jeeze, Lucy, not Buster. Anyone but Buster. He’s already over here more than he’s home, and I have to work with the guy. I have to listen to his sexual bragging all day long, and the big dumb fucker couldn’t get laid in a two bit whore house with a hundred dollar bill pasted to his forehead. You and Buster would be like mating a junk yard dog to a champion poodle. He’d be impossible if he were getting pussy from you, raw pussy, especially. He knows I have to wear rubbers.”


“I want Buster.”


“You always said he was crude and uncouth. You call him a pig.”


“He is, and that’s why I want him. He’s a ballsie fucker, and that’s what I want. Besides, he’s not that bad looking and he’s got a big dick. It’s his ballsie behavior that really turns me on, though. Hell, he grabs my tits and ass right in front of you as it is. I can just imagine how he’ll be after I give him the best fuck he ever had in his life.”


“Yeah, especially if you give it to him raw.”


“It will be raw, Wayne. I’ll get down on my knees and suck his cock, then get that cock deep in my pussy to take the cum shot. I’ll spread my legs as wide as I can and beg him to cum in my pussy. Before long, I’ll be doing that in front of you and Sharon, and Sharon will see you suck Buster’s cock to get him hard so he can fuck another load in my cunt. This will be great. Buster is so convenient and always available.”


“You’ll get knocked up for sure if you start something with Buster.”


“That’s right, and the best part is, Buster looks nothing like you. You’re short; he’s tall. You’re dark featured; Buster is a fiery redhead. His kids are so distinctively his. How could I have over-looked Buster all these years? Buster will be the father of your next child, that much I can promise you. I am no longer not trying; I am trying to get pregnant. Call Buster, Wayne.”


“Ah, shit! Give me the fucking phone. I can see there’s no talking you out of this, but you’d better give this more thought. You’re going to freak Sharon out. This thing with Buster might blow the whole deal with Dr. Langdon. She’s not terribly fond of Buster, you know? She’s been the target of more obscene assaults than you have. It’s Sharon he’s really after; I hope you know that.”


“I am well aware of that fact, Wayne. He’s probably the only child molester in history that regularly comes right out and tells the parents exactly what he plans to do with their little girl.”


“He’d never have done that if you’d ever gotten pissed about it.”


“I like ballsie men, but that doesn’t explain why you never stopped him. Hell, I’ve seen you sit quietly while he talked that trash in front of Sharon.”


“I figured it was up to you to say something. I have spoken to him when you weren’t around.”


“Yeah, I’ll bet you have. For your information, after she gets knocked up, she’s going to help me take care of him. I’ll see to that personally if I have to strip her naked and tie her to her bed.”


Wayne had started dialing, then hung up half way through to say, “You’re not serious, are you?”


“Yes, I am. Wayne, think about it. What would be the harm? She’ll have had plenty of sex by then, and she’ll be pregnant. Fucking Buster can’t hurt her, and she’ll probably welcome him between her legs after that week with Langdon. Fucking changes a girl, especially the kind of raw, unadulterated, nasty fucking she’ll be getting. She’ll have those girlish notions about love and romance knocked out of her head by next Friday. They won’t be making love, and Buster sure as hell won’t make love.”


“But forcing her?”


“Think about it, Wayne. Use your imagination. Buster fucking Sharon all over this house, stripping her naked in front of us, boldly doing all those things he talks about doing. Picture Sharon sucking Buster’s cock; Sharon taking it up the ass; Sharon turned into a sex-crazed little whore, a live sex show right here at home. Call Buster.”


“Ballsie Fucker” Part two


Wayne let the images run through his mind, then began dialing. “Buster, this is Wayne. I thought you’d stop by after work. I’ve got a cold six pack on ice and two more in the fridge…She did, huh?…Well you can get out of that. Sharon’s home and she’s wearing a dress. Sharon? Beer? What do you say?…I thought so. By the way, Lucy is looking mighty fine herself. She’s wearing that outfit you like with no bra. You’d better hurry before she finds out you’re coming over…I’ll go ahead and pop the top for you. Later.”


Wayne hung up the phone and Lucy said, “Do I need to change outfits? You weren’t talking about this thing, were you?”


“No, the red fluffy blouse and the black mini skirt. Remember, lose the bra.”


“I knew it. My whore outfit. I’ll lose the bra and panties. Shit, I have to hurry.” Lucy dashed toward the bedroom but stopped just before entering to shout back, “Check on Sharon. Make sure she’s wearing a dress, the one she had on today. It’s her sexiest, and tell her to join us at the table.”


“I can’t tell her what to wear, and she never joins us when Buster’s in the house.”


“Tell her I said to wear the dress, and tell her I said to join us. Just do it, Wayne. I don’t have time to fuck with it.”


Wayne went to Sharon’s room and knocked lightly on the door. He heard a panicked voice cry out, “Don’t come in. I’m…uh, getting ready to take a shower.”


“It’s me, Daddy. I have a message for you from your mother.”


The door opened a few inches with Sharon hiding in a crouch with her face in the opening. “What Daddy?”


“Sweetheart, we’re having company over and your mother wants you to wear the dress you had on today and join us. You’ll have to shower later.”


“Who’s coming over?”


“Buster.”


“Buster! He’s not company.”


“I’m just telling you what she said.”


Wayne noticed that the door gradually eased open to reveal the left edge of Sharon’s body, which told him she was completely naked behind the door. His eyes darted frequently to the enticing flesh she revealed, but Sharon avoided looking him in the eye. She said, “Hum, that’s strange. She knows I can’t stand that man. What’s going on?”


“I don’t know, sweetheart. She’s in a mood.”


Sharon was no longer crouching, so more of her bare hip showed as did her left shoulder and a fraction of her chest. She said, “You mean one of those moods?”


“I’m afraid so. She’s putting on her red blouse and black skirt outfit. Does that answer your question?”


The door opened a bit more and revealed the beginning swell of Sharon’s left breast as she said, “For Buster? Is she nuts?”


“You’ll have to decide for yourself. I’m just the messenger.”


Sharon now stood with her left nipple peeking out around the edge of the door. Wayne’s eyes fought a hard battle not to stare openly. Sharon seemed to be intentionally avoiding eye contact so as not to discourge her father from stealing peeks. This, along with her not-so-subtle exposure, encouraged Wayne to stare not-so-subtly. She said, “All right. I’ll be out in a sec. This should be interesting.”


Wayne did not want the conversation to end just when the show was getting good, but her last statement seemed like a dismissal. He quickly said, “Yes, I’m sure this will be interesting. She suggested I invite him over, and she’s not even wearing bra or panties.”


Wayne knew he’d struck pay dirt when Sharon struck a relaxed, contemplative pose, hanging onto the upper part of the door with her right hand. In this new pose, she eased out so that her left breast was fully exposed. Her left leg was also fully exposed, clear to her left cunt lip. Wayne leaned on the door frame to see her shiny clit as she casually said, “Wow, this is getting interesting. It sounds to me like she’s trying to seduce him. Hum…that would explain why she wants me to join you guys and wear my blue dress. You know how Buster gets when I’m around him.”


“Yeah, he gets horny.”


“Exactly.” Sharon was now showing her entire vagina and a good portion of her right breast while pretending to be absorbed in thought. Wayne found the act to be a delightful tease, so out of character for his formerly shy daughter. She had, indeed, undergone a radical transformation.


Wayne found himself undergoing a change as a result. Wayne lost all shyness about looking, and openly devoured what his sexy daughter offered to his eyes. Sharon noted the change and began openly looking him in the face, watching him devour her body. She said, “I wonder if Mom would want me to go braless without my panties on.”


“I think it’s a safe bet she’d appreciate that in her present mood.”


“If she wants to get him good and horny, I suppose I should. You know how grabby he gets. He’d find out that I am naked under the dress in no time.”


“That’s for sure.”


Sharon was now standing fully exposed in the open doorway, still resting her right hand on the door’s edge for support. She struck a provocative pose with her left knee canted out to the side, her knee bent, and the sole of her left foot against her right ankle. In this pose, her pussy parted to reveal the inner pink wetness with the hanging inner lips and large clit Lucy had talked about. Wayne could not tear his eyes from his daughter’s intentional vaginal display.


Sharon languished under her father’s hard stare, saying, “Do you think I should…you know, wear the dress without my bra or panties?”


“You shouldn’t ask me that, sweetheart. I may be your father, but I am still a man. If it were up to me, I’d outlaw them.”


“Even for your daughter?”


“Especially for my daughter.”


“Daddy! I’m shocked, but I’m not surprised. All right, I’ll do it, but I’m doing this for Mom, not Buster. I’ll even try to act sexy, but she’d better save me in time.” With a coy smile, she said, “I know you won’t. You’d probably hold me down for him.”


Wayne returned a coy smile of his own, “I might at that. You should keep that in mind. I am a man first, your father, second.”


“I know what you mean. When I stand naked in front of you,like this, I probably shouldn’t even call you Daddy.” She let her eyes fall seductively on her father’s obvious erection while impishly biting her bottom lip, and added, “Right now, I feel like calling you Wayne.”


Wayne jutted his loins and said, “You should. You really should.”


Sharon smiled seductively, then said, “You know, Wayne, if Mom really wants me to get Buster all hot and horny, maybe I should let him get a good look between my legs. That’s were he’s always grabbing. That’s the part of me he seems more interested in. I could do it pretty easily in the bluedress.”


Sharon turned her back to her father and bent low from the waist, saying, “When I bend over, like this, the hem in backrides up this far.”


Wayne watched her draw a line across her lower ass cheeks using both index fingers. The full plane of her sex peeked back at him from between her lovely moons. As though that weren’t enough, she stepped out with her right foot and opened the provocativespectacle, saying, “If I do that with my feet apart, he can probably see everything. Can he? Can you see everything, Wayne?”


“Yes, I see everything just fine.”


“I thought so. This is the best way to how him everything without being too obvious.” She stood straight to turn and face Wayne, saying, “I can’t show my breasts very easily, unless I show them on purpose. I could strip naked. Do you think Mom would want me to do a sexy strip tease for Buster?”


“I don’t know. She might. You can ask her yourself. She’ll be out shortly.” Wayne reluctantly eased away with a parting look at Sharon’s magnificent pussy. Sharon remained in the doorway, observing the intense parting look he gave her naked pussy. She cocked her left hand on her hip and smilingly said, “I hope you got an eyeful.”


Wayne smiled broadly and turned to walk away. He met Lucy coming out of the bedroom. She looked stunning, and he stopped to admire his sexy wife posing seductively in her outfit. He said, “Lucy, you look slutty.”


“Thank you. How did it go with Sharon? Did she give you any shit?”


“No, not a bit. She stood naked in the door for me, and she offered to come out without bra and panties. She even offered to do a sexy strip tease to turn Buster on for you.”


“Well, well. That explains your hardon. Was I right about her or what?”


“You were totally right about her. That kid is hornier than a fresh-fucked fox after a forest fire. I think she plans an act of her own. You’re going to have trouble getting Buster focused on you, even in that outfit.”


“Yes, well I’m going to have a quick talk with her and throw some water on her fire. She’s not getting Buster until she gets pregnant.” Lucy strode to Sharon’s bedroom and entered without knocking.


Lucy was just pulling the dress on over her head when her mother entered. She adjusted the fit, then turned to face her mother. Lucy said, “Your father told me you plan to make Buster horny for me. I appreciate that, but don’t go overboard. He’ll be horny enough when he sees me in this outfit. I don’t need to be pulling him off of you.”


“I just wanted to help.”


“I know sweetheart, and I do appreciate the sentiment. I like the idea of you prancing around without bra and panties. Buster will like it more, just don’t ham it up. Act like your usual self. In fact, act like a shy girl whose mother is forcing her to be in the company of a child molester with no panties and bra on. If you want to do some acting, act that role.”


“Okay, that’s easy. I like that better.”


Lucy turned to leave, but paused to hear Sharon add, “Mom, I liked what you did today.”


“I know. Next week will be even better.”


Lucy returned to the dining room as Buster entered. Normally, she’d brush past him or go to another room. This time, she did a turn in place and said, “Like my outfit?”


“Fuckin’ ‘A’ right I like it. Are you going out on the prowl? Are you going to tickle the fancy of some young sailor?”


“No, I just planned a quiet evening at home. I just thought I’d be sociable for a change. I’ve been awfully snotty to you lately, Buster. I want to make it up to you, that’s why I wore your favorite outfit. I’m also ashamed of the way Sharon avoids you and makes you feel like a dirty old man. I gave her a stern lecture about making company feel welcome in our home. I think you’ll like the change in her attitude even better. I made her wear the dress you like, the blue one.”


Buster’s eyes grew as big as his smile. He marched over and passed a meaty arm around Lucy’s waist, drawing her tightly to him, saying, “Shit, I feel like royalty. What the fuck did I do to deserve this?”


He seemed more surprised when Lucy melted into the embrace, turning to face him with their crotches blending like slow dancers in love. Buster immediately grabbed huge handfuls of Lucy’s ass and pulled their crotches in tight. Lucy smiled up and said, “Is that a banana in your pocket, or are you just glad to see me.”


“If it’s a banana, it’s a banana with balls.” Buster looked past Lucy, saying, “Hey hey, there’s my girl. Come give Uncle Buster a big hug, sweetie pie.”


Lucy found herself free, just as she was leaning up to kiss Buster. She turned to see Sharon advance slowing into the room with her head bowed, eyes cast to the floor. She looked a vision of lovely innocence—shy, scared, and reluctant. Lucy was very pleased and marched up to Sharon, propelling her into Buster’s arms, saying, “You remember what I told you. Now you give your Uncle Buster a warm hello hug and big kiss.”


Wayne came to stand beside Lucy as Buster reached down to Sharon’s ass and lifted her in his arms until her crotch was at his belt level. His burly hands had gone under her skirt and covered her naked ass cheeks, discovering the delighful surprise as Sharon made a frantic attempt to pull her skirt down to cover her ass. Lucy took this opportunity to reach out and deliver a sound slap to Sharon’s ass, saying, “Get your hands around his neck and give him a good long hug.”


Sharon abandoned her ass and did as she was told. Buster stared at Wayne with wide eyes that could not believe his great fortune. Wayne and Lucy were too absorbed by the vision of Buster’s big hands molding, squeezing, and prying apart the tender cheeks of Sharon’s ass, revealing her inflamed pussy as the lips opened and shut under the pulling and groping. They watched Buster’s fingertips converge on Sharon’s slit, while she buried her face in his shoulders as a girl filled with shame should.


Buster’s fingers blindly explored Sharon’s crotch, giving her parents a remarkable show in the process. They watched his right fuck-finger feel for the hole, then enter and begin a crude fucking motion. Lucy stepped up and cupped her right hand over the fucking finger, sending a not-so-subtle message to Buster. She said, “Kiss him Sharon. Give him a good, open-mouth kiss, and use your tongue.”


Sharon’s head raised from his shoulder as Lucy said, “Let me see you stick your tongue out…as far as you can…good, now put your tongue in Buster’s mouth and seal your lips tight over his. Good girl, now move that tongue all around. Kiss him real good. Yes, now you’re kissing him properly. This is how you will kiss Buster from now on.”


Wayne stepped to their side for a profile view and was astonished at the apparent passion of their kiss. Sharon was putting her all in the kiss, and frequently drew apart to show her tongue hard at work in Buster’s mouth. For his part, Buster also delved deep in Sharon’s mouth with his much larger tongue. Sharon added to the vulgarity by sucking on the shaft of his stiffened tongue like a dick, her mouth going up and down with hollowed cheeks and pursed lips. Lucy said, “That’s it, Sharon, but keep practicing till you get proficient.”


The vulgar kiss lasted for another two minutes, as did the finger fucking assisted by Lucy. Sharon was well aware that her mother’s fingers were in her crotch with Buster’s, for frequently, both had fingers in her hole or one entered her asshole while the other took her pussy. Wayne watched this obscene action, amazed at Lucy’s actions, especially when Lucy’s finger was the first up Sharon’s asshole. Sharon took the fingering of her asshole in stride, but would moan each time she was anally penetrated.


In addition, Lucy was never silent, always saying provocative things to Sharon. She said, “You’ll be a real good girl from now on, won’t you?” or, “From now on, you’ll be like a loving niece and treat Buster like your favorite uncle. You’ll sit on his lap and let him put his hands where he pleases, won’t you? You’ll give him lots of kisses. You’ll be everything Buster ever wanted in a niece, won’t you?”


Each time Sharon was prompted, she answered with a nod, but broke the kiss to say, “Yes,” when asked if she’d be everything Buster ever wanted in a niece. This eager answer prompted Lucy to say, “You’ll even be his little whore niece if that’s what he wants, won’t you, Sharon?”


Once again, Sharon broke the kiss to say, “Yes, I’ll be his whore niece, Mommy. I’ll do whatever Uncle Buster wants me to do. I’ll be a good whore niece, if that’s what he wants. I promise I will.”


Sharon returned to the kiss with a vengeance. Lucy was delighted with Sharon’s eager willingness to enter into full sexual relations with Buster. Wayne was surprised, but enjoyed the prospect of starting right away. Lucy had clearly advanced her schedule when she joined in the finger fucking. He was not at all surprised when Lucy instigated more lurid questions and answers, saying, “Will you spread your legs wide and let Uncle Buster fuck your pussy.”


“Yes, he can fuck my pussy any time he wants. I’ll spread my legs real wide for his big cock.”


“Will you welcome his sperm inside your pussy? Will you beg him to cum in your pussy?”


“Yes, I want him to cum in my pussy. I’ll beg him to cum in my pussy.”


“Will you suck his cock and swallow his sperm?”


“Oh yes. I’ll suck his cock. I’ll swallow every drop of his sperm and keep sucking for more.”


“Will you offer your asshole for fucking.”


“Yes, he can fuck my asshole.”


“Well, now all we need is to hear from Buster. Well, Buster, is it a whore niece you’re looking for?”


Buster said, “Your god damned right I want a whore niece. Get my cock out, Lucy. I want to fuck my little whore niece right now.”


Lucy fished out his eight-inch rod and held it steady while Buster lowered Sharon onto the erect pole. Sharon slid down on the dick with relative ease and was soon getting a good fucking with her face buried in his chest hairs. Buster controlled the in and out motion by lifting and dropping Sharon, making her face rub up and down on his chest.


Buster fucked the girl’s body like this for a few minutes, then stopped to ease her upper body back into her mother’s waiting arms. He finished the fuck with Lucy holding her daughter parallel to the floor and Buster holding her by the hips, pounding his loins into the delirious girl. Lucy managed to free Sharon of her dress, then bent forward to suck Sharon’s tits. Buster poured a copious load in her tight quim as Sharon went through her wild orgasm, flailing her head crying out, “Cum in my pussy. Fuck my pussy!”


Sharon got what she asked for and then some. Hot semen squirted from the stretched lips of her tight cunt as Buster continued to fuck the pussy he’d just milked a copious load in. When his erection gave out, they lowered Sharon to the floor. She was too out of it to stand.


She laid limp in a circle of adults with semen pooling between her wide-spread legs, panting to catch her breath. Lucy pointed her high heeled toe and pressed the tip on Sharon’s right tit. She then trailed that toe to her daughter’s gaping pussy and used the toe of her shoe to toy with the red and swolen inner flesh, finally pressing in at the hole, saying, “Yes, Buster, it appears you have yourself a fine little whore in Sharon. While she’s living under our roof, we can assure you years of quality service.”


Buster said, “I still don’t get it. What the fuck did I do to deserve this?”


Lucy stepped up and cupped Buster’s nut sack, saying, “You’ve got balls, Buster, big balls, and we just learned to appreciate them, that’s all.”


“Well, shit, it took you long enough. I thought I’d never get any pussy out of this house.”


Lucy smiled and then addressed her husband, saying, “Wayne, get over here and suck this man’s dick for me. The lady of the house needs her womb douched with the sperm of a ballsie fucker.”


Wayne knelt and sucked on a ballsie fucker’s dick like a U.S. Navy SEAL.


    The End


BARBIE by Phil Phantom


Three months ago, I was your everyday housewife and mother of three—two boys, Phil, 15; Joey, 13; and a girl of twelve, Sandy. My husband, Maxwell Blake, is a big-shot attorney with the DA’s office. Cheating on Max never entered my mind, and probably never would have had we not moved across the street from Staci and Joe. I was so straight, if I masturbated more than once a month, I felt guilty.


The life of a housewife with all kids in school is boring to the extreme. Staci ended my boredom and made me what I am today. I freely admit I am a sex junkie, a whore, a slut. Sex is all I think about, and no perversion turns me off. I want my sex down and dirty, filthy and disgusting.


In fantasy, I wanted everyone to know the new me. In reality, I didn’t want to advertise that fact, but I had no desire to reverse the self-destructive course Staci had me on.


I was like the junkie that knows where the addiction will lead, but doesn’t want help. I feared my sexual addiction would virtually destroy my marriage. I’d lose my children and possibly wind up in prison. I couldn’t help that. The risks outweighed the consequences, because the sex was that good.


I love Staci for what she’s done. She took her time with me, got to know me, inside and out, then began her expert manipulations that led me to where I am now. The journey has been a long and difficult one for me, but nothing worthwhile comes easy as my father would say. Eight months of patient prodding has paid off for both me and Staci.


Staci adored me from our first meeting. Her husband is a police detective, so Max and Joe have the law in common. Staci and I had nothing in common. In fact, I found her rather dull and one dimensional. She’s also rather plain and plump with short cropped hair and a pudgy face. She dropped out of high school, whereas I am working on my masters in English. I found her childish fascination with sexual matters disturbing and her language atrocious. In mixed company, I laughed uneasily at her crude jokes, but the stories she told me when we were alone left me speechless.


I’d never heard such shocking and disgusting things in my life: S&M piss-freak orgies, mother’s fucking sons, fathers raping young daughters, women having sex with animals, mothers watching dirty old men molest their daughters and getting off on it, wives taking on troops of horny men, blacks on whites, old with young, dogs on little girls. She had my head swimming in a swamp of perverse sex.


Max and Joe got along like brothers, so I was stuck with Staci. I felt like I had to indulge her. I had to listen to her stories and laugh at her jokes. Her stories were always about someone she knew or heard about, never about anything she had any direct knowledge of. I felt like she was simply fantasizing out loud, and I thought she was a very sick woman.


What I found particularly disturbing was that her vile fantasies worked their way into my tame fantasies like an invading virus, pushing my simple, relatively clean daydreams of romantic love out; replacing them with fuck and suck orgy marathons, often with me as the feature performer. I stopped my monthly practice of masturbating in the shower using a water wand, and began a daily session of self abuse, sticking anything phallic up my cunt or ass, anywhere in the house.


After six months of Staci’s stories, I learned how to lick my own pussy. Staci planted that idea in my head as well. She told me a story about a female gymnast with a hunger for her own pussy. Being an ex-gymnast and volunteer cheerleading coach, I figured I’d give it a whirl. I almost broke my back in the attempt, but a simple self-fuck with cucumbers or my daughter’s hair brush handle was no longer enough.


We didn’t always sit for stories. Most of our time together was spent with Staci doting over me, doing my hair and make-up, giving me pedicures, massaging me, dressing and undressing me constantly. We shopped for clothes a great deal, with Staci making the selections as though she were my wardrobe manager. I deferred to her and wore what she picked out. I let her clear out my closet of all my modest dresses, tossing out every pair of pants I owned. I wore only short dresses at Staci’s insistence. I became Staci’s live Barbie Doll. My boring life ended when I came to accept my role as a living Barbie Doll.


Staci worshiped my body, every inch of it. According to Staci, I had the perfect female form. I have always thought of myself as being too short, too skinny, too hippy, and too top heavy. Furthermore, I thought of the female genitalia as a nasty crack next to a shit hole.


She convinced me I was beautiful to the extreme, especially between my legs. This took some convincing, but she soon had me comfortable even when languishing before her with my legs wide apart for a vaginal shave or the vagina version of a pedicure—a cunniecure as she called it.


A cunniecure began with a scented douche and involved a close shave, a clitty suck to orgasm, a thorough hot oil massage, and ended with a dab of perfume. I liked her cunnicures, but hiding the result from my husband was impossible. My first cunnicure prompted Max to sit me down for a stern lecture.


In the early days of our marriage, Max warned me not to cheat. I remember being incensed at the mere suggestion. This time, I listened attentively as he said, “Theresa, I’m not the type of man that lives in fear of his wife cheating on him. I won’t have you followed. I won’t question your activities or the way you dress. I won’t snoop or ask questions. You can come and go as you please. If I ever find out that you cheated on me. If I ever get proof positive or catch you in the act, I’ll make you wish you had never been born.”


That was it. I simply nodded my understanding, but I didn’t quite understand. He didn’t elaborate on what he’d do exactly. Max wasn’t the type to ever hit a woman. He had never threatened me with divorce. I could only imagine what wishing I’d never been born entailed. Max is a big man, a man of John Wayne stature who could snap my back with one hand. I seriously doubted he would physically harm me, but the thought never left my mind.


I thought he might force me to undergo a breast reduction or a cliterectomy. Perhaps, he’d tattoo the word “Whore” on my forehead. He might fit me with a chastity belt. Staci and I had a good laugh at the possibilities, but it was Max’s threatening lecture, oddly enough, that launched Staci’s crusade to start me down the road of adulterous affairs.


I steadfastly refused. Staci steadfastly persisted. When we went out, she made the purpose clear, and that was to find me a man to fuck. She made me feel like meat on a hook the way she dressed me. I could expect Staci to lift my skirt in public to show an attractive admirer that I wore no panties. I always protested these outrages, but never hard enough to stop them.


She also brought men to my house during the day. If a plumber or salesman stopped at her house, I could expect him to stop at mine with Staci. Once in my house, I had to endure Staci’s embarrassing urging for me to expose myself to the interested stranger. I always put up stiff resistance; but, more often than not, I ended up naked and doing vulgar poses. I absolutely refused to permit touching, but I posed for pictures, danced on tables, masturbated with Staci’s dildoe collection, and allowed the men to jack off on my body.


Staci pushed friendship beyond the limits and pushed marital fidelity to the limit. I felt myself sinking deeper and deeper toward adultery. I felt crazy even considering adultery. I had the perfect cock right at home. Max has a remarkable cock, eleven inches and thick, thicker in the middle, like a slender football, a real pussy pleaser. The only problem was, I wasn’t getting that cock enough due to his traveling schedule.


I knew cheating was just a matter of time if I didn’t end the relationship with Staci. Ending the relationship seemed impossible, though. Each week, she had me dressing sluttier and sluttier, even around my family.


The kids didn’t know what to make of my new wardrobe. Whenever I’d see their accusing eyes roam my scantily-clad body, my husband’s threat played in my mind, reinforcing my determination not to allow penile penetration under any circumstances.


Max’s reaction (or rather, lack of one) to the way I was dressed and made-up gradually put me at ease. True to his word, he never questioned me. I could leave the house at ten in the evening, looking like a two-dollar whore, and Max would not lift an eyebrow. If I returned at three A.M., Max would not grill me. He would not check my pussy to see if I was loose or messy. I never was, but he didn’t know that. I presumed he didn’t want to know. Staci said he didn’t want to inhibit me.


This strange behavior almost had me convinced that Staci had been correct in her analysis of Max’s message. She said, “Max is telling you to fuck around, but be discrete about it. He is telling you to have your fun, but don’t get caught. He just doesn’t want your cheating brought out in the open. Lots of men are like that, Theresa, especially men that are away from home as much as Max is. Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, girl. Go get you some cock.”


I couldn’t believe this was true about Max, but she did make sense. Before I was ready to try my first adulterous affair, I wanted a better test. Max was to be home all weekend; so, on Friday night, Staci and I went out. I never looked sluttier. Staci had me in a tight patent leather mini skirt, fishnet hose, a push-up bra under a transparent blouse, wearing five-inch heels. I not only looked like a whore, I felt like a whore, and walked like a whore. Five-inch heels will make any five foot woman walk like a whore. My kids saw me in this outfit, and they were stunned. Max just told me to be careful as we left the house.


We stayed out all night. I slept at Staci’s house after we did a little bar hopping. When we saw activity in my house the following morning, I walked across the street. Before making that walk, Staci added the finishing touches to my appearance. The bra was gone. The panties were gone. My blouse had two buttons missing. I had a broken heel, so I carried my high heels, and I also carried my hose. My hair was a wreck, and my lipstick was smeared. I looked thoroughly fucked, but my pussy was tight, fresh, and clean, just in case he confronted me, which I was certain he would do.


I entered my house as nervous as a fucked nun returning to the convent. Max was serving breakfast to the kids when I eased in. They all stopped to stare. I tried to move on up the stairs, but only managed to go up five or six steps before Max halted my progress by saying, “Are you hungry?”


I couldn’t believe it. Did he really ask, “Am I hungry?” and in a calm serious tone? I was looking down on the dining table just below. More importantly, they were looking up, up my naked legs. I wasn’t sure how far up my legs they could see, but they didn’t need to see far to know I had no panties on. Excitement coursed through me. On impulse, I moved closer to the rail, facing them. With one foot on the step above, I’m sure the kids could see my shaved pussy. Their expressions and hard stares at my crotch told me that much.


Max remained cool. He couldn’t see up my skirt from his standing position on the far side of the table, but he saw my provocative stance. He knew I was intentionally showing my beaver to the kids. I said, “Maybe. What are you serving?”


“What do you want?”


“Oh, eggs and toast would be nice. Hot coffee would be extra nice. I’ll freshen-up and be right down.”


He said, “You can freshen-up after breakfast. Here, take my seat. I’m finished.”


My heart raced as I contemplated his unexpected offer. I expected a scene, but I didn’t want that scene to unfold before the children. Max’s tone, however, did not suggest a scene was forthcoming, and that really had me intrigued. My clit tingled at the notion that my husband wanted me to hang around the family in the condition I was in. I mulled the offer for a second, then shrugged and marched down the five steps. Max held the chair for me, and I sat.


Max returned to the kitchen to cook my eggs, pop in some toast, and pour my coffee. While he was away, I exchanged smiles with my amused children. I could see “Whore” written on all their faces, and I loved what I was seeing. I asked if everyone had slept well. Phil, my oldest, asked if I had. I smiled and said, “I slept some, but not much. I’ll nap after breakfast.”


Max was listening in as Joey said, “Where did you sleep, Mom?”


I said, “Here and there, Joey. Where did you sleep?”


He didn’t answer, he just smiled knowingly. Sandy said, “You never stayed out all night before.”


“No, I suppose not.”


Max returned with my coffee and said, while setting the cup before me, “I thought I told you kids, no prying. What adults do with their time is no business of yours.” He addressed me, saying, “Your eggs and toast will be right out.”


I smiled warmly and said, “Great, I’m starved.”


Before returning to the stove, he said, “You look like you might be.”


That was it. That one statement came as close as Max got to implying I’d done anything improper. He joined me while I ate my breakfast. The kids remained, though they were finished. Everyone watched me eat. Afterward, I got up, took a shower, took a nap, and woke around noon to emerge in a tiny bikini we’d purchased the previous evening.


I announced that Staci and I had a date to go swimming in a private pool. Max didn’t ask whose private pool. When Phil tried to ask, Max cut off the question, then berated him for prying again. I sauntered out the door, almost naked in heels.


We had no private pool to go to, so Staci drove me aimlessly while I told her about my remarkable morning. She was pleased, but not surprised. I was pleased and excited, but still not prepared to cheat. Staci thought I had no excuse, and lobbied, once again, for a trip to visit her father.


Staci’s mother died three months after Staci and I met. Her father, who she loved dearly, became a despondent recluse. Staci thought he needed cheering up, and thought a roll in the sack with me would be just what the doctor ordered. A day did not go by that she didn’t press the issue. With the crutch I’d been leaning on severely weakened by Max’s apathy, and with the inevitability of adultery looming on my horizon, I couldn’t say no. Besides, I was pretty fucking horny just from basking in the hungry, appreciative, and accusing eyes of my children. I said, “All right, but just a quickie, and just this once.”


Staci was elated, and drove like a maniac. She led me up the walk by my elbow, and entered the house without knocking. Bill, Staci’s father, didn’t know we were coming. We arrived at two in the afternoon, and Bill was still in bed. The place was a shit-house mess and reeked of stale beer and tobacco. His bedroom was like a cave. He’d blocked the windows with foil. I regretted my decision as soon as we entered the house.


Whatever arousal I felt at the thought of my first adulterous act, even with an old codger, went away with the first whiff of stale air. The sight of Bill made me want to run. I would have, too, but Staci had a firm grip on my elbow, prodding me further into the cluttered bedroom. He looked pale and under-nourished with a three-month growth of beard. He peered at us with eyes sunk in. He had smoke-stained teeth and long, dirty fingernails. Every girl’s dream.


Bill sat up in bed as Staci flipped on his light. I still wore only my bikini and high heels, so his eye rubbing wasn’t all from too much light. Staci said, “Look what I brought you, Dad.”


Bill ran his eyes over my body, saying, “What do you mean, you brought me?”


“I brought her for you, Dad. She’s a whore.”


I turned beet red and looked at Staci like she had a lot of nerve to be name calling when I was willing to perform this mission of mercy for her. My mouth was still open as Bill said, “Sweetheart, you shouldn’t be spending your money on no whores for me. If I wanted a gad damn whore, I could pick up the fucking telephone. Take her back. Maybe you can get your money back.”


I thought, “That bastard! He’s rejecting me?”


I looked to Staci as she countered, “No, Daddy. She’s not a working whore. She’s a slut whore. She’s married and has kids. She’s the neighbor I told you about. Remember? Theresa Blake.”


This peaked Bill’s interest. He reached for his bedstand and retrieved the glasses thereon. He put his glasses on and studied me with new interest. Oddly, I found myself sticking out my chest. Just as I took a deep breath, my top sprang free. Staci had pulled the back tie. I fought the reaction to cover myself as she said, “Check out these boobies, Daddy. Nice, huh?”


“Not bad. Not bad at all. Lets see the rest of her.”


I had to fight harder as Staci’s hands went for my bottom ties, but I stood steady as the bottoms came loose and fell to my feet, leaving me naked in my heels. She said, “How about this slut’s pussy, Daddy? Is this a pussy, or what?”


My blush deepened, partly from arousal. I hardly had time to bask in Bill’s appreciative stare before Staci rudely spun me about and shoved my head down between my knees, saying, “Check out this fine ass, Pops.” She rudely pulled my cheeks apart, and added, “She’s a three holer, and you can cum in her pussy. It may interest you to know that she’s not protected.”


This was too much and called for a challenge. We needed to discuss this detail. I assumed I’d be getting a quick poke with a dick sheathed in a condom, or he’d pull out. I never hinted that I’d let a man cum in my pussy, ever. Furthermore, she added, “She wants to go home with cum running down her legs to see what her old man will do. I figured you’d help us out.”


I was floored. How dare she, I thought? No way could I walk in with sperm on my legs. Strangely, the very idea and mental image had my juices boiling. The impulse to challenge Staci weakened dramatically. She dropped to her knees with her left cheek resting on my left ass cheek, bringing her left hand under to hug my hip from below while the right teased my wet sex and entered my pussy.


She purred, “She’s a hornie little slut, Daddy. She needs a man with a big load to impress her hubby and kids. Yes, her three kids will see her spermy legs too.”


Bill swung his legs to the floor, sitting on the edge of the mattress right behind me. His bony fingers joined his daughter’s as he said, “Damn, this is fine pussy, Staci, fine pussy. You done good, kiddo. You say her kids will see my cum on her legs, huh?”


“Absolutely. I plan to enter the house with her to see their reaction.”


They had me breathing hard, warming quickly to their fingers and their exciting words. In all the stories Staci told involving incest, she never once told a story involving her and her father. By hearing their exchange, it was clear to me they had more than a normal father/daughter relationship, even if they weren’t fucking.


Staci’s incest stories were my favorite and were chiefly responsible for my recent obsession with thoughts of fucking my own sons and imagining my daughter with Max. Her stories drove me to outrageous behavior around my kids when Max was away. They’d seen me naked dozens of times, and each had caught me masturbating several times. Sandy even caught me using her hair brush handle as a dildoe.


The lewd exchange between Staci and her Dad kept me in place and kept me silent. Talking about me and not to me gave me a huge thrill. I felt like raw meat with no say-so and no opinion. Speaking up would have spoiled the effect. I hung on every word in silence, getting hotter by the second.


Bill said, “Does she have a daughter?”


“Yes, Daddy, and you’d love her. Sandy is only twelve, cute as a bug, and she has tits, nice handfuls. She looks just like her mother in miniature.”


“Is she petite like her mom?”


“Yes, she’d look nine or ten if it weren’t for her womanly figure. She’s adorable, Daddy, and I’ll bet she’s tighter than Stephanie Williams. You remember Stephanie Williams from third grade.”


“Hell yes, I remember. Tighter than Stephanie, huh?”


“I’m sure of it, and virgin besides.”


My mind was in turmoil. What the hell was Staci up to, I wondered? How dare she suggest my Sandy to what I now knew was a seasoned child molester. How many little girls had she acquired for her father, and why wasn’t he fucking me? I needed fucking now more than ever, and they just kept on playing stink finger in my soupy twat.


Bill said, “I’ll make you a deal, Staci. You get me this Sandy, and I’ll screw the bitch for you. I’ll screw her good, too. I’ve got a week’s worth of sperm built up. She’ll have sperm over-flowing her high heels by the time you deliver her to her hubby and kids. What do you say? Do we have deal?”


“It’s a deal, Dad. Let’s shake on it.”


They took their hands out of my pussy to seal the deal. I felt like shouting, “Just accept a verbal contract and get on with the fucking, will ya?”


Moments later, after Staci sucked her father’s cock to get him good and hard, I got my much-anticipated screwing. The old pervert wasn’t bad. His dick was a bit of a disappointment in girth, but any woman would be impressed by its length. He had the perfect ass-fucking cock—ten inches of uniform thickness. For cunt fucking, what he lacked in bulk, he made up for in technique. A woman with my Max up her cunt and Bill up her ass would be in seventh heaven. My womb received a good sperm douche. Max never came like Bill did. The old guy, true to his word, dumped a big load in me.


After he dumped his load, Staci stood me straight and began replacing my top. She let the cum ooze from my twat until she was satisfied, then replaced the bottoms. At the door, on the way out, Staci said, “I’m going to be bringing Sandy by tomorrow afternoon. You shave and shower. Get this dump cleaned up, and let some light in. Open the fucking windows, and spray something, anything. If this place isn’t presentable, I’ll march her right back out and you can go jack off.”


Bill said, “I’ll have me and the house clean and smelling sweet. You just see she’s wearing something cute and sexy. And see that she’s not wearing panties.”


Naturally, I was shocked by this exchange. I decided to set Staci straight about Sandy as soon as we got back in the car. I should have said something when the matter was first brought up. I should have stopped the deal. I should have told Bill he needn’t go to the trouble of cleaning his dump or taking a shower. I didn’t say anything, and didn’t know why. I did know that silence, as far as Staci was concerned, was my acceptance, and the longer I remained silent, the stronger my acceptance became.


Once back in the car, while looking at my thoroughly saturated, slimy, sticky, messy legs, I forgot about Sandy. When I found my voice, I said, “Staci, we can’t go in the house with me looking like this.”


“Bullshit! Trust me, Theresa. Max will get a big charge out of this, and the kids will eat it up. There will be three hardons and a juicy twat after they see you.”


“If Max sees this, I’ll wish I’d never been born.”


“Bull. If Max would do anything to you, he’d have made a specific threat. Wishing you were never born is the same as saying, ‘I’ll do nothing, nothing at all.’”


“That’s easy for you to say.”


“Trust me. I’m telling you. Max does not want to see sperm on your legs. He’ll ignore what he sees, or accept whatever excuse you offer.”


“Yeah, like what the hell could I say that would explain a thick, creamy, white fluid running from my crotch to my heels?”


“Tell him it’s suntan lotion that you forgot to rub in. Tell him you dropped a jar of hand cream, and it splashed up your legs. Tell him a dog humped your leg and had an accident. Tell him anything. He’ll buy whatever you tell him. Trust me.”


I looked at my sperm-drenched legs and shook my head. If Max bought any of those stories, I’d fuck my own father while sitting on my mother’s face. Still, if Staci was right, and she’d been right all along, I’d be in for the sexual experience of a lifetime. I would love to be able to walk in my house, before my whole family, dripping semen from my freshly-fucked cunt. As my driveway loomed ahead, I resolved to give it a shot.


My resolve diminished greatly as the car came to a stop and Staci reached into my crotch. I said, “What are you doing?”


Staci had the crotch piece pulled aside and dipped a finger into my spermy well. She smeared the sperm on my left cunt lip and adjusted the crotch so that the left edge nestled in my crack, completely exposing my left labia and clit, saying, “Let’s do this up right if we’re going to do this at all.”


I stared at the obscene display in my crotch and said, “Let’s not do this at all, then. If you think I’m going in with half my cunt hanging out in the open, you’re nuts.”


“You look sexy as hell this way, Theresa. Look, they all believe you went out to get laid. You were willing to let them see the evidence. They’ve all seen your shaved pussy, all of it, so what’s wrong with putting everything together for dramatic effect?”


“I’ll tell you what’s wrong. Max will kill me if I go in like this, especially in front of the kids. This is not being discrete, Staci. This is flaunting my adultery in his face. Besides, I never agreed to this.”


“I agreed for you. Look, when Max said be discrete, he meant with other people, people outside the home, the public, not your family. Max doesn’t give a fuck what the kids think. He proved that this morning, didn’t he?”


Once again, Staci had me questioning my judgement and seeing her side as the rational interpretation. She was right. Max didn’t seem to worry about what the kids thought. I looked in my crotch again, and a wicked thrill coursed through me at the thought of going in like that.


A multitude of provocative questions ran through my mind. Could I actually walk in and make anyone believe that I was unaware of my exposure? Did it really matter that they believed? Could I be this shockingly brazen and get away with it? I had to find out. With fatalistic aplomb, I said, “Let’s go.”


We’d been sitting in the driveway long enough to give everyone inside the house time to move to the living room to await my entrance. Still, I wasn’t sure anyone would be there. By the time I reached the door, I was actually hoping they’d all be behind the door. I figured, “What the hell. If I’m going to blow it now, and wish I’d never been born, I may as well go down in a blaze of glory. Do it right, or don’t do it at all, as Staci would say. Whether from excitement or arousal, my knees were ready to buckle. How I walked steady, I’ll never know, but I did.


I entered with my head up, shoulders back, chest out, strutting my stuff. All four were in perfect positions. Max sat in his easy chair, reading a law book. Sandy and Joey were sprawled on the floor watching the TV. Phil sat on the love seat nearest the door. When they saw me, Max closed his book. Sandy and Joey sat up, facing me. Phil sat forward and turned my way. I could have reached out and laid a hand on each of them, they were that close.


Max ran his eyes over my legs, peering over his bifocals. He said, in a calm voice, “What happened to you?”


I said, “What? You mean the mess?”


“Yes, I mean the mess.”


“I dropped a jar of hand cream as we were getting into the car. The contents splashed up my legs.”


Max eyed me and my crotch suspiciously, ran his eyes up one leg and down the other, then said, “I see. I hope you weren’t in a public place.”


My confidence grew. He was acting exactly as Staci had predicted, just like he had earlier at the breakfast table. I said, “We weren’t. It was private, very private.”


“Good, because your suit needs adjusting.”


I peered innocently between my legs with my knees bowed out and exclaimed, “Well, I’ll be.” I pulled the crotch piece out further, completely exposing my pussy, saying, “My goodness. That stuff splashed clear up here. What a mess.”


I watched a thick drool gather on the lips at my hole, so I know they saw it too. That drool got bigger and bigger, elongating, then dropping between my feet as another formed. Staci came around to see for herself. I didn’t have anything to say, so Staci said, “You’re right, that cream got you dead center looks like. I’ll get some paper towels and clean that mess off. Here, we’d better get these off you.”


Staci deftly untied both ties at my hips and let the saturated suit bottoms fall with a wet splat on the hardwood floor. The crotch landed inside up, displaying a thick puddle of cum right where my pussy hole rested. The vulgar scene I presented demanded comment, but no one said a word, not even Max.


I was still hunched over, looking between my legs when Staci returned with the roll of paper towels. She knelt behind me so as not to block anyone’s view, then set about wiping out my high heels, taking them off one at a time, replacing each bare foot wider than it had been. After the second heel was wiped clean, I stood with my feet wide apart, obscenely wide.


I stood up straight and basked in the hard stares centered in my crotch, more specifically at the base of my pussy crack. Semen continued to drip from my cunt to fall on the suit bottoms, adding to the puddle already there as Staci concentrated on my lower legs, taking her sweet time moving up.


I was surprised that so much cum was still inside me, but I had been seated most of the time following the deposit. Still, standing erect for so long brought down a steady flow of cum that dripped steadily to the floor. With everyone’s eyes focused on my leaky twat, I could let my eyes survey my audience.


Sandy looked enthralled, having never seen semen before, I presumed. Joey had a look of pure astonishment. He bravely scooted closer, looking up my left leg into paradise. Phil was on the edge of the cushion, leaning far out, peering into my crotch from around my right hip. Max sat casually, observing everything, but rarely making eye contact with me. He did appear surprised by my brazen display and casual attitude. I’d have given anything to know his thoughts. If he’d have just moved the book off his lap, I’d at least know if the scene turned him on.


Staci was obviously enjoying her role. I knew she would do something to make the scene even more vulgar. I waited and wondered. She finally mopped my inner thighs and my pussy was all that remained. She’d been silent to this point. I felt my pussy lips being pried open and heard Staci declare, “My goodness, girl. How did you manage to get that cream up inside your vagina? Good lord! It’s everywhere. What you need is a good douching to clear this mess out.”


Staci wiped my crack and then slapped my fanny, saying, “Come on, lets get you in the bathroom.”


The show was over. We walked into the master bath and shut the door. We both cracked up. Me, from nervous tension being released; Staci, from pure excitement. I said, “I don’t fucking believe this, Staci.”


She said, “I don’t either. I was just guessing.”


“You what! You mean to tell me that you sent me in here knowing I might get killed?”


“He wouldn’t kill you, but I thought you’d get your ass reamed out good. Christ, Max ate it up, all of it. He was really getting off on watching the kids devour your spermy pussy with their eyes.”


“Do you really think so?”


“I know so. I kept my eyes on him. Why do you think I got behind you?”


“So they could see my twat leaking cum from my cunt hole.”


“That too, but I wanted to see Max’s reaction. We’re home free, girl. You can screw your brains out, now.”


“Wow, that’s right. I can, can’t I?”


While Staci attended my pussy, I sat on the toilet and thought wicked thoughts. Sandy came to mind. The time was right to talk about the deal. I thought about the deal instead. I wondered what would happen if I didn’t talk about the deal. Would Staci bring me along, or would she simply take Sandy? Would she ask permission? Would she ask Sandy’s permission? Would they rape my little girl, or seduce her? Would they use protection?


No, of course not, I reasoned. They were excited about the possibility of knocking me up. Knocking up a little girl would be ten times more exciting. Now, I was thinking like them. Yes, the idea was undeniably exciting. Picturing my little Sandy with a balooned belly and tits bloated with mother’s milk had me on the verge of a climax. The idea of watching that old fart screw my daughter was exciting as well. Staci seemed to read my mind and said, “You’re thinking about Sandy getting pregnant, aren’t you?”


“Yes, how did you know?”


“I’ve got your cunt in my hands, remember. You’re getting excited. I figured it had to be that.”


“Why would you think that would excite me?”


“Because, I planted that seed months ago. That tree is ready to bear fruit. You didn’t bat an eye when I arranged the date and sealed the deal.”


“You’re a real pro at this aren’t you?”


“Yes, you never stood a chance.”


“Is that all you were after, Sandy?”


“Hell no. If Mom hadn’t died and Dad hadn’t slipped into a funk, I’d have never thought about it. As it works out, Sandy is just what he needs. No, Theresa. It’s you I want. I want my own little Barbie Whore, and now I have one.”


“What about Sandy?”


“She’s going to be Daddy’s little Barbie Whore, at least until he gets back on track and can get his own.”


“And you expect me to go along and Sandy to cooperate?”


“Yes, and you will. Daddy will handle Sandy. All we need to do is deliver her cute little ass, then get comfortable and watch a real pro at work.”


“That easy, huh?”


“That easy. No force. No pain. No tears. Just as long as you see she gets back often, Sandy will give you no problem. Trust me.”


“I trusted you in the car, and you damn near got me killed. I hope you’re right, though. I’d love to watch a good seduction, then have a horny preteen on my hands afterward.”


“Horny? She’ll eat your pussy for a ride to my father’s house.”


I bit my lower lip. Staci’s words had a way of instantly forming vivid mental images in my mind. That one made my clit stand up and throb. Staci saw this and smiled her devilish smile, then said, “Yeah, that tree is bearing fruit, too. I’ll be up to my ears in fruit shortly.”


Staci was about to insert the nozzle, but halted, saying, “You know, Max is pretty horny. He’s been a good boy. He should be rewarded. I’ll bet he’d love sliding his boner into a sloppy twat. I’ll bet he’ll really get off on sloppy seconds from his wife. Yep, that’s what we’ll do.”


She set the douche bag aside and stood, saying, “I’ll leave you guys alone. You should go out there naked and plop down on his lap. Talk about the first thing that pops up. Get in slut mode, Theresa.”


“I never got out. All right, I’ll do it. I’m anxious to get him alone, anyway. I’d like to know what’s going on in his head.”


“Don’t pry. Let him initiate any conversation. If he asks you who you’re fucking, stick to your story.”


“It’s a dumb story.”


“So? He can’t prove otherwise unless he’s willing to eat you out. If he does that, break down and confess. You’ve got yourself a winner. He’ll bring guys home for you to fuck.”


“I’d like that.”


“What wife wouldn’t?”


Staci departed, leaving me to think for a few minutes before emerging. I could hardly believe my good fortune. All my fantasies seemed within the realm of possibility. If all continued going well, I’d be screwing all kinds of men, fucking my sons, basking under my daughter’s slavish tongue, watching her get screwed, get pregnant, and deliver a child. I’d see Max fuck her, and who knows how many of his swinging friends. Yes, all seemed possible, even probable. I exited the bathroom with a sexy strut in my step.


Max was still in his chair. The kids were seated on the floor at the foot of his chair. They’d been talking together, about me, no doubt. All eyes turned to watch me stroll over. I took Max’s book off his erection, set the book on the end table, then reclined across his lap, being careful not to bend his boner. I ran my fingers through his hair and purred sexily, “Is that a gun in your pocket, or are you just glad to see me?”


“You’re treading on thin ice, Theresa.”


“Am I? How so?”


“That was a man’s semen on your legs. I can’t prove it, but I’m no idiot.”


“That was hand cream, Max. I’d never be unfaithful to you.”


“Bullshit! You’re a fucking whore, Theresa. The kids know it. I know it. Staci and Joe knows it. Half the town probably knows it by now.”


“Max, you think I’m a whore, really? I’m shocked.”


“That’s cute, Theresa, real cute. Let me catch you in the act, and we’ll see how cute you act.”


“You lied to me.”


“How’s that?”


We were both playing to an audience of our children. That much, I picked up right away. I was thrilled, and Max’s cock throbbed under my naked ass. Sandy, Joey, and Phil were all ears and eyes as I pouted, “You promised you’d never accuse me unless you had absolute proof. You have no proof, Max.”


“You’re right. That was wrong. I apologize. I don’t have absolute proof. Even if that hand cream tested out as sperm, you could always say you placed it there yourself. Knowing you, that’s exactly what you’d say. No, I’ll get proof positive sooner or later. One day, you’ll slip up, and I’ll catch you with a cock in you. When I do, you’ll wish you’d never been born.”


“All right, Max, but until you catch me with a cock in my pussy, don’t accuse me, okay?”


“All right, Theresa. That’s how we’ll play it. I take back what I said about your being a whore.”


“No, don’t take it back if you really think I am a whore. I don’t mind what you call me. Calling me a whore doesn’t make it so. Only proof positive would make it so. Even if I told you I let a man fuck me, I could be lying. Proof positive is a cock in my pussy, agreed?”


“Agreed, whore.”


“All right, now I’ll tell you that the cream was a man’s sperm, several in fact. Staci collected the specimens in a jar, and I used a turkey baster to put the sperm inside my pussy to make you think I’d been unfaithful. We played a joke on you, Max.”


“Bullshit, Theresa. You went out and got fucked, by several men no doubt. Play your game, but remember my warning.”


“I will, but I kinda like this game. I like teasing you this way; besides, Staci enjoys collecting sperm for my pussy, and she loves cleaning sperm off my body.”


“With her tongue, unless I miss my guess.”


“Sometimes. Does that make me a lesbian whore?”


“It makes you a slut, Theresa.”


“Oh, a slut too? I’m a whore and a slut, am I? I never knew the distinction.”


“There is none, but you are both.”


I looked to the kids and said, “Did you hear that children? Your father says I’m a slut whore. Your mother is a whore and a slut. How does that make you feel?”


I looked to each in turn in expectation of an answer. Sandy shrugged and said, “I don’t know. It’s your body and your life. It doesn’t bother me any.”


Joey said, “I think it’s kinda neat having a slut whore for a mom.”


Phil said, “I’m with Joey, and ditto what Sandy said.”


I looked to Max with a smile, saying, “You’d better hope I’m not a slut whore, Max. They won’t rat on me. When you go out of town, I could bring my men here and fuck them right here in the living room. They won’t mind, and they won’t tell. That is, if I really am a slut whore.”


“Be that as it may, Theresa. One day, you’ll slip. When you do…”


“I know. I’ll wish I’d never been born. Don’t worry, Max. I’ll never slip, not with three good lookouts. If I was a slut whore, that is. I’m horny, Max. All this slut talk has made me horny as hell. Fuck me, Max. Fuck me here; fuck me now. Let the kids watch us fuck. You fuck me so good, and your cock is so hard right now.”


Max looked to the grinning eager faces looking up, felt my pussy, slipped a finger inside, and said, “All right, whore. Get on the floor and spread wide.”


I climbed down and sprawled in a circle of excited kids as Max stood and dropped his pants and briefs. Sandy’s eyes were riveted to her father’s mighty erection as he knelt between my legs. I planted my feet and raised my pussy to meet his dick. Max angled his straining cock down and pushed the head inside. I wiggled my pelvis, sinking my cunt over the shaft, clear to his balls. Max took me by the hips and hammered my adulterous pussy like he used to do, ages ago.


I swooned under his pummeling assault as small hands fondled my jiggling breasts. Joel and Sandy each had a tit. Phil’s hands stroked my lower abdomen and inner thighs while trying not to get his hand trapped by his father’s driving thrusts. Occasionally, he brushed across my clit or touched a bare cunt lip stretched thin by his father’s cock. I was in pervert’s heaven.


The kids got bolder as the fuck went on. They traded off parts, so each got to feel my pussy. They slowly lost their inhibitions about getting in the way of our slapping genitals. Little hands were always getting trapped on the in-stroke. Sandy was more interested in feeling her father’s cock. During her turn down below, Max fucked with half of his cock so that Sandy’s fist could ride the base. Her fist hammered my cunt, so I didn’t miss the part she held.


Joey tried to worm his finger in alongside his father’s cock, and that felt marvelous to me. Max didn’t seem to mind either. Phil played with my ass and eventually fingered my asshole. He invited the others to feel their father’s cock through the thin membrane of my colon. Each took a turn, and each was delighted, none more so than me.


When Max came, he pulled out for dramatic effect, spraying my chest and face with a copious load. He also sprayed Sandy’s cheek as she was sucking on my right nipple. Sandy raised up with a start, just barely avoiding a long ropy strand that draped the nipple she’d been sucking. When Max was through sperming me, Sandy returned to the nipple.


Max and I exchanged smiles as we watched our daughter suck my spermy tit. Our smiles broadened when she licked my spermy tits, chest, neck, and face. We all watched Sandy lick sperm, and she gradually lost her inhibitions about sperm licking with an audience. As she finished with the last drops on my face, Max milked a few more directly on my clit to add to the remnants of his first jet that made a direct hit at the top of my pussy crack. That shot ran down the crack, split by my clit. Max painted my clit by milking his dick.


I knew what he was up to, but I also knew Sandy would balk at licking cum off my clit. Still, I supported the attempt, paving the way by saying, “Clean all the cum off me, Sandy, and I’ll get you that dress you liked.”


Sandy renewed her cleaning efforts, going back over ground already covered. All she needed was an excuse, and I languished under her oral ablutions. When she sat up, satisfied that she’d earned the dress, Max pointed the oversight out to her.


Sandy stared at the pearly drool oozing over my clit and seeping into my pussy crack. None of us seriously expected she’d fall for Max’s challenge. It was more a joke, but as Sandy continued to stare at my clit, thinking hard, we began to wonder. To help her decide, I drew my legs back and fanned my lips open with my fingers. My sperm-drenched clit stood tall and shiny. I could feel the thick run sliding down my crack toward my pussy hole.


I felt like all she needed was a slight nudge, so I said, “If you don’t start soon, you’ll have to lick Daddy’s sperm out of my pussy hole. That is, if you want that dress.”


Her eyes widened as she looked to each of us in turn. All she saw was hopeful, expectant faces smiling back. She gazed on my wide-spread beaver, then slowly leaned across my abdomen. She licked tentatively with her tonguetip barely making contact with my clit. I said, “You’ll never get it clean that way. You’d better hurry.”


The next lick was a real lick that moved my clit. The licks that followed swabbed my clit, moving the excited nub from side to side, up and down, back and forth, over and around. She spent so much time on my clit that the run she should have chased ran inside my hole. I said, “You’re too late. Daddy’s cum is now inside the hole.”


Joey said, “That means she has to lick inside your pussy, right, Mom?”


“If she wants to earn that dress she does.”


She wanted the dress, but what she really wanted, what she’d stalled for, was an excuse to get at my hole. She crawled lower to get her head square to my beaver and followed the path of the drooling run with her flattened tongue. When she reached the hole, her tongue swabbed the rim, then slipped deep inside. She mashed her face to my cunt, trying to get her tongue in as deeply as she could. I was in ecstasy; the guys were in awe. Sandy kept this up for several long minutes.


Max had never enjoyed sex more, and neither had I. We were spent and totally satisfied, but the kids hadn’t gotten off. They were more wired than when we started. They couldn’t keep their hands off me or out of my holes. Sandy couldn’t keep her mouth off me or her tongue out of my holes. Whether I sat, stooped, walked, or just stood still, fingers entered both my holes or toyed with my tits. Sandy’s tongue went everywhere, but made my twat home base.


Since Sandy was too shy to touch Max’s cock after the fuck, and he was too inhibited to suggest she clean his cock, he got dressed and watched me and the kids. I did nothing to discourage the kids. If anything, I made my parts more accessible. This lewd activity went on for several hours. We watched a movie on TV. Well, Max and I watched the movie. The kids watched me, or parts of me. Even as I prepared dinner, my body received their attentions. By this time, I usually had one at a time to tolerate.


Sandy spent most of her time curled up on Max’s lap. During the meal, I remained naked and sat between Joey and Phil as they continued to amuse themselves with my body all through the meal. Sometime during the dinner preparations, Sandy lost her shyness about fondling her father’s cock. She stroked his erection all through dinner.


Sandy had her chair pulled up beside Max’s at the head of the table. Her arm was in constant motion throughout the meal. Max and I never enjoyed a meal more, that’s for sure. Sandy dove to Max’s lap for her desert. All we saw was her head bobbing up and down and Max’s eyes cross. That is, until he came.


For the cum shot, Max gripped the edges of his seat and heaved his loins up. Sandy’s sucking mouth appeared over the table top as the sperm boiled up from his balls. We could see the jets shoot up the thick central vein, and Sandy’s throat muscles contracting after each jet she took. She pumped his shaft with both hands, milking him of every last drop. She was sucking her father like a heavy duty vacuum cleaner. She made me wish I had a cock.


Family sex was a foregone conclusion at that point. All inhibitions had been breached. Max was going to fuck Sandy. I was going to fuck the boys. We all knew that without anyone saying so out loud. Max waited for me to initiate the orgy. I waited on him. The kids waited on anyone to break the stalemate.


Max couldn’t, and I didn’t want an orgy involving Max. That wasn’t my fantasy. I wanted to sneak my fucks in. I wanted Max to seduce Sandy and carry on with her behind my back so that I could catch them in the act. I wanted my fantasy, not a free-for-all. The kids went to bed horny.


Max and I were also horny, but we enjoyed another terrific fuck. Afterward, we talked. Without an audience, Max was more serious. He said, “This is crazy, you know?”


“How so?”


“This game we’re playing.”


“We’re playing a game?”


“You know what I’m talking about, Theresa. We’re perverts.”


“Who cares? We’re having fun. The kids enjoy having perverted parents. We’re lucky perverts with lucky kids.”


“I want to fuck Sandy.”


“You pervert.”


“I’m serious. She wants me to fuck her. While you were in the kitchen preparing dinner, she got my cock out, got me hard, then whispered, ‘Daddy, I want to do it. I want to go all the way with you.’”


“Like I said, Max, you’re a lucky pervert. Just don’t get caught, or I’ll make you wish you’d never been born.”


Max sat up and looked down on me with a puzzled expression. I smiled wryly. He said, “Seriously?”


“As serious as you are with me.”


“I know what I mean by that statement. What do you mean?”


“Wait and see. That’s what I have to do.”


Max laid back, staring up at the ceiling. After several minutes, he said, “You’re going to fuck those boys, aren’t you?”


“Who knows? I won’t get caught fucking them. That’s for sure.”


Minutes passed before Max said, “You want it this way, don’t you?”


“Max, I won’t snoop. I won’t ask questions. I won’t open any shut doors without knocking and getting permission to enter, but if I ever get proof positive that you are screwing our daughter, if I ever actually catch you with your cock in her pussy, I’ll make you wish you’d never been born.”


“Gotcha. Good night, sweetheart.”


“Good night, darling.”


Max and I went to sleep with a good understanding. At three in the morning, I awoke to an empty bed. I got up and went to Sandy’s room. The door was shut, but the light was on. I pressed my ear to the door and heard her bed bouncing to the pounding of a paternal beat. I smiled and returned to bed. I was still awake when Max tried to ease in an hour later. As soon as he was settled, I said, “How was she?”


Max almost jumped out of his skin. He said, “Damn you, Theresa!”


I laughed and said, “Well, you were gone long enough.”


“Circumstantial evidence. You have no proof.”


I felt his sticky cock, then smelled my fingers. I said, “This smells like virgin pussy to me, Max.”


“I fingered Sandy and rubbed her juices on my cock.”


“Clever, very clever. Trying to trick me, huh?”


“Yeah. A practical joke.”


“Okay, just remember what I said. If I ever catch this cock in Sandy’s hot little ex-virgin pussy, I’ll make you wish you’d never been born.”


“I understand. Same goes for you, whore.”


“Gotcha. Good night darling.”


“Good night, sweetheart.”


Max drifted off to sleep, but I couldn’t sleep. I had a raging case of the hot-twat. When Max began snoring, I eased out of bed, then tip toed down the hall to Phil’s room. I slipped into Phil’s bed and he awoke with a start. As soon as he realized who I was, he rolled on top and entered me. He fucked me gloriously, three times in rapid succession, then lay sprawled on top of my body, exhausted.


When he fell asleep, I rolled him off, then went to Joey’s room. He was harder to wake up. I had to turn on the light and shake him awake. When he saw my naked tits bobbing in his face, he broke a smile and sucked one. I yanked his underwear down and sat on his erection. We fucked twice more with me on the bottom, then laid side by side to rest up for another. The sun was just about to rise when a delicious idea came over me.


Max likes to sleep in on Sundays, and he sleeps soundly. I knew we could fuck in the bed beside him if we were careful. Joey loved the idea, and we went to my room like thieves. I eased onto the bed, then Joey got between my legs. We both kept a wary eye on Max as the dirty deed progressed. This fuck was slow and easy. After three cums, Joey wasn’t about to go off like a bunny.


We screwed beside Max, on top of the covers, for thirty or more minutes. Early morning twilight filled the room. I was deliriously excited by our bold adventure, languishing under a slow easy screwing with my eyes closed, dreaming naughty dreams.


Suddenly, Joey’s loins came down hard against my crotch, so hard he had to have been assisted. My eyes opened wide to find Max hovering over us with his hand pressing down on Joey’s ass, pinning us to the mattress. Max shouted, “Busted, bitch! I told you what would happen. I warned you. I knew you’d slip up. Now, you’re going to wish you’d never been born.”


I have never been so frightened in my life. His maniacal look made me fear for my life. That’s when Max began tickling me. I can’t stand to be tickled while pinned, and I was pinned beneath my own son. I cried out for him to stop while struggling and writhing. Max said, “Say, I wish I’d never been born.”


I cried, “What?”


“Say it, whore. Say, I wish I’d never been born.”


The tickling was driving me mad. I screamed, “I wish I’d never been born! I wish I’d never been born!”


The tickling stopped. The pressure came off Joey. Sandy and Phil came rushing into the room. Phil was naked, and Sandy only had panties on. We could see dried virgin blood stains on her inner thighs. They looked at the scene with alarm showing on their faces. Sandy bashfully squeezed her legs together while covering her breasts, but Phil did not try to hide his growing erection. Max sat back smugly and said, “See, I told you I could make you wish you’d never been born.”


Relief flooded over me, and then I felt giddy. I started laughing, then howling. I laughed poor Joey right off me. He fell on the floor, then got up and stood between Sandy and Phil. They were laughing too. Sandy no longer hid her tits. We were all laughing. Phil yanked Sandy’s panties to her feet, and we laughed harder.


Max had shaved her twat and drew one of his infamous cartoon characters on her pussy, turning her pussy into a goofy old man with a vertical smile. Her clit looked like his tongue sticking out. Sandy stepped free of her panties and danced while twirling her panties overhead. She showed off her cartoon, pulling on her labia lips to make the man’s tongue stick out. We screamed. When the boys sandwiched her between them and dry humped her, my sides ached.


They fell on the bed then crawled up to lie beside us. I had Phil and Joey on either side of me, and Sandy squeezed between Max and Phil—one big, happy, buck-assed naked family. When the laughter died down, I said, “Now what?”


Max got out of bed, reached down and lifted Sandy in his arms. He held her so her ass faced us. We got a good look at her swollen pussy peeking between her legs as Max said, “I’m going to get me some more tiny pussy. You guys do what you want.”


As soon as they left, the boys attacked me. I got screwed good. Incest squared. By eight AM, I was exhausted, fucked out, sore and tired. The boys were worn out as well. Max and Sandy emerged, still naked, wanting breakfast. I told them to fix me some, too.


In a way, I was elated, but also disappointed. Sandy would be no fun to watch with Staci’s dad now. She’d be too eager from the start. Cheating wasn’t cheating anymore. Nothing was dirty, nasty, or forbidden. Everything was out in the open, a sexual smorgasbord. I’d been cheated of my fantasies, but what the hell. When you cum ten times a day, who gives a shit about fantasies.


Staci felt the same way I did. She loved watching us fuck each other, and had another Barbie Whore to play with, but it just wasn’t the same. Bill didn’t care whether Sandy was an experienced whore or a shy virgin. He just wanted a tight pussy to fuck. When I explained the story to Max, he gave Bill unlimited and unrestricted visitation rights.


Max loved watching me or Sandy getting screwed, but he especially loved watching Sandy and Bill. Bill stopped by unannounced three or four times a day, and took Sandy where he found her. On the sofa, in the bathroom, in the hallway, at the dinner table with the family eating, it made no difference to Bill. He loved an audience, and we loved being that audience.


Max and I had a long and serious talk a few days into our new arrangement. We did not want our expanded sex life to become mundane or routine. We shared our fantasies and discovered many points in common. We both needed perverse sex to heighten our enjoyment. We both liked watching each other with multiple partners. At the top of our list was getting Sandy pregnant. We also liked group scenes, and mother/daughter sex acts before an audience.


Sandy became the key to our sexual fulfillment. We liked anything involving Sandy. We wanted her to stay barefoot and pregnant until she left home for college. We planned to adopt her baby out, then knock her up again. When we told Sandy of our wishes, we gave her two options: do as we say, or do without sex. Sandy took off her shoes and said, “I’m barefoot, now get me pregnant.”


Max knew a slew of swinging couples, and we began entertaining regularly, usually with one couple at a time. As an ice breaker, we played a game that involved Bill and Sandy. We never let on to the guests that we were swingers. During a formal dinner with the kids in attendance, Bill would enter the house looking like a wino off the streets.


This alone would shock our guests. When no one made introductions, or so much as acknowledged Bill’s presence, their curiosity was peaked. Bill would advance to the table, coming up behind Sandy. He’d pull out his cock and begin stroking his erection, teasing the head at her face, interfering with her attempts to keep on eating. Still, no one said a word, but our guests were clearly awed.


Me, Max, Phil, and Joey pretended not to see Bill or Sandy. No matter what he did to her, or what she did in response, we would not look over or react in any way. This put our guests in a quandary, questioning reality.


Bill would strip her at the table, then fuck her at, or on, the table. He’d fuck her pussy, then her ass, then cum in her mouth. He’d then dress and leave, usually leaving Sandy sprawled naked on the table. When the door shut behind him, I’d say something like, “Would either of you care for more peas, ham, pussy, anything?”


If they hadn’t caught on by that time, my question was the ice breaker. We’ve never tired of that game, and all the swingers we’ve met were initiated into our dirty little secret that way.


A month after we started our new lifestyle, Max had a young couple over for dinner. The guy was a new young attorney in Max’s office. His lovely wife was the picture of newlywed bliss and innocence. Jan was a tall, sexy young lady with classic beauty and intelligence to match. That bronze darling had everything in abundance, including long legs, wide hips, and big tits. We were both smitten by her charm and beauty, though her husband was a bit stuffy.


They were not swingers, and the dinner was strictly business. We even sent Phil and Joey away to stay with friends so there wouldn’t be any slip-ups. Sandy needed to remain at home to work on her science project. Earlier, Max told me to call Bill and warn him that we had straight company. I forgot. We’d just finished dinner and sat in the living room for cocktails.


Sandy sat on the love seat doing her homework. I was on the sofa, turned to face John and Jan who were also seated on the sofa. Max had brought a dining room chair over so as to sit beside me in order to share the coffee table and create a more intimate setting. Our backs were to the love seat which sat at a ninety degree angle to the sofa. With Jan seated at the other end, and John between us, he couldn’t see his wife unless he turned around, but they both had a good view of Sandy by looking between me and Max.


Bill walked in ten minutes after we sat down. We didn’t actually see him enter, but we knew it had to be him. Max and I looked at each other. My look said, “Sorry, I forgot.” His said, “Oh no! Do something.”


We both knew Bill would not be put off by the unfamiliar couple. We’d told him not to worry about friends unless we called him. We were frozen into inactivity. We did not acknowledge Bill’s presence, because our backs were to the love seat. He entered quietly, so unless he came into our view, or our guests told us he was there, we had no reason to look behind us. We were facing the couple. We saw their expressions. The looks on their faces told us Bill had just shucked his pants. I heard him take a seat beside Sandy.


Their expressions were priceless. I was waiting for one or both of them to alert us to what was going on behind us, but they were speechless. I didn’t know what Max was waiting on, but every second counted. The action would start quickly. They were his guests. If he wasn’t going to act, I saw no reason to.


By the expressions on our guest’s faces, I knew obscene acts were taking place behind us. At this point, Sandy would climb up to straddle Bill’s lap and ease down on his cock with her bare ass facing the couple. She wore no panties. I was so amused by the couple, I wasn’t about to look back.


Max, I found out later, was intrigued by their silence. Since nothing alerted us, and he had no reason to look behind him, he didn’t. Still, their facial expressions were enough to alert any intelligent person.


We trained Sandy to fuck for an audience, going for the highest visual impact, keeping the cock/cunt connection in view. Jan and John were her audience, and the looks on their faces told me Sandy knew that. She’d be fucking Bill in a variety of lewd positions, all designed to show Bill’s stiff cock penetrating her hairless quim.


John and Jan had wide eyes and slack jaws as they looked past us, not at us. Nonetheless, Max and I carried on small talk with them, or tried to. At this point, experience taught us that Bill would be stripping Sandy naked while she rode the bologny pony. Jan’s hand came to her mouth as she obviously got her first glimpse of Bill’s cock penetrating my daughter’s shaved twat.


Her husband broke out in a sweat with eyes focused low, about pussy level. Still, neither said anything. Max and I had to carry all the conversation. When I heard Bill and Sandy adjust positions, I knew Sandy was getting on her hands and knees for the butt fuck; otherwise, only one person would be moving—Sandy. She’d press her shoulders to the cushions and raise her ass high, aimed obliquely toward our amazed guests, then pull her ass cheeks apart.


As the shiny cock penetrated my daughter’s pink sphincter, I said, “Are you two feeling alright? You look a little peeked.” They both nodded like zombies. Max and I turned to each other, trying to hold in our smiles. We knew exactly what had them so mesmerized. Sandy getting butt fucked is a sight to stop trains, but what was coming up would blow them away.


When Bill cums, he draws out, grabs her by the hair, and yanks her head back to his cock. While pumping his dick, Sandy engulfs the head and sucks hard. He blasts her mouth with half his load, then pulls out to pepper her face with the rest. Afterward, he wipes his dick in her hair, stands up, pulls up his pants, and leaves.


We knew when Bill was ready to cum by the wide eyes getting wider. Bill and Sandy were unusually quiet, which helped a great deal. We were able to ignore the cum scene and enjoy the couple. Jan no longer had her hand over her mouth. She bit her lower lip while squeezing her legs together. The hand gripping her knee had white knuckles. John had an erection that he tried hard to conceal from us with both hands pressed to his lap. He sat stiff as a board throughout the bizarre ordeal.


Bill dressed and left as quietly as he’d entered. We could hear Sandy putting her clothes back on and putting herself in order. We heard her retake her seat and open her books. At this point, I said, “And the kids these days. You have to watch them every minute.” I turned to look at Sandy and said, “This one, especially.”


Sandy smiled and said, “Oh, Mom, that’s not true and you know it. I’m a perfect angel.”


After I turned back around, I noticed Jan forcing back a smile and John trying to avert his eyes from Sandy’s direction. I found out later that Sandy pulled her top over her tits, pulled her skirt up to her waist, sat with her legs in the splits, and put on a solo act of preteen masturbation. Jan found the performance delightful. John found the act distracting.


Max said, “Are you sure you two are alright? Can I freshen your drinks?”


John finally got his voice and said, “No thanks. I’m fine.”


Jan handed Max her glass and said, “I’d like a double, straight up.”


Jan was sharp. When her head cleared, and she had a few moments to think about what had just happened, she realized they’d been had. Her attitude changed dramatically after that. Max and I could see her mind turning the events over. We could see her relax, get comfortable, then get too comfortable for her still confused and uptight hubby. She drank her double scotch rather quickly. She smiled knowingly while seeking to make eye contact with us. We gave her that eye contact and returned her smiles, but she still wasn’t sure. Max offered to freshen her drink, then took her empty glass after she downed what was left in one gulp. John gave her a disapproving glance, tugged her skirt lower on her thighs, and suggested she sit up straight. Jan refused to budge. To avoid a confrontation, I engaged John in conversation.


I was pleased to see Jan immediately pull her skirt up past the level where John thought she was showing herself immodestly. She defiantly stuck her tongue out at the back of his head. I also watched Max expose himself to Jan when he stood behind the sofa to hand Jan her drink. John had his back to Max as Max offered Jan his profile. If John turned, Max could easily turn as well, and at least hide his naked dick. Keeping an eye on Max and Jan while keeping John focused on my every word wasn’t easy. Max had his hard cock fully out and stroked the shaft for Jan’s excited and visibly impressed, big, brown eyes. He stirred her drink with his cock, then handed the drink to her. Jan smilingly ran her tongue around the rim of her glass, being as suggestive as a woman can be without coming right out and saying, “I want to suck your cock.”


Max put himself back in order, retook his seat, and maintained eye contact with Jan. When Max took out his hard cock in front of his wife and child, Jan had all the proof she needed to properly size-up the situation. She excused herself to go to the bathroom. We eagerly awaited her return.


When Jan returned after a long stay in the bathroom, I took it upon myself to keep John’s attention focused on me. When she sat, she leaned back against the armrest, almost in a sprawl, a very undignified recline for a lady in a short skirt. When she pulled that skirt up and spread her legs, I almost choked on my drink. Max did.


She not only removed her panties and panty hose, she’d shaved her pussy and taken lipstick to write “Fuck Me” across both inner thighs with her bald pussy breaking the two words. At the time, I had no way of knowing whether she arrived with a shaved twat, but I later found out she had never so much as trimmed her bush. Sandy’s shaved pubes inspired her.


She held herself in this provocative position as I tried my damndest to keep her hubby from looking back. Actually, I don’t know why I tried so hard. She didn’t seem too awfully concerned.”


I expected Max to offer her a tour of his private law library. John had already had the tour as Jan helped with the dinner. Max was having too much fun watching Jan’s daring and obscene act. He was in no hurry, and I couldn’t blame him. He knew he was going to get laid. Jan obviously had all the teasing she could take and was determined to get some strange cock.


Out of the corner of my eye, I caught her act, and I was deeply impressed. I’d never seen a woman look so horny, so in need, or so provocative in displaying that need. She had absolutely no inhibitions. She stroked her pussy, then finger-fucked her hole. She eased onto her right hip and pulled her skirt over her ass. She then pulled her left ass cheek out to expose her asshole while mouthing the words, “Fuck my ass.”


Jan was losing control. Her passions were driving her to extremes. I wanted to send a message to Max to get her out of the room and put her out of her misery, but Max wouldn’t look my way. Jan had resumed her reclining sprawl, and had pulled her skirt all the way to her middle, clear past her belly button. She had one foot laid on the back of the sofa, and the other far out on the floor, offering as wide a spread as she could make.


If her hubby turned, there was no way she could get back in any sense of order, but that didn’t stop her. Her hand began undoing buttons. One, then two, then three, until we saw she had removed her bra as well. She hauled out one beautiful, long tit and brought that tit to her lips. She ran her long tongue over the turgid nipple while masturbating with her free hand. She undid the rest of her buttons and threw her blouse open to reveal another message below her breasts: “Whore.” For all intents and purposes, she was a naked whore.


By this time, I was no longer interested in distracting her hubby. She deserved to be caught, and Max deserved to lose out on a fantastic fuck if her hubby got pissed. John was eager to look back ever since Sandy set her books aside and came over to stand behind her father, looking down on Jan with unabashed interest. When I threw my hands up and stopped talking, John spun around.


“Jesus Christ, Jan! What do you think you’re doing?”


Jan didn’t blink an eye. She said, “Can’t you tell? I’m trying to get fucked.”


John read her messages, then turned his pale face to Max, pleading, “Mr. Blake, I’m sorry. She’s never done anything like this. I swear. She normally doesn’t drink hard liquor.”


Jan used her left leg to force John to sit back, saying, “You’re blocking his view. Sit back and shut up.” Jan shrugged free of her hanging blouse, unfastened her skirt, then raised her ass to slip the loose skirt down her legs, telling John to take the skirt the rest of the way as she held both skirt-draped legs over his lap. John gave her what we assumed was a stern, unbelieving look, which we could see she returned with stern resolve. He slowly, reluctantly removed the material from her legs.


Jan placed her right foot in his face and said, “Take my shoes off, too.” He removed that shoe, then awaited the other. When he tossed the last shoe, his wife was naked. She twisted her wedding ring off her finger and handed that to him saying, “Put this in a safe place. I won’t be needing it tonight.”


John slipped the ring in his vest pocket. Jan sprawled, getting low with her head resting on the arm rest, purring, “I’m naked, totally naked, Max. Fuck me, please! Fuck my ass. Fuck my mouth. Fuck my horny cunt. If you will just fuck me with that magnificent cock of yours, I’ll do anything, any time, anywhere, from now on. Treat me like a whore, always. I want to be your whore, Max.”


John looked stunned and helpless. Max stood and removed his pants, saying, “Sorry John Boy, but no man should have to turn down an offer like that from a woman as sexy as your wife. If my wife has no objections, it looks like I have myself a whore.”


I said, “If your whore has no objection to licking a little pussy now and then, I have no objection to you having a whore.”


Jan sat up eagerly and said, “Oh, Theresa, I will. I’ll eat you and your daughter, together, if you want.”


After removing his boxer shorts, Max settled between Jan’s legs and screwed her over her husband’s lap. John was beside himself as he watched the thick shaft of my husband’s cock take steady posession of his wife’s hungry pussy. His wife became a wailing banshee once Max’s cock sank in to the balls. Max didn’t fuck her; she fucked him. All John could do was watch helplessly.


Sandy, John, and I watched them screw until long after midnight. John was as horny as his wife had been, but I wasn’t into mercy fucks. Besides, wimpy men turn me off. I got more enjoyment watching him suffer. When Sandy and I stripped down and ate each other, poor John was in agony. John left in agony, because Jan stayed with us. She moved in with us. Jan became my Barbie Whore.


All in all, it ain’t a bad life for a gal who wished she’d never been born.
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“Bastard Maker” By Phil Phantom


 


My husband and I have endured numerous re-locations with his job. He opens new territories for his company. We have been married for sixteen years and have seven children; girl 2; girl 4; girl 6; boy, 8; boy 11; girl 13, boy 15. As you can see, they are evenly spaced. Each was born in a different area of the country. In addition, each has a different father. My husband has good reason to doubt that any are his, though he has never confronted me with his suspicions.


The reason is simple. During our entire marriage, Mark has used condoms when we make love. For most of our marriage, I have had a lover on the side, at least one in every area we lived. I never ask my lovers to use protection. Mark is well aware that I take a lover. He doesn’t ask questions, and I offer no answers. Cheating is something I do, and he has learned to live with my infidelity and accept the consequences as a fact of life. I adore being pregnant, especially by another man’s child. I get a rush by handing my husband the newborn child, christened after the real father, my current lover, a name well-known to my husband and kids.


Aside from that, we have a loving relationship and enjoy having a big family. He makes good money. We do many things together. The children are good kids. Everything is fine so long as I can sneak away from time to time and fuck my brains out. Extra-marital sex is my pressure relief valve. An adulterous pregnancy is a fringe benefit.


When we moved to Houston, I immediately began prowling the area for a potential lover and father for our eighth child. I prefer married professionals who can treat me right and have more to lose than me if they start trouble or want to get serious. It took four months, but I finally found him in one of Mark’s coworkers, a man named Brian. I try to avoid men who know Mark, and I’d always made it a rule never to go after a company man. Brian was just too damned perfect. Besides being brutally handsome, he is bright, witty, cultured, and well-hung. Those combinations I can not resist.


I have no trouble attracting successful men. I look like a model, have big tits, a trim figure, and legs that belong on a WWII bomber. I have long, flowing, chestnut hair; large, green eyes; full, pouting lips; and my vagina is my best feature. I keep it shaved, clean, and perfumed. Though my pussy has passed seven kids through it, I exercise my vaginal muscles and can hold a slippery candle in me while standing with my legs wide apart. Every man I ever slept with goes bananas over my pussy. They like to look at it, touch it, lick it, smell it, mostly, they like to deposit their sperm in it. I have a squeeze box that craves sperm other than my husband’s.


Once a month, Brian and I like to get a suite in a fancy hotel and spend a weekend fucking, eating, and talking. We talk more than any lover I ever had. We talk about lots of things, but he is intrigued by my lifestyle and wants to know everything about my family life, especially about my former lovers and the children they fathered. He was particularly amused that I named each child after the man that fathered it. Even the girls got feminized male names. George fathered Georgette, my thirteen-year-old. Phil fathered Philis (not Phylis) my six-year-old. Bart fathered Bartina, my four-year-old. And the one he liked best was fathered by my most recent ex-lover, Harold—Haroldette, my two-year-old.


He admires the way I handle carrying on my affairs. I go out on dates, get dressed up in slinky outfits, stay out all night and entire weekends, and always have my date pick me up at the house and return me. I hide nothing from my kids, my husband, my parents, or anyone else. If anything, I flaunt my infidelity. Brian admires me for my stand, and my flaunting turns him on. Outrageous flaunting turns me on as well.


The kids do ask a flurry of questions, though I always tell them it’s none of their business who I’m going out with, when I’ll be back, where we are going, why, how, when, what. You name it, they ask it. Even after all these years without answers, they still ask. The older ones have learned that asking questions about Mom’s private goings-on will get them nowhere. They rarely bother. Mark never asks.


When I return from a date, the little kids hit me with another barrage of questions, especially when I look a mess, and I often do. I make no effort to hide the evidence. I can usually count on Steve, my oldest boy, or Georgette, my oldest girl, to shush them. They can ask the most embarrassing questions, like, “Mom, what’s that sticky stuff in your hair?” or “How did you get snot on your legs?” That sort of thing.


Mark never asks me a question, even if I stumble in drunk and half dressed at six AM., or have semen running down my face, or leave a seminal wet spot in the bed, or leave my sperm-soiled panties in plain sight for days, or accidentally call him by my lover’s name—an accident I have more often than accident can explain.


I also allow my lovers to call and leave messages with anyone; consequently, the family soon knows the name of the man I’m seeing regularly. My last lover, Harold, had a mischievous streak and liked to leave lurid messages with my oldest daughter, Georgette. She faithfully relayed his messages. He also liked to leave messages with my husband. I got one from Mark that said: Saturday night, eight PM, no bra, no panties, no condoms.


Brian has no qualms about calling, either. Mark learned of my new lover right away, as Brian calls frequently. He prefers to leave a message and usually won’t ask to speak to me. I have been home when Brian left cute but lurid little messages. He also enjoys picking me up and coming to the door, actually coming inside, a new twist, but one I enjoy very much. He talks to the children and Mark. When we return, he always sticks around for coffee.


After our first full weekend together, we came home at eight PM on Sunday night. All the kids were up. Mark had his hands full and wore an apron. I wore a blouse with three top buttons missing, no bra, no pantie hose, no panties, and I carried my shoes. My hair was a mess and sticking to my face from a marathon fuck right before we checked out. Brian’s semen was smeared all over my thighs under my tight micro-short skirt.


Knowing how much Brian got off on the flaunting of my infidelity, I sat carelessly without adjusting my skirt and gave the kids a good look at my bare, sperm-covered pussy and slimy inner thighs. The older kids would not say anything out loud, but Philis, the six-year-old, I knew would react. I made sure she noticed, and she exclaimed, “Mommy, you aren’t wearing any panties? Where are your panties? What is all that wet stuff on your legs? Why? Where? Who? I silenced her with a wave off and smiled at Brian who smiled back. Mark wasn’t smiling. He served coffee.


When Brian got up to leave, I walked him to the door. His arm was on my lower back and slipped lower down on my ass with each step. I looked up and smiled. At the door, he turned and placed both hands low on my ass cheeks. My back was to my family. He peered past my shoulder and quietly said, “We have a full audience.”


“What did you expect? Is Mark watching,too?”


“Yes. I am sorely tempted to bunch up your skirt, put my hands on your naked ass, and give you a passionate kiss.”


“What’s stopping you? Are you afraid of Mark?” That challenge did not go unanswered. Brian boldly pulled the back of my skirt up (baring my ass totally) and grabbed big handfuls of my naked ass cheeks.”


I teased, “Oh, you are a bold one, aren’t you?” He squeezed, molded, and pulled my cheeks apart. I think he expected me to say something as he moved his fingertips low towards my sex lips. I pulled his loins tight against me, sensuously grinding my crotch on his hardon, and said, “I see you’re into giving my kids an anatomy lesson. Kinky. I like that.”


That was all Brian needed. His fingers reached my cunt and pulled the lips far apart. I could feel the cool air on my inner membranes and a thrill coursed through me as I realized what they were seeing. I said, “Now they know where the wet stuff is coming from.”


Brian’s lips came to mine and we melted into a deep, passionate, loin-grinding, soul kiss that lasted several minutes. All the while we kissed, Brian’s fingers manipulated my sex for greater and greater exposure and obscenity. I gave myself over fully to this lurid display. We parted. He left. I turned to see that all of my kids had moved up to within a few feet of us, and they all had different reactions on their faces. The little ones were simply puzzled. The middle ones were amused. The two older kids looked a little shocked.


Mark wouldn’t look at me. I ignored them all and simply went up to my bedroom. I didn’t even pull my skirt back into place. I went upstairs swinging my naked ass.


This time Mark followed me up and walked in as I dropped my skirt to my feet. He said, “You created quite a scene. I think you need to talk to those kids.” I turned to face him and drew my blouse over my head, tossing it to the floor. I stood boldly before him and watched his eyes go right to my glistening pussy. This was the closest Mark had ever came to confronting me and I thought it wise to nip it in the bud. I said, “They’ll get over it. Tomorrow, everything will be back to normal. They’ll have their old mommy back and all will be forgotten. It’s always like that. This time will be no different.”


“It will not be forgotten, Julia. Kids don’t forget things like what they just saw.”


“I hope not. I’d like to think I still have shock value. What I meant was, it will be forgotten in our day to day lives. This, too, shall pass.”


“And what about the next time?”


I strode up to him forcefully, got in his face, and said, “What about the next time, Mark? You have accepted this situation from day one. You knew how I was when you married me. I had a lover all during our engagement. He went with us on our honeymoon. Steve is named after him. Yes, there will be next times as long as we are married. As for Brian, he is into this kind of thing. If I know him, this was just a prelude to bigger and better, more shocking displays. I don’t want to go through this each time we part and he does something nasty for kicks. Adjust, darling. You have adjusted to much worse. I think you are just upset at the prospect of raising one more kid that looks nothing like you.


This last statement struck a nerve with him, and he immediately shut down and cooled off. His sudden change was not because I overpowered him. The submissive change was from my implied reference to the kids being fathered by my lovers. That is something we never openly acknowledged. Judging by the way a mild inference to that fact cooled his heels, I wondered what a direct statement would do. I had a powerful weapon in my arsenal that I never knew I had.


Mark became sweet, docile, affectionate, and very submissive right after that. He tried to love on me, but I ignored him, amused by his fawning obsequence. I flopped on the bed and made sure my legs were obscenely sprawled in his direction. I peeked through my closed lids and saw Mark staring intently at the semen seeping from my cunt. A thrill coursed through me and inspired me to say, “If you want some pussy, Mark, don’t expect a live body to go with it. I am exhausted. Have yourself a ball, but be sure to wear a condom.”


I feigned sleep as Mark undressed and put on a condom. I grunted and yawned as he positioned me. I gave a slight disinterested moan as he entered me, and laid stock still as he had his way with me, making squishy sucky fuck noises while plowing through Brian’s and my fuck juices. It was all I could do not to wrap my legs around him and fuck back. I was having far more fun playing the rag doll and slyly watching my husband go nuts with excitement. I had never seen him so excited. After he came in his condom, he went down on me.


After the pounding I got from his excited climax, I could no longer pretend to be sleeping, so I opened my eyes and just laid there. Lying still was sheer torture for me. I pretend to be disinterested in what he was doing to me; when, in fact, I’d never been so turned on. Mark lapped and sucked my pussy as he used to in the early years of our marriage. He seemed to be feasting on my spermy twat. He brought me to two great cums, but even these I strained to subdue. I tensed, clamped my legs to his head, and groaned. I am usually quite loud and active when I cum.


After my second cum, I found it easy to simply lie there and enjoy the lazy tongueing that Mark established as he licked lovingly at my slit. I relaxed and fell asleep on his tongue.


As I had predicted, the following morning was business as usual. We had a madhouse as Mark hurried to get out the door by seven, and then kids to feed, clothe, spank, wash, coddle, burp, praise, hug, swat, wipe, and kiss good bye as they ran for the school bus. Then there was the house, the laundry, running errands, taking the young ones to pre-school, picking up the dry cleaning, shopping, and all the other little things a mother of seven must do.


Actually, I love my life, my kids, my husband, and all the shit that goes with them. My only eccentricity is my adulterous sex life. I get off on cheating on my husband, but I am faithful to my lover. I have one lover at a time, for a long time, and date only him. The dates are not that frequent. I go on dates about once a week. A date is defined as seeing my lover for dinner and sex, then returning home before sunrise in condition to function the next day. I date on Friday or Saturday night.


Then there is my monthly fling. A fling can be an over-nighter that ends at one AM or noon the next day, but leaves me incapacitated the next day. Usually a fling takes place on the weekend, and full weekend flings happen quarterly. So my extra marital affairs do not disrupt my home life as much as one might expect. Flings, however, throw everyone into a tailspin. The house becomes chaos as Mark plays mom and dad. Mark tried to explain why I needed to go out on flings and once told the kids that I was blowing off steam. They came to call the event, “Mom’s steaming.”


I didn’t go away to fuck a strange man; I steamed. When I returned, I cooled. I was always cool after a good steam. I was happy, energetic, fun-loving, and playful. When I got bitchy after a month, they’d say I needed to steam. Consequently, my flings came to be seen as positive events in our home, at least as far as the kids were concerned. They didn’t care what I did on that weekend as long as I returned cool. They looked forward to my flings. To them, dates were mini-flings. When I got dressed up in sexy clothes, they took that as a good sign. I had been unwittingly training them from birth.


Brian appreciated what I had accomplished. He, in fact, pointed many things out to me. He accurately predicted Mark’s reaction to being blatantly confronted by my infidelity. He knew how the kids felt, too. He convinced me that they knew much more about sex and what I was doing then I suspected. He said, “Steve, at fifteen, knows all about blow jobs, eating pussy, and ass screwing. He is sure to share what he knows with the others. They are all curious, even the four-year-old. Bartina knows you suck dicks, and Philis knows very well what the wet stuff on your thighs was. She was trying to be cute and get attention.”


When I thought about it, I could see he was absolutely right. Steve and Georgette certainly knew what semen was. They’d both seen plenty of it on me over the years and now Steve could produce his own. The children are very close. As in all families, the big ones look after the little ones and answer their questions honestly. They don’t beat around the bush and bullshit as grownups do. My kids are very good about parenting the young, and my Georgette knows more about sex than Steve. I told her all I know.


Georgette is fast to follow in my footsteps. She already has three boyfriends. She has given two of them blow jobs. She allows all three to see her naked and play with her body. I know, because she gives me a running report on her activities. I don’t tell her not to do; I tell her how to do it safely, and I praise her for her accomplishments. She confided her interest in letting Steve fuck her. I told her she could go for it if she makes him wear a condom. I let her use dirty words in our talks. She loves using them excessively and acting slutty. She also loves it when I talk and act slutty.


Brian was right about Philis as well. Philis does know what semen is. Georgette told me that she caught Steve letting Philis jack him off. Steve agreed to let her watch if she promised not to tell. She promised and told. I promised I wouldn’t tell that she told. It’s all very complicated, but the fact remains that my oldest boy is molesting my six-year-old and I am powerless to stop it without destroying the trust I have developed with Georgette. I’m not sure I’d interfere anyway, not over hand jobs—blow jobs either.


I learned to trust Brain’s judgement. He advised me to be even more open about my infidelity. He wants me to put Mark in a more submissive and subservient position. He thinks I should be more sexually open with the kids than I already am. That scene at the door was a sample of what he wanted to do, but by no means the limit. As I expected, that scene caused no change in my family relationships other than between Mark and me. That change was welcome and long overdo.


The next time I had a fling with Brian, he felt me up while we sat together in the living room prior to going out. The whole family watched his hands roaming over intimate parts while carrying on a casual shop-talk conversation with my husband.


Mark was not casual. He broke out in sweats as Brian’s hand crept up my inner thigh. He shushed Philis when she made a comment as Brian’s hand closed over my pussy. He almost shit when I reached over and squeezed Brian’s prodigious manhood until it tented his thin slacks. He did shit when I unzipped Brian’s slacks, drew out his cock, and lazily stroked its length while Brian fingered my pussy. Georgette was visibly impressed with Brian’s cock and gave me a supportive smile. I also noted Steve’s smile as his eyes devoured my pussy, seen between the fingers of my lover.


We had a great weekend. We shared fantasies. I told Brian that one of my favorite fantasies involved forced exposure. I like to imagine a family kidnapping scene where I am forced to satisfy my kidnappers with my family looking on. I also fantasize about having my history of infidelity laid bare in a court of law with Mark and the kids watching from the gallery. Each child finds out who his or her father was and the circumstances of conception. Brian’s fantasies were the hodge podge of the stereotypical male: threesomes, foursomes, and moresomes, women on women, dogs on women, etc., etc..


When he took me home, I knew to expect something big. He made a big mess in my crotch by depositing three loads without allowing me to clean between them. My micro skirt had a big wet spot in the rear after the ride home. We entered the house, arm in arm, cum trails ran into my high heels. We took seats in the kitchen as Mark put the coffee on. All the kids were there and gathered around. I sat with my knees lewdly parted. Philis, once again, pointed out my pantieless condition and asked what the stuff running down my legs was. This time, I looked to Brian, smiled, looked to her, and said, “That’s love honey, sweetheart. Brian put it there.”


At the door, we went through the same act as before. This time he started right in by unceremoniously raising my skirt past my hips, grasping me low under my ass, and getting his fingers on my cunt lips. While he massaged my cunt, I massaged his rampant hardon. We were nose to nose, playing with each other’s genitals and giggling at our daring act. He said, “I dare you to take my cock out and kiss it goodbye.”


I thought for only a moment, then slid down his front to my knees and went for his zipper. I could hear a mass movement behind me as our audience got into better positions. I was not the least bit surprised when Philis came up along my right side as I reached in to extract Brian’s huge cock. She had nothing to say as I fisted his mighty erection and brought his balls out with my other hand.


Georgette had come up to draw Philis away, but froze in place when she got another good look at the cock I had in my hands. When I didn’t chase them off, the other kids came in closer. I looked up to Brian’s smiling face and continued stroking his cock, keeping it on display as my two middle boys, Bill and Matt, edged in on my left side. Steve came to stand behind them. When Bartina and Haroldette squeezed in, I had them all. That’s what I waited for.


I brought my face to the base of his cock and nuzzled it making cooing moans. I then kissed my way up one side, having to pull down his arching rod to reach the crown with my mouth. I opened wide and slipped my mouth over it, fully engulfing him, moaning, groaning, and making all kinds of yummy noise as my hands pumped his shaft.


I sucked his cock and licked the shaft. I kissed it all over and even kissed and sucked his balls. I worshiped his cock for at least five minutes before planting a parting kiss to the head and rising to stand nose to nose once again. I basked in the approval I saw in his eyes and felt driven to do more.


With my tight skirt still bunched around my waist, and with my children all standing around in a tight circle, I boldly reached between us and took his cock. While looking Brian in the eyes, I bent his cock down and slid it between my legs. He wasn’t inside. His cock rode in the grove of my cunt and the head poked out the rear as I stood on tip toe and slid my cunt back and forth over it.


Little Bartina and Haroldette got behind me and were grabbing for the head of Brian’s cock each time it appeared from between my cheeks. I could feel their tiny fingers on my cunt and ass and Brian certainly felt them as they closed on his knob like a baseball. We almost cracked up at this. We both stifled laughs. I still had my hand on his cock and had pulled myself back until the head was poised at my hole. I widened my stance, tilted my pelvis, and Brian squatted. I made sure they all had a good look at my pussy as I moved the head of his shiny crown through my lips. I centered the head at my hole and gave a wiggle to firmly lodge his cockhead inside my cunt, then whispered, “Do you dare me?”


His answer was to reach down and grab my ass, low. I thought he was just going to open me, but instead, he lifted me a foot off the ground. His cockhead followed and was still lodged in my hole as I wrapped my legs around his waist. Seven little heads dipped below my ass level. Seven pairs of eyes feasted on the cock/cunt connection. He smiled and said, “I dare you to stop.” He then let off and I eased down over his cock, inch by delicious inch.


This may sound like radical impulsive behavior. It was. I had not planned to go this far; but, by then, I was a raging slut. Having my kids watching from so close only fueled that lust. I go crazy when I get a stiff dick in my cunt. I didn’t care who was watching. I wanted them to see how much fun fucking was, so I let out all the stops and put on a visual spectacle, highlighted with impassioned declarations of joy and wild excited abandon. I threw my head about and tore my blouse off. While Brian held me by the ass, I unhooked my skirt and drew it up my body, tossing it off. I wanted to be naked for this fuck. I yelled, “Fuck me, fuck me hard, Brian!”


Brian gave me the fuck of my life. He pounded his cock in me and toyed with my tits while he did it. When he came, I threw my upper body back and he guided my head to the floor as kids made way. In this inverted position, with his spurting cock deeply inside, I lolled like a rag doll while Brian pumped my cunt full of his sperm. The children had a magnificent view as my legs were out wide doing the splits in air. Brian held me by the hip bones and sawed his softening cock in my wide open snatch for several minutes. He then eased out and gently let me settle to the floor.


He put his cock back, zipped up, and departed. I laid there with all my kids hovering around me, keeping my knees wide so they could see my open, sperm-oozing, adulterous cunt. Little four-year-old Bartina said, “Are you cooled now, Mommy?”


I smiled dreamily and said, “Oh, yes, sweetheart. Mommy is very cool now. No school for anyone tomorrow. We are going to the beach.”


The kids were elated. They danced and cheered and praised me. I got to my feet and cupped my pussy to hold Brian’s sperm inside, then made my way upstairs. Mark was right behind me.


As soon as we were behind closed doors, Mark started in. I pressed a sperm-coated finger to his lips and silenced him, then whispered, “I’m not interested in anything you have to say right now. I am exhausted, and I want to rest. If you would like some pussy, put on a condom, but clean up the mess first.”


With that said, I collapsed on my bed. Seconds later, my irate husband rolled my limp body onto my back, pulled my legs apart, and began lapping my very wet pussy. He ate ravenously, then licked my ass and legs. He screwed me with a condom on, then ate what he stirred up. I went to sleep with his tongue in my snatch, and awoke the following morning the same way. He never said anything about what had happened the night before. We went into our morning routine as we got ready for the beach and he went off to work.


We had a great time at the beach. The beach wasn’t crowded as it was early in the season, a school day, and we went to a secluded area; still, there were others. My kids were keyed up and acting silly, trying to outdo each other with childish lewdness. The little ones went naked. The middle two boys played grab ass with Georgette and kept stealing her top while she made weak but loud protests and seemed to enjoy chasing them while holding her naked tits. They yanked her bottoms down a few times and we all got a good look at her lightly-downed maturing pussy.


Steve would not leave my side. After watching me fuck, he treated me like a movie star sex goddess. If I went in the water, he went. If I tossed a beach ball, he was there to catch it. He admired my figure in my new itty bitty bikini and found it difficult to keep his eyes where a boy should keep them when looking at his near naked mother. I found his attentions amusing and gave him quite a bit to gawk at.


Later, I laid out for sun, rolled onto my belly, undid my top. I asked if he’d rub oil on me. I laid resting on my elbows, slightly raised. Only my nipples touched the towel. Steve was nervous and unsure, at first. With my coaxing to get it all over, his hands wandered over the sides and made passes along my flattened-out breast swells. When he tentatively made first contact with my tit flesh, I could feel his nervous tension. To ease his mind, I said, “Yes, that’s good, son.”


After that, he took more liberties and spent more time massaging on the sides of my breasts than he spent doing my entire back. I carefully calculated my next move. I waited for his hand to make another sweeping pass on my left breast. I raised up quickly and turned to my left. Steve’s hand went right over my breast with my hard nipple between two of his fingers.


I ignored this and untied the tie on my bottoms. I laid back down with Steve’s hand still cupping my tit. I settled my weight on it and my fleshy tit trapped his hand. I acted like I just noticed. I said, “Oh, sorry,” and raised up. He reluctantly removed his hand. I said, “If there’s no strangers near, undo my other side and get my butt real good. I want to try to get rid of my cotton tail. Just push the material down between my legs. If someone comes near, cover me, okay.”


I obviously shocked Steve. He undid the tie, but paused before taking the bottoms off. He said, “Mom, this will make you naked, you know?”


I looked at him and said, “I know, Steve. Does seeing me naked bother you? I’ll cover up if it does.”


“No! No, it’s not that. You’re my Mom. It’s just a little weird, that’s all. You know, being out on a public beach and all.”


“Well, I’m not concerned. With Georgette running around half naked most of the time, any strange eyes will be riveted to her, don’t you agree?”


He pulled the bottoms off my ass and laid them between my thighs. I took this opportunity to widen my legs, as though they needed widening. A thrill coursed through me as I realized I was indeed naked, in the open, with my son’s hands running freely over my flesh. I wanted to get more daring still. When Steve first ventured his oily hand on my white ass, I said, “Now, don’t get bashful on me, Steve. I don’t want a burn anywhere down there. Get it all real good, and keep an eye out while you’re at it.”


This helped relax Steve a great deal. His hands moved with a purpose over my entire ass. He gradually inched closer and closer to my ass crack and his sweeping fingers dipped lower and lower between my legs. The other kids were down at the water’s edge, so no one paid attention to us and the beach seemed clear. The next time Steve’s hand went near my cunt, I moved my feet apart by another twelve inches sending as clear a signal as I could to feel my pussy without giving an engraved invitation. Steve’s response to this was a timid but sure pass over my cunt lips. I gave out a disappointed groan when his fingers went back up to my ass cheeks.


The next pass to my pussy was much less timid and covered more area, with greater pressure, for a much longer time. I let out a moan to signal my approval.


Steve’s next encounter with my cunt involved his oily hand rubbing the full plane of my aroused flesh, fingers trailing through my wet slit, and a shifting of his position to afford better viewing. I widened my legs to their fullest, drew my knees in a bit, and lifted my pelvis in wanton submission, saying, “That’s what I always admired about you, Steve. You’ve got balls, son. Any other fifteen-year-old boy would be shaking like a leaf if his fingers got within a foot of his mother’s crotch. Not my son, no way. This isn’t bothering you one bit, is it?


This was like a can of spinach for Popeye. His rubbing became a groping, cunt-penetrating, feel-up—exactly what I wanted. While slipping a finger in my hole, he said, “That’s right. I figure if you don’t like it you can ask me to stop.”


I wiggled sensuously on his finger and said in a throaty sexy bedroom voice, “Oooo, you said that like you might honor my request and might not. Women like that in a man. It’s very sexy and becoming.”


Steve fucked me with two fingers while I ground my raised ass and moaned my pleasure like a cat getting screwed. In a weak, teasing voice I said, “Oh, son, you shouldn’t be doing that to Mommy’s pussy.”


Steve took the hint and played along. He increased his fucking, went deeper, and said, “I’ll stop when I’m finished.”


I heard feet running on sand and heard Georgette’s voice exclaim, “Steve, what do you think you’re doing to Mom?”


“I’m fingering her cunt. What’s it look like?”


“Cool! Mom, Bill and Matt tore my bottoms off me. They’re ruined, and that’s not all, they lost my top. It drifted out with the current. I’m totally naked, Mom.”


I casually rolled onto my back and reset my legs in a wide part. Steve went right back to playing with my pussy as I looked up to my naked daughter, shielding the sun from my eyes. I said, “So you are. You should have been more careful. That suit wasn’t cheap.”


“Mom, I need that towel you’re on. There are some people beachcombing. They’ll be here soon.” I lifted my head and looked down the beach. Indeed, two elderly couples were very close and would pass by in a few minutes. I said nothing, and made no attempt to hide myself. She whined, “Maaauuum! I need something. We only brought that one beach towel.”


“Maybe next time, you’ll be more careful.”


“Mom, they can see us. They are looking over here. Please, get your suit on and let me have your towel.”


“Sweetheart, I’d love to put my suit on, but as you can plainly see, Steve won’t let me. When he gets finished and gets his hand out of my pussy, I’ll put on my suit.”


“Steve! Stop fucking with her cunt! Let her put her suit on. You can finish finger fucking her after they pass.” Georgette was enjoying herself immensely. Her free overuse of extremely foul language in my presence was for Steve’s benefit. The people drawing closer had her excited as well. She gave them another glance and said, “Steve, you can play with Mom’s cunt all you fucking want to when we get home. She’ll fucking let you. She loves having her cunt finger fucked. She won’t stop you, and you know it. Look, at least let me put her bottoms in place while they go by.”


I raised up on my elbows to see just how things were. The people were already close enough to see I was bare breasted and that Georgette was naked. Georgette plopped down by my hip and sat cross-legged in their direction. She said, “Don’t you care if they see us naked, Mom?”


“Not really. I’d rather they not see a young boy fingering my cunt. They might tell police about that, but people sun bathe in the nude out here quite often.” Steve’s body blocked their view of my crotch so he kept fingering me until the last possible minute. The people eyed us with shy curiosity. I smiled to them as Steve stopped fingering me and poured more oil on my belly. My smile brought the nearest man over. The others bashfully followed. The women were tittering and stifling giggles. They were all grinning.


The man came and stood directly between my parted legs a few feet away and said to my pussy, “Catching some sun I see.”


Steve rubbed the oil around on my belly as the others came closer and smiled self-consciously. Their eyes devoured Georgette and me and seemed intrigued by my wide open bald pussy. I said, “Yes, I’d like to get rid of these tan lines.”


One of the women said, “I admire your courage.” The other added, “I think an all over tan is much nicer than tan lines.” They looked to Georgette as she relaxed and leaned back on her elbows, moving her legs apart in imitation of me, but doing it in such a way that clearly showed she wanted the attention focused on her beaver. I suppressed a smile as the first man to come over said, “Are you working on an all-over tan, too, sweetheart?” She impishly said yes, and he offered, “Would you like me to rub some oil on you?” He looked to me and said, “If that’s all right with Mommy.”


I said, “Please do. That’s very kind of you to offer.” His smile almost cracked his wrinkled old face as he quickly dropped to his knees at her hip. Steve tossed him the bottle and he squirted a trail up one side and down the other. His wife—I assumed—said, “Chester, honestly!” He looked up innocently as his hands pressed flat to Georgette’s body and moved in large circles that over-rode her small, pert breasts, and said, “I’m just trying to help out, dear.”


I watched with amused interest as he ran his hands down her legs and up, purposefully steering clear of her beaver. By the way he kept his eyes on her crotch, he wanted nothing more than to massage there too. Steve, meanwhile became daring and worked his massaging fingers back into my crotch. They watched in awe as his fingers made trails and passes through my slit and over my clit. Addressing the man, I said, “Be sure to get the oil everywhere. We wouldn’t want a burn in her tender female areas.”


He smiled a lascivious grin, amazed at his good fortune. His hands went right between Georgette’s legs and rubbed oil on her cunt, in her cunt, and gave her little clit a thorough anointing. The little slut moved her legs out as wide as her position allowed and drew her knees up. She gripped her inner thighs to pull her pelvis back so she could see his fingers working over her pussy.


He took advantage of the spread to delicately trace his oil-coated finger inside her cunt lips and around the inside of her tiny hole. I said, “Yes, that’s the way.” Steve did me as he saw the man was doing his sister. He, in fact, went one better by fully entering me with his two middle fingers. One lady had her hand cupped over her mouth, but the other looked on in undisguised interest.


She whispered something to her husband. He came up on my side and said, “Would you like me to do your upper body?” I nodded. His friend tossed him the bottle. He squirted the oil over both breasts, then aimed it at my cunt. Steve pulled my cunt lips open and the man squirted a liberal dose on my clit and in my hole. Some ran down the crack of my ass. Steve caught it and massaged it into the rosette of my asshole. When he pressed his finger in the center and I made no protest, the finger slowly sank to his palm. All this went on as bony, leathery fingers massaged my tits.


Steve took his inspiration from the man fondling Georgette. He managed to get his index finger fully inside her ass and was fucking it in and out. Georgette drew her legs further back and held herself in that obscene pose to facilitate his efforts. His wife said, “Chester! Control yourself.”


Bill came into the group and stood between the two ladies with his mouth agape. Matt knew better than to leave the little ones unattended. They were playing at the water’s edge and not interested in what a bunch of grownups were doing. Bill watched for several minutes, then relieved Matt. That’s what I like about my kids: they look after each other. Matt was quite amused and interested in all that was going on. The two men did not limit their groping hands to their own areas. They were soon reaching across to sample everything. Steve stayed in my asshole so they could avail themselves of my cunt.


This little scene of debauchery went on until another larger group loomed down the beach. Georgette was beside herself and at one point said, “You can finger-fuck my pussy too if you want.” He looked to me for my okay and I nodded. He went right to work, surprised not to find a hymen barrier, sinking in to the palm. His friend took a turn as well.


The ladies had seen enough. They weren’t upset, quite the contrary. They were amused, but unwilling to see their husbands sink any lower. They had to drag them away. They hustled their husbands off and thanked us profusely. I decided to put my suit back on. Georgette got her beach towel. We all had a good laugh at what we’d pulled off as we watched the animated foursome move down the beach, constantly looking back, probably unable to believe what happened.


If the kids were excited on the way out, they were impossible on the way home. I said nothing as they let loose with a flurry of filthy words. Steve sat beside me while I drove and played with my tits or fingered me all the way home. Matt and Bill had naked Georgette between them and gave her every opening and lump of flesh a thorough fondling. The little ones took it all in with childish delight. Philis sat beside Steve and fished out his cock. I reached into his lap and masturbated his cock for him as she sucked the head. Traffic was light, so I merely steered clear of other cars, especially trucks.


As we neared home, I called a halt to everything and had them sit quietly in their seats. Everyone responded but Steve. I told Steve to get his fingers out of my pussy. He ignored me, and inserted a third finger. I thought that was great and said nothing about it. While Steve fingered me, I lectured, saying, “Okay you guys. We had our fun. Now we’re back in the real world again. I don’t want to hear anymore fucks, or cunts, or pussies, or cocks, or any other of those words, at least not unless we are completely alone, understand?


They agreed. I said, “And no fucking around in front of other people. That includes your Dad.” Again they agreed. “And do not ever tell your friends about anything that goes on in this family. That’s rule number one. It’s the golden rule. Everybody must raise their right hand and swear to God.” They did that with sincerity.


Georgette said, “Can we go naked at home?”


I said, “Sweetheart, you could always do that. I’m sure your dad would appreciate seeing you girls naked.”


She said, “Tell me about it. He even gets off on seeing Philis. She’s always showing her pussy.”


Philis fired back, “So, I’ve seen you doing it too. Mom, Georgette hardly ever wears panties.”


Georgette shot back, “Yeah, well at least I don’t finger myself while Dad is looking. Mom, she’s always sticking things in her pussy. It’s not just her fingers. She isn’t a virgin, at least she has no cherry.”


Steve still had his cock out. I reached down and squeezed it. I said, “Did she ever get this in her pussy?”


Steve looked me over, saw my smile, and said, “Yeah, I fuck her pussy, her asshole, too. So does Matt and Bill. We all fuck her, except for Dad. He wants to fuck her and Georgette. He gets super horny when you go fuck your boyfriends.”


I smiled, widened my knees to give him easier access to my horny pussy, and said, “Why do you think I like fucking other men so much? It makes him fuck me better. You know what else I like to do that makes him horny? I make him wear a rubber when we fuck, but I let my lovers cum in my pussy. Your dad’s sperm has never been in my cunt. He isn’t the biological father of any of you kids. He’s still your dad, though. Don’t ever forget that.”


Steve said, “Mom, we’ve known that for years. Why else would you name us after your lovers. Haroldette? Come on, give us credit.”


Georgette said, “Yeah! You came home from every date with Harold’s cum running down your legs. You walked around for hours like that sometimes so everybody could get a good look at it. You sit so your pussy shows and we can see the sperm leaking out from your pussy hole. You make Dad keep his rubbers out in the open on your dresser. You always end up pregnant after seeing a new lover for a month or two. And as soon as you know you are pregnant, you gather the whole family together to make the announcement.”


Steve added, “Yeah, like the last time. You aren’t even showing, but you tell us you already have a name picked out and say, ‘If it’s a boy, he will be named Harold. If she’s a girl, I’ll name her Haroldette.’ As if that wasn’t enough, you go, ‘Oh, that reminds me. I have to meet Harold in less than an hour. I better get a move on.’ We all wondered why you didn’t just come right out and say, ‘I’m having Harold’s baby.’”


I smiled my mischievous smile and said, “Don’t think I didn’t want to. I did everything but. This time I will. If you think I was outrageous before, you guys ain’t seen anything yet. Did you guys enjoy watching Mommy get her pussy fucked by Brian’s big cock?” The car erupted in loud affirmatives. “Well, you’ll see that big sperm-shooting fuck stick making a baby in Mommy’s horny pussy, I’m sure.”


I pulled the car into the drive and turned off the engine. I said, “Come on, I think we’ve shared enough for one day. Your Dad will be home soon. Let’s try to act normal, at least normal for us, huh?”


The doors flew open and kids piled out. I was still impaled on my son’s fingers. We were alone in the car. I looked to Steve and said, “Son, you must let me go. If you’ll let me move freely when I need to, I won’t do anything to stop you any other time. I promise. I won’t even wear panties around the house. How’s that?”


“Mom, I didn’t take the oath. My right hand was busy finger fucking your cunt.”


“I noticed. What are you trying to tell me, Steve?”


“There’s someone I want to let in on this. Greg. He’s my best friend, Mom. I have to tell someone. He’s nuts about you, you know. He’s always getting your old panties out of the dirty clothes and sniffing the crotches. He sucks on them while he beats off.”


“Kinky. I knew there was something about that kid I liked.”


“He wants to fuck you so bad. Why don’t you let him?”


“All right, Steve. If you will agree to what I said, I’ll let Greg fuck me. We’ll bring him in on our family secret, but I have to check with Georgette first. Greg is one of her boyfriends. She may not want to share. If she does agree, I want it done my way, with a condom.”


“Great! What’s your way?”


“I want to take a nap in the nude. You two come in and Greg can have his way with me. You can tell him I sleep like a rock. I won’t wake up.”


“Great! Suppose I want some, too?”


“I thought you might. I have no problem with incest, sweetheart. If you want to fuck Mommy, fuck me. Remember the condom, though”


“Why? Don’t you want a baby by the son of a former lover?”


“Hummm. I’ll have to think about that one. It does have a certain perverse appeal. You would certainly be more convenient than Brian. That would frost your Dad’s cake, wouldn’t it?”


“Yeah, especially if he was always catching us screwing without a condom.”


I shivered with wicked excitement at the thought. The idea grew on me. Brian wasn’t all that keen on the idea, anyway. He planned our meetings to fall outside my fertile period. Steve would be easy to work with. He was virile and always ready. I could picture Mark under those circumstances. I could condition him to accept it, I was certain of that. I stroked Steve’s seven-inch cock and said, “All right, you little mother fucker. If you want to knock me up, I’m game. We’ll have to go slow with Dad. We need to build up to this. Perhaps he should catch us doing other things first.”


“You mean like letting him see me fingering you?”


“Yes, and giving you blow jobs.”


“Yeah, lets do that now. Let him catch you sucking my dick in the car.”


“Hey, slow down. Let’s build up to that. Give it a week at least. Don’t be in such a hurry. My pussy isn’t going anywhere. I keep it between my legs. You know where to find it.”


Steve excitedly got up on his knees and aimed his stiff dick at my mouth, saying, “Come on Mom. Just suck it a little. I’ve never had a grownup woman suck my dick before.”


He boldly wiped the head of his dick through my slack lips, earnestly trying to gain entry. I was amused at his eagerness and opened wide. I gave him a deep, hard suck and pulled off to say, “Just a sample. You watch for your dad.” I returned to deep-throating his cock as he moaned his pleasure and fucked my mouth. He didn’t last long before spraying the back of my throat, drowning my tonsils in his youthful sperm. I sucked, slurped, and swallowed. I kissed the head, smiled with it still in my lips, and said, “Delicious. I love sucking your cock, sweetheart. Fuck my mouth whenever you want, but not when Dad is nearby, at least not until I say the time is right, okay?”


“Sure, Mom. You don’t care if the other kids see us fucking or sucking, do you?”


“No, dear, I rather like the idea. I’m sure they will enjoy watching. Look, Dad just drove in. Sit down.” Steve sat, but got another hand hold in my snatch. I was bare from the bikini top down, sitting on my bottoms with the front flap dangling below my crotch. Mark was out of his car advancing towards us. I smiled at Steve and said, “It appears you want to get this ball rolling right away, huh?”


“Yeah, why not?” I just smiled as Mark came up and kissed me through the open window. While kissing me, he glanced to my crotch and saw Steve’s fingers buried in my beaver. He backed away as though he’d seen a ghost and said, “What the…?”


I said, “I can’t get up. He’s been in there all the way from the beach.” Mark never was the disciplinarian. I handled all that. He never could deal with Steve. He meekly implored, “Steve, please don’t do that to your mother.”


Steve ignored him. I turned innocent eyes up to Mark and said, “See what I mean.”


“You know what brought this on, don’t you? You know why he’s treating you this way.”


“No, Mark, just why is he treating me this way, and exactly what do you mean by ‘this way?’”


“You know, like a slut. He’s treating you like a slut, Linda, because of what he saw last night.”


“That may be, but I can’t undo what he saw.”


Mark opened my door and said, “Just get out. I’ll shield you with my body.”


With the door wide open, Mark had a much better view of Steve’s three fingers lewdly fucking my cunt. Furthermore, I was able to widen the plane of my beaver with the door open. I moved the seat back fully and slumped in the seat with my pelvis tilted back. I brought my hands down to my inner thighs and framed my sex, saying, “I couldn’t get out if I wanted to, Mark. See how he has my pussy trapped.”


Mark looked on in astonishment as Steve removed his fingers from my hole. Though free, he saw me use my index fingers to open my pussy and expose my stiff, shiny clit to Steve’s fingers. I looked up to Mark with dreamy eyes and said, “See how trapped I am.”


“Linda, you are out of control. Have you lost your mind?”


I said, “God, he reminds me so much of Steve Hind. Remember Steve Hind, dear? He’s the guy you caught me fucking nine months before little Steve was born. Steve is so much like him, don’t you think, dear?”


Mark was silent. His face was a deep red, not with anger, with humiliation. I continued, “Remember all those times Steve Hind would horn in on our dates and do this to me while you had to watch and wait your turn. He looks like Steve Hind, too, doesn’t he? You can especially see it in his cock.”


I could see the arousal building in Mark with each teasing word. I decided to advance my schedule. I took Steve’s rampant hardon in my hand and displayed it with pumping motions. I said, “You must remember Steve Hind’s cock as much as you saw of it going in my mouth and in my pussy on our honeymoon. It’s funny, but I can’t remember you even getting a hand job. All I remember is seeing you in that chair, watching Steve Hind pump his sperm in my fertile womb. I remember it was my fertile womb, because we planned the honeymoon to fall between my periods.”


Mark was speechless, numb, in fact. He watched our son slide down the seat to make room for my descending head. I laid my head on his naked belly and teasingly licked at his cock, planting loving kisses all over it while talking. His hands were no longer in my pussy as I sprawled obscenely with one hand in my pussy. I said, “I know what I have to do to gain my freedom, Mark.” For show, I slipped my mouth over the crown and sucked. I let it pop free and said, “I’m sure you don’t want to watch this, dear. Why don’t you go on up and wait for me in the bedroom. This won’t take long, then we can talk. Go on!”


Mark reluctantly heeded my dismissal. I sucked Steve in earnest while he praised what he’d seen. Soon, he was squirting his seed and I let it cum on my face, especially over my lips. Afterwards, we disengaged. I said, “There, we’re off to a good start. Now, I’ll go cement the deal.”


“Are you going to kiss him?”


I smiled wickedly and said, “What do you think?”


I walked into the bedroom with Steve’s sperm drooling down my chin and neck. Mark met me with questioning, aroused eyes. I took his head and brought his slack lips to mine, moving my face to bring semen to his lips. I had him actively licking the sperm before a minute passed. I released his head and he kept licking. I threw my head back to offer the trails of semen running into my cleavage. Mark dutifully started between my breasts and licked his way up as I stood passively admiring his work.


When he finished, I went to the dresser and tossed him a condom, saying, “You were such a good husband, I’ll give you five minutes of pussy starting right now.” Mark excitedly tore open the condom and didn’t bother removing his pants. I leaned over the dresser with my ass offered to him as he nervously rolled the condom on his aching cock and quickly penetrated me. I stood stock still watching the clock as my husband humped feverishly trying to beat it.


It took all my strength of will to shake free when his time ran out. Like him, I was about to cum as well. He fell to his knees with a groan, clutching his cock. I stood looking down on him without mercy and said, “I think you can finish on your own.”


I stood over him with my hands on my hips and watched him slowly, pathetically start masturbating with the condom still in place. Seconds later he filled the nipple. I smiled and went to the bed, sprawled on it with my legs wide, and played with my still aroused pussy. I watched him slowly regain his feet and gaze on me with doleful eyes and said, “I want you to go tell Steve that his mother needs him right away. Bring him to me, or better yet, just follow. Before you go, place that chair up to the side of the bed. You remember how.”


I could see he wanted to say something, but he did as I instructed and left. I decided to go all out. I had him in my control and did not want to lose it. He was still horny and excited, as was I. Besides, I needed a good fucking and if Steve junior was anything like his real father, three times in thirty minutes would not be out of the question. They entered the room a few minutes later. Steve smiled down on me as I finger fucked myself and smiled.


While Mark looked on from the rear in helpless awe, I said, “Steve, Mommy needs a good fucking in her horny pussy. I know I sucked you off twice in the past thirty minutes, but could you fuck Mommy’s pussy for her, please!”


Steve grinned broadly, proudly, and stripped naked in a hurry. He crawled across the mattress, fisting his new erection while looking at Mark and saying, “Sure, Mom. I’ll fuck your cunt for you, but I ain’t using no rubber.”


I loved it. I said, “You know I never make my lovers use a condom. Only your Dad uses those awful things. You father never did, did he, Mark?”


Mark looked sheepish, but shook his head. I made him say it out loud. As Steve got poised to enter me, I said, “Sit down, Mark. It will be like old times.” Mark dutifully took the seat and watched Steve easily sink his cock to the balls in one pass. Steve let out an impassioned moan and began fucking as I brought my feet to my ass and raised my ass for easier penetration and better viewing. I cooed, “Oh, yes, baby, fuck Mommy good. Take all the time you want, sweetheart.”


I looked to Mark while uttering these words and added, “Mommy’s womb is wide open, sweetheart. I can feel the egg waiting for your sperm. Make a baby for me, darling.”


These words excited Steve. For Mark, it must have felt like de ja vou. He’d heard these words before, on his honeymoon. Mark was so sure things would change after we married. He was so sure he’d finally get to sample what I freely gave Steve Hind. He wanted a big family and planned the date of our honeymoon because he thought it would be romantic to conceive our first child then. He was, in fact, still virgin. I went along with his plans and married him, because I knew he was the perfect husband for me, for what I craved.


Steve Hind and I meticulously planned the post wedding activities. When mark and I emerged from church under a shower of rice, there was Steve’s car decorated with typical just-married shit and trailing strings of cans. Mark stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Steve behind the wheel. A hush swept the assembly. I had to take his elbow and march him to the car. I opened the back door. Mark plopped in. I closed the door on him and got in front with Steve, sliding over and snuggling up close.


Mark’s friends and family, along with other guests gradually inched closer when we didn’t immediately pull away. What they saw was me and Steve in a passionate embrace with my wedding dress rucked up to my waist to reveal me naked underneath. I got so excited with all those faces peering in that I slumped lower in the seat and brought my right foot up and rested it on the right side of the dash, hooking the lip of the dash with my high heels. I threw my other leg over Steve’s lap to present a full naked beaver. Steve fingered my cunt while we kissed.


This was not as big a shock as it might first appear. All those who gathered near were accustomed to seeing the three of us together. While we dated, Steve was often with us. We spent a great deal of time at Mark’s house. Steve and I started right away trying to shock Mark’s family on a lark. We made out beside Mark in their living room with the whole family looking on.


Mark’s mother was a shy, quiet woman, but his Dad got off on watching my antics. Mark’s younger brothers and sisters thought it was neat to watch as well. We gradually progressed from groping makeouts to open naked genital feels, on to blow jobs, and then to getting naked and sweaty on the couch. No one ever tried to stop us, so we kept going deeper and deeper. We never planned to actually fuck in front of them, but that’s what we ended up doing.


After that, we stripped for action right after entering the house and started right in putting on the most vulgar sex acts in every conceivable position. It grew tiresome after a few months. The act at the wedding was just to let them know that the wedding changed nothing. Mark got the message. The honeymoon proved that. Now Mark was seeing it all over again with the product of that glorious week of debauchery pounding his lust in my willing beaver. He brought me to three orgasms before emptying his balls in my cunt.


When he pulled out, I assumed my post-fuck honeymoon position. I rolled back and raised my ass, supporting my hips with my hands, elbows tucked in to my sides and my legs in the splits. I explained to Steve, “This is to let your sperm soak in my womb. Why don’t you go let your dad lick you clean.”


Mark knew the drill well. When he saw me assume the position, he expected my words. Steve crawled over on his knees to the bed’s edge and thrust his wilting, slime-coated cock towards his dad. Mark dutifully began licking his son’s cock as Steve exclaimed, “Man, this is great! Lick my balls, too. Yeah, now suck it. Suck my cock, Dad!” Mark took Steve’s cock fully within his mouth and sucked hard. Steve looked to me and said, “Look, Mom, Dad is sucking my dick like a queer.”


“I know, sweetheart. He did that for your father, too. Steve liked to have him suck him off while we made out in front of his whole family.”


“Do you mean Steve’s family or Dad’s?”


“Dad’s. Grandpa, Grandma, and all of your aunts and uncles on his side. They all know who your real father is. They’ve all seen us fucking, and they’ve all watched your Dad go down on us before and after.”


“Far out! God, Mom, you are such a slut.”


“Why thank you, dear. When you get through, let him come over here so he can clean the mess you made of Mommy’s slutty pussy.”


Steve pulled away and said, “Shit, go to it, Dad. Let me see you eat her box.”


Mark came and knelt between my legs and began lapping my pussy and licking my mound and inner thighs. Steve reclined with his head beside mine. Together, we watched Mark lick my cunt. Steve said, “Mom, we have to let the other kids see this.”


“I plan to, dear. Let’s wait until they can see it from beginning to end. There’s no need to hide anything, now. Your dad knows what his place is in this family from now on, don’t you, dear?” Mark nodded. I went on. “You’ll let me humiliate you and crawl back for more, won’t you?” Again he nodded, more vigorously than before. “You will serve my son’s as you served their fathers, won’t you?”


This time, he raised off to say, “Yes, I will. You know I will.”


I patted his head as he devoured my hole, trying to get at more sperm. I said, “See why I love this man, Steve. I do love him. He’s such a good husband. I might just let him fuck my daughters. Of course, he’ll have to wear a condom.” This sparked renewed life in Mark. He attacked my hole with his mouth. “Yes, he’d like fucking their little twats. Philis has a cunt that’s just the right size for his little pecker. Georgette would probably prefer a cock like yours, Steve, but if he begs real nice, I’m sure she’ll throw him a mercy fuck once in a while. You won’t mind begging for some of Georgette’s pussy, would you, dear?”


“No, I’ll beg. I’ll beg in front of the whole family. I’ll beg in front of Brian, too. I’ll get naked and suck his cock. I’ll guide it in your pussy, and lick you both while you fuck. I’ll lick up his come and clean him afterwards. I’ll thank him for fucking my wife in front of me and my kids, I mean your kids.”


“That’s all right, Mark. You may call them yours as long as you openly acknowledge none are yours.”


“Oh, I will, Linda. I’ll make sure they all know I’m not their real father. I’ll tell each one about their real father. From now on, they can call me Mark.”


“No, I want them to call you dad, but never father. If they ever slip, I expect to see you correct them, and I don’t care what company you are in at the time.”


“Yes dear!”


 


—
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“Bewitched” By: Phil Phantom


John Stevens was the envy of every man he knew, because he slept nightly with a woman every man wanted to bed—his wife, Georgette.


They’d been together since high school, had the perfect marriage, and a house full of beautiful kids. They had six ranging in age from sixteen to six: Don, 16; Julie 14; Kay, 12; Roger, 12; Bobby, 10; Tabatha, 6.


Georgette was a mother and a great mother, a full-time mother. John made good money as a diesel mechanic at a large truck stop—a trucking megaplex on eighty acres where two major interstate highways crossed. This secure and stable job enabled Georgette to devote her life to raising their large family. She’d be quick to tell you that “mother” is a career if it’s done right.


Georgette had the look men ogled with a growing erection. When she was in her twenties, she was a cross between Mary Tyler Moore’s character on the Dick Van Dyke Show, Laura Petry, and Samantha from Bewitched. In manner and demeanor, she carried herself like Laura Petry—a dancer with feminine grace who wore form-fitting pants and blouses almost as a uniform, though she looked more like Samantha Stevens: blond and built.


As she matured, and bowed to John’s insistence that she wear only skirts and dresses, she looked strikingly like the sexy witch, Samantha. It was little Bobby that first saw her as Sam. When she playfully made her nose twitch exactly the way Sam did, she became Sam from then on.


When her little girl was born, the baby’s name was unanimously forced on her—Tabatha. By then, Samantha Stevens and Georgette Stevens could be mistaken for twin sisters. Everyone called her Sam. Only the kids called her, Mom, but when they spoke of her, it was Sam. Likewise, Georgette called her mother, Mom, but referred to her as Endora in the company of others. They were Sam and Endora to everyone except offspring.


If John had one complaint about Georgette, it was her stubborn refusal to join him with a group of swingers he knew from work. The swingers were the white collar types with cushy jobs that involved no grease or busted knuckles. Getting a white shirt job was as easy as joining their swinging circle. Few grease monkeys were ever approached with an invitation, but John was approached weekly, and that was all due to his sexy wife.


Georgette was a frequent visitor to the truck center. While out doing her shopping, if she were nearby at lunch time, she’d stop and buy her husband a hot fast-food meal, then join him for lunch. After she’d stop by, John knew a white shirt would soon be along to corner him with more inducements. John was more than willing to share his sexy wife, and had done so many times in the past, but Georgette would not even discuss becoming a swinger.


John wanted a cleaner, higher-paying job, but what drove him to persist was the unquenchable desire for more than one pussy. The pussy he owned was head and cunt hair above the rest, but like most men, one wasn’t enough. He craved variety. He had permission to chase pussy, but wasn’t a chaser. In seventeen years of marriage, he could count his variety on one hand, leaving the thumb out of it and counting Georgette. Had it not been for Georgette’s help, he could raise one finger and have them covered.


Georgette went so far as to set John up with her divorced sister, hoping that would take the pressure off of her to become a swinging whore. She later induced her best friend (a flamboyant neighbor who was married but cheated) to have an ongoing sexual affair with John. That wasn’t enough for her horny spouse. He wanted her mother, too.


Georgette resisted the idea of approaching her own mother, but after years of being pressured, she gathered her nerve one day and dropped a subtle hint that she needed help with her amorous and insatiable spouse. To her utter amazement, her mother leaped at the hint. She wanted to start immediately and urged Georgette to take the kids out for the day so she could be alone with John when he arrived home at noon.


In a bewildered daze, Georgette took all the kids to the beach. When they returned, near nightfall, her mother was still there, sitting at the dining table with John, wearing one of Georgette’s own short robes and nothing else. John was stark naked with lipstick lip prints all over his dick.


The brazen hussy was even barefoot with the thin robe loosely belted, showing all but her nipples and a bare leg clear past the white mark left by her swimsuit. They had so obviously been having sex that Georgette had to usher all the kids from the room when they crowded her mother and ogled all the naked flesh she displayed.


When the last kid reluctantly departed, Georgette turned icy eyes on her slut mother. Her mother blushed, but her shrug told Georgette all she needed to know. John put her up to it. She’d sat through the ogling with stoic determination not to look ashamed or shy. It was a staged performance that had John’s signature on the script.


By her attitude, she appeared to be saying, “Yes, we fucked. I’m not going to hide that fact. I am your father’s new whore, his mistress, his concubine, and you’d better get used to seeing a screwed pussy.” To punctuate that attitude, she uncrossed her legs, letting the robe fall open to reveal her freshly-shaved pussy, making no attempt to cover herself from six pairs of little eyes that glued themselves between her legs. That’s when the kids were ushered out.


Georgette turned her icy glare on John, but he only returned his bad-little-boy look along with his I-can’t-help-myself shrug. Georgette left the room in a huff. For the next two years, her mother became a frequent visitor whenever she knew John would be home. The kids got many field trips as a consequence. Everyone knew what was going on, but nothing was ever said out-loud.


Georgette never knew what outrageous scene would present itself when they returned from an outing. She only knew one surely would. The kids had caught their grandmother strolling naked through the house (often wearing only semen), more times than Georgette cared to count. They’d even walked in on the act itself, seeing their naked father and their naked mother’s mother rutting like animals on the living room floor, dining room table, kitchen counter, the sofa, chair, love seat, or coffee table. The closest they ever came to screwing in private was when they climbed into bed with Georgette and screwed beside her.


Over the course of those two years, the Stevens children got a complete sex education. They’d seen it all: blow jobs, but-fucking, sixty-nine, every possible joining of penis and vagina, and never was a performance interrupted by their presence. Georgette never talked to her kids about the birds and the bees. She didn’t need to. They all had good vision.


Her mother never once apologized for her outlandish behavior. In fact, she acted as though she were doing Georgette a favor. It took Georgette almost eighteen months to act grateful, but her mother relentlessly pushed for that open acknowledgement from her daughter, always in the presence of the children and John.


One week following the two-year anniversary of the subtle hint, her mother paused at the door to receive her expected thank-you-for-servicing-my-husband kiss. Instead of presenting her daughter with a pucker, she raised her skirt and jutted her loins with her knees obscenely bowed out.


Georgette knew exactly what her mother was asking of her. With the children gathered around and John standing behind her, she slowly dropped to her knees and gave the adulterous, maternal, slutty, shaved, freshly-fucked and perfumed pussy a devoted kiss. After pressing a full-lipped kiss firmly to the core of her mother’s spermy pussy, she sat back on her heels and said, “Thank you for servicing my husband, Mother.”


This put a smile on her mother’s face, awe on the children’s faces, a shit-eating grin on John’s face, and a deep red blush on the sexy little witch with the shiny lips. She wanted to twitch her nose and turn her slutty mother into a toadstool and her horny husband into a toad. Instead, after her mother departed, she got up and became the mother again. “Okay—you kids have homework to do and rooms to clean. Mush!”


She clapped her hands sternly, sending them on their way as only she could do with sperm on her lips and fuck running down her chin. She wiped her mouth only after the last smiling child left the room, then brushed past her grinning hubby—the horny-toad.


Georgette went into their private bath and locked the door. She drew a hot bath and soaked. While soaking, she thought about what she’d done.


She had no regrets. She saw it coming for months. She’d been serving her mother like a royal concubine for the past six months, bringing her everything she needed, lighting her post-fuck cigarettes for her, even publicly whipping her pussy for her. The ultimate service—lip service—was a foregone conclusion after she began shaving and cleaning her mother’s pussy for her. The only question was when.


It wasn’t as though the service had ever been demanded and refused. Endora simply determined that the time was right. When she presented her loins, she knew Sam would kneel. She knew Sam wouldn’t rush the kiss or deliver a peck to the mound. She knew she’d get a good kiss—firm and centered in the fleshy, messy part below the clit.


The kiss, in fact, lasted ten long seconds, an eternity for the kisser and the kissee when the kisser was a daughter with her children and husband looking on, and the kissee was a grandmother with her grandkids and son-in-law/lover looking on.


No one seemed too terribly surprised by what Georgette did. The lewd kiss followed the pattern of a surprise escalating act, followed by mild defiance when it was tried again, then passive resistance as the practice became expected, then reluctant acceptance as the practice became standard procedure, which would bring on another escalating act.


In keeping with the pattern, the family would expect her next parting scene at the door to reflect passive resistance before she’d kneel and offer her mother a much better kiss, one that would last a full minute and involve some licking tongue action that everyone could see. Within the month, Georgette knew she’d be properly servicing her mother with her mouth, licking her clean from heel to asshole before thanking her mother for servicing her husband.


Georgette relaxed as she dwelled on that scene. She knew it was coming, and she knew she could live with it if she could still be the mom in-control. Even after performing such a lewd act before her kids, she felt confident she could gain instant control as soon as Endora made her exit. That, too, was part of the pattern, a very important part.


Had she not had two years to condition her kids, there was no way she’d have knelt for the vaginal kiss, or wiped pussy prior to that, or French kissed prior to that, or kissed feet prior to that, and so on and so forth going back to the first time they’d walked in and caught them screwing, and Georgette waited until they finished, then walked her mother to the door, and said, “Thank you for taking care of John, Mother.”


As always, Georgette had to think about the new escalation and what effect it would have on her family, for there was always an effect. Everyone had their eyes on Georgette, took their cues from her, and let her set her own pace. It was all very subtle. Nothing was ever discussed out-loud, not even between her and John.


Georgette understood where John was coming from and knew where all this was headed. His goal never faltered though his methods had changed over the years. He wanted a swinging slut wife and finally came to realize that unless she could be that and be a mother in-control, it would never happen.


Over the past decade he’d tried everything. He set her up with dozens of men from repairmen to pool cleaners, even the paperboy. Half bedded her after persistent seduction attempts. He had her raped several times, but these were never violent rapes. They were more like very persistent seductions that would not take no for an answer.


Georgette didn’t blame John one bit and was thankful he was finally being patient with her. He deserved to get out from under trucks and get behind a desk. He’d earned it, but she knew that was just part of his motivation. John was a pussy hound that couldn’t hunt. Swingers don’t hunt; they trade.


Georgette understood perfectly why he tried to make her feel like an adulterous slut. She cooperated when she could and only resisted when she absolutely had to. She never let him know that she knew who was behind her string of adulterous affairs, but she did make full confessions in intimate detail for his listening pleasure.


She understood her mother, too. On a whim, Endora allowed herself explore her secret slut fantasy, got caught-up in the role, took John’s advice, and let it all hang out. In short order, she lived her fantasy in the privacy of her daughter’s home, with her daughter’s family, and no one was the wiser.


She was totally safe and Georgette was chiefly responsible for making her feel that way. Had she ever seriously objected to anything her mother did, she’d have stopped instantly. Georgette was quite certain of that. Her silent acceptance was all Endora needed to follow John’s lead.


Endora was nervous the first time, but that went exactly as he said it would. Each time became easier for her. After a few weeks, she had no qualms about going about in the nude and masturbating openly.


Georgette understood her mother perfectly. She was having the time of her sexual life, and loving every second. The nastier things got, the more she liked it. She had strong exhibitionistic tendencies and loved being watched by children.


She also loved rubbing Georgette’s nose in her adulterous affair and lewd behavior. Georgette gradually learned to indulge her lusty and uninhibited mother. The pussy kiss gave her mother a huge thrill, and that knowledge was Georgette’s primary motivation for making the first one special.


Georgette made the kiss special by easing her tongue out, unseen by the bystanders, and running it down the slit to tease her mother’s hole. She, in fact, licked fuck from her mother’s hole. This was her subtle signal that she was ready to go through another escalation. At their next parting, Georgette knew her mother would demand a good licking. The signal was unmistakable. Georgette thought about what that must have been like for her mother. She tried to imagine Julie, Kay, or even little Tabatha doing likewise to her. It was difficult to imagine any of them doing that to her, but the idea did send a delicious thrill coursing through her relaxed body. Her hands converged on the apex of her submerged thighs while she dreamed naughty dreams.


She thought about the kids and remembered how they loved to gawk at adults when they behaved naughty. They loved watching their grandmother and their father doing nasty things together. They especially loved watching their grandmother rub their mother’s nose in what they were doing. Georgette couldn’t blame them. She understood them perfectly as well. Sex was a nasty adventure, something new, something forbidden, something secret. How could they not be enthralled?


Seeing their mother kneel and kiss their grandmother between her legs right after she’d been fucked by their father gave the kids a huge thrill. They wanted to see much more of that, and they would in the very near future. Georgette was resolved to give them a good performance. They’d see their mother lick the hole their father fucked—lick it long, lick it deep, lick it all over, lick it squeaky clean: legs, ass, thighs, the works. She understood.


Georgette was a very understanding wife, mother, and daughter. Soon, she’d be an understanding slut-wife, slut-mother, and slut-daughter. John was finally on the right track. If he continued to let her set her own pace, he’d soon be wearing white shirts. Georgette thought about that and had a nice orgasm. She loved her horny-toad, his toadstool, and all the little mud-guppies that sat around watching.


After the orgasm, Georgette soaked some more and once again thought about how this newest escalation would affect the children. This escalation was a biggie, and the effect had to be proportional. Don, her first-born, was another John in the making. He’d be big, like his father. He’d be handsome like his father, and like his father, Don couldn’t get laid in a two-dollar whore house with a twenty-dollar bill pasted to his forehead. Georgette was a virgin on her wedding night, but not for lack of trying to be otherwise. When it came to sex, John showed absolutely no initiative.


Don was a horny boy, but hadn’t been on a date. Georgette felt inclined to coach the boy, but she’d spent hours and hours coaching his father and that never worked.


Julie was the shy one, and the one Endora went out of her way to shock. Even after two years of shock treatments, Julie still blushed on seeing naked body parts. Watching those parts in sexual action would make her hyper-ventilate, but she always watched.


Georgette watched Julie on the sly and noted she had an inordinate interest in pussy. Watching Endora masturbate would put Julie in a trance. Julie was the real hang-up. Until Julie loosened-up, Georgette couldn’t. If the others took their cues from their mother, Georgette took hers from Julie. When Julie was ready for more, so was Georgette.


She didn’t realize this until she thought about it in the tub, but she recognized the truth of the matter. A good mother could not leave one behind and take the others. She knew she’d have to get to work on Julie if she were to ever become the wife John wanted. She wondered if John realized that as well, because things were moving rather quickly of late. Julie’s open interest and acceptance was chiefly responsible.


Kay (the twelve-year-old female twin of Roger), on the other hand, could not take her eyes off cock, or cock bulges. She’d lose her virginity before Julie if she still had it. Georgette wasn’t sure. Kay was a slut in the making and as horny as any of her boys. She slept in the nude, just like the boys did, and wasn’t at all shy about showing her budding female body. Keeping clothes on her was like trying to keep a strapless hat on a frisky poodle.


Roger was just like Kay, and Georgette suspected they were screwing. She knew they played with each other. They’d been caught doing that quite often. After watching John and Endora do a sixty-nine, they were caught doing that. Roger did not suffer from lack of initiative. Georgette was almost positive he was not a virgin. He always had girl friends.


Bobby was her little red-headed devil, and a real bastard. Bobby was one of John’s earliest attempts at getting her to swing. He came home from an all-night poker party with an outlandish tale about how he lost her on a poker hand, that the winner had the right to get her pregnant, that she had to bear his bastard, and if it wasn’t a done deal after one year, they’d have to fork over their entire life savings, all ten grand.


Georgette saw right through this absurd charade, but never let on that she saw through it. She ranted and raved for days on end, always agonizing about the money (the children’s college fund) that was in jeopard.


She flushed her birth control pills in front of John that first night, hoping that would shake him. She gave John a week to come to his senses, but he never changed his story. When she could see he wasn’t going to change, she told John she was ovulating. John set up a three-day stay in a downtown hotel with Red, the winner. Georgette kept the appointment. When she didn’t get pregnant, she kept another the following month, and then another. She delivered her bastard with three days to spare.


Bobby was a bastard and there was no denying that fact. He stood out like a turd on a wedding cake. He, too, was just like his father—a prick with ears, big ears and big prick. At ten, Bobby had the biggest dick in the family and was already ejaculating. John’s seven inches may have had more mass, but Bobby had two inches on him with a lolly pop head, just like his biological father.


She’d have gotten pregnant sooner if Red hadn’t been such an ass freak. She’d have complained, but a dick like his belonged in her ass. She’d sometimes look at Bobby’s hard dick and get a twitch in her sphincter.


And then there was little Tabatha, another bastard, only this one’s father was black as midnight. Again, John pulled the same stunt, only this time he lost her on race to rebuild a 671 Detroit Diesel engine. By this time, Georgette had four years to adjust to being viewed as an adulterous slut who didn’t even have the decency to take precautions or get an abortion. Again, she ranted and raved. Again, she flushed her pills, and again she wound up at the Hilton.


This time, she got knocked up right away, but this time she lied about her period and got to go back three more times. On her last three-day stint, she was actually showing and delivered five months later. Enter Tabatha, black as her father. The delivery room was in shock when that little black noggin popped out between Sam’s alabaster thighs. John threw a fit, just for show, and had to be sedated.


When she walked down the street with Tabatha on one side and Bobby on the other, she felt like she wore a sandwich board that said, “ADULTEROUS WHORE.” The sign didn’t seem to bother John one iota. In time, it didn’t bother Georgette. The plan, however, didn’t work. She did not become a whore, at least, not in her mind, the mind that counted.


The kids knew she fucked around. John made sure they knew. He planted the incriminating evidence where the kids would find it: cum-soaked panties, cigar butts, used condoms. He would always confront her at the dinner table with his suspicions, and follow up with hard evidence.


Georgette found these sessions terribly embarrassing, but knew they were very necessary. Before the kids could see her as a slut, they needed to see her as an adulterer, a very horny woman. It was never easy to sit through such a vulgar and intensely personal grilling, but she sat through them, making her initial confession a public one. She went along as John dug out the dirty details, but John got the expanded version in private.


She never put the blame on John or told them the truth of his complicity. She confessed to carrying on affairs, even with those that forced themselves on her. The confession sessions became easier after John started his affair with her mother and the kids actually saw adult sex for themselves. The sessions were almost enjoyable after that, and there was more to confess as John stepped up his efforts.


The pressure to become the wife John wanted and needed grew and grew. She knew she couldn’t hold him off much longer. It wasn’t so much the fucking that bothered her. That she could do. It wasn’t even the slut part that held her back. The kids already saw her as a slut, or should have thought so. John called her slut more than he called her honey. She answered to slut. It was all the other sick and perverted stuff she knew this group was into that made her uneasy. They swapped families, not just slut wives.


Even little Tabatha would be meat on the offering table. Don would get his butt fucked, and Julia would be sucking cunts and fucking dogs. The twins would be very popular. At least, they were rehearsing their act and getting quite good.


The delay was calculated to give the kids a chance to mentally adjust to the world of adult sexuality. So far, what they saw of it, they liked. She encouraged them the same way she encouraged her mother, by being silent. She did not raise an eyebrow if she walked into a room and found a child masturbating. She never broke up Roger and Kay’s sexual explorations. As a consequence, the kids were feeling freer, losing inhibitions, and testing their limits. It was time to turn up the heat.


The one thing Georgette never did was act immodestly at home. The kids hadn’t even seen her in bra and panties. That needed to change, but Georgette was at a loss for how to start.


She thought this was odd considering that she could kneel and kiss a spermy pussy, but the idea of walking out in bra and panties was like dancing nude on a table at her senior prom. Going about naked as her mother liked to do was out of the question. Masturbating in public was impossible to even contemplate.


She was not an exhibitionist, nor was she a slut at heart. She acted the part, but it was an act. Her private fantasies were relatively clean and had romance themes. Perverse sex, the kind her mother and John lived for, turned her off. She wished she could talk about this with her mother to learn the secret. They never talked about the sex that was going on. No one did.


She knew that incest and incest themes were high on their list, and the primary theme of the swing group. She’d be expected to have sex with all of her close relatives, even her father. Her mother was pushing her in that direction as John was pushing her into her sons’ beds. She felt certain that John was also working on Kay and Julia for himself. Endora had her eyes on the boys. No one made a move on the kids or on her because Georgette hadn’t given them the subtle go-ahead.


What she needed was a big push in that direction, but how to drop the subtle hint was what stymied her. Georgette laid in the water and thought long and hard about whether to or whether not to go further. When the water became cold, she was still thinking, but thinking how to. She made a decision to become an incestuous slut and go all the way down that messy road.


Her first target had to be her father. He’d be easy and the confession would serve to launch the others into action. The kids were as good as screwed. She hoped they’d be happy.


She twirled her pubic curls lazily in her fingers while eyeing the razor, then impulsively decided to shave it all off. John liked his beavers totally bare, but she’d rarely given him that treat as she hated the stubble and the daily shaves needed to avoid stubble. She hadn’t shaved her muff in twelve years. When she finished the job, she stood and studied her reflection in a hand mirror.


“Not bad,” she thought, “Mother has nothing on this pussy. Mommy dearest, you’re about to be upstaged.”


 


     *


 


Georgette stepped from the bath and had to decide what to wear—more accurately, what not to wear. She opted not to wear bra or panties under a thin summer dress that came just below mid-thigh. She studied herself in her floor-length mirror and liked what she saw. Anyone looking closely could see she was braless, and if she passed before a bright light, they could see she was naked beneath the dress. This she could do. It was good for starters and something a horny slut might be expected to wear around the house.


She decided heels would be a nice touch. Sluts wore high heels for no special reason. She gave herself the once-over while wearing the heels and liked that even better. The four-inch lift brought-out the definition in her legs and made the dress look even shorter. She bent forward from the waist while looking back and was startled to see her bare cunt lips. She didn’t realize the dress would hike up that far. On the other hand, she never bent forward that far on straight legs. A slut would, she mused.


Georgette left the bedroom feeling daring. She wanted to do something daring, like flash John a bare beaver on the sly. That would insure a fuck, and she needed one. John, however, had left the house. Tabatha and Kay were coloring at the dining table. They stopped coloring to inform her of his departure.


They did not return to coloring after seeing their mother dressed as she was. Georgette felt naked under their penetrating gaze, then realized the big bay window at her left rear let the strong afternoon light stream in. The girls were looking at the form of a naked woman. Kay smiled big and said, “Mom, you’re not wearing any underwear.”


There was nothing subtle about Kay. Georgette just smiled and was about to move on when Julie marched into the room holding her shoe pinched between thumb and forefinger. She went straight for her mother and said, “Mom, look what somebody did.”


Georgette looked at the shoe and didn’t see anything at first. When Julie tilted the shoe back, Georgette saw the viscous white cream slide to the heel. She said, “I see.” To herself, she thought, “I knew there’d be an effect, but this was awfully quick.”


Julie said, “Mom, someone jacked off in my shoe. That’s so gross.”


Six months ago, Julie would have gotten her face slapped for using that term. Now it seemed mild. For the past six months, the kids could say anything, use filthy language and vulgar terms, all at John’s urging. Georgette went along because it advanced her plans as well and made using vulgar language in her confessions much easier. Julie’s language had changed very little. Obviously, cum in her shoe was her undoing. Georgette yelled, “Boys! Get in here, now.”


Within a minute, all three stood before her with Julie at her side. The boys had straight faces. The guilty party wasn’t readily apparent. Georgette said, “Who jacked off in Julie’s shoe?”


Kay giggled, but the boys tried to look innocent. Georgette waited while noticing how they strained to see through her dress. Their straining eyes warmed her nipples and crotch, giving Georgette a sympathetic feel for her mother’s quirk to show all. She quickly warmed to the new situation. The boys individually denied having done the act.


Georgette thought, then said, “Drop your pants, all of you.”


The boys took on looks of concern mixed with intrigue. This had never happened before. Kay and Tabatha quickly left the table to join the other females with a head-on view as the boys unbuckled and unzipped. Pants dropped to feet. “Underwear, too.” They shucked their skivvies.


The boys looked nervous. Their dicks were drawn into the pubic hairs over tight nut sacks. Georgette gave each dick a good visual exam, but saw no evidence of a recent cum. The ejaculate in the shoe was still too fluid to be older than one hour. She moved down the line feeling each cock like a queer sergeant conducting a short arm inspection. She felt nothing unusual. She was stumped, but then she reasoned that the guilty party would have the greatest difficulty raising an erection. A bold idea took hold.


She said to Julia, “Well, we have a problem, but I think I see a solution. The guilty party should have trouble raising an erection.”


Kay interjected, “Make ‘em jack off, Mom!”


Georgette ignored this and said to Julie, “How badly do you want him uncovered, Julia?”


“Very badly. You can’t let him get away with this, Mom.”


“Very well, start lifting your skirt, Julia. Do it slow and sexy like. That should do the trick.”


Julia exclaimed, “MOM! Are you serious? I can’t do that.”


Kay said, “I can. I’ll do it!”


Georgette said, “No, this is Julia’s problem. You two stay out of it. Well, Julia?”


“Mom, I can’t.”


“Why not? Aren’t you wearing panties?”


“Yes, of course, but still.”


Georgette made a face of disapproval, then stepped in front of Julia, between her and the boys, saying, “Here, I’ll do it. Now, you boys put your hands behind your back and keep your eyes on my hemline. Julia, reach around my hips and grasp my skirt in both hands.”


The boys eagerly complied. Julia nervously complied also. Georgette said, I’ll tell you right now, I’m not wearing panties. Julia, start lifting, but do it very slowly. Do it like a tease.”


Julia lifted by fractions at a time as Georgette swayed provocatively in place saying, “You boys like looking at naked women, don’t you? When you look at Endora you always get erections. Aren’t I as good looking as she is? I have xexier legs, don’t I?”


The boys were staring intently as the hem rose dangerously close to forbidden fruit. Their organs began to stir and swelled with blood. Kay dropped to her knees and boldly looked under the hem, crying out, “Wow, she really is naked. I can see Mom’s pussy and its shaved just like Grandma’s. It’s neat looking. Wait till you guys get a look at Mom’s pussy. You’ll get boners for sure.”


Georgette felt a surge of excitement at Kay’s brash act, and her continued staring fed the flames. She said, “Two of you will.”


With the hem just below her cunt lips, Georgette noticed that Don and Roger were erecting rapidly, but Bobby was lagging behind. He’s the one she suspected all along, but even he showed an amazing ability to recover. When bare pubes finally peeked from under the hem, Don and Roger sported raging hard-ons that arched high and proud. She could feel her cunt blossom and moisten. She said, “Julie, move the dress to my middle and hold it there.”


Georgette stood in a wide stance, naked from the waist down. All but Julie were looking between her legs. Bobby’s cock stuck straight out, almost fully erect, but he was clearly the loser. She said, “Well, Bobby. What have you to say for yourself?”


Bobby grinned sheepishly and said, “It was just a joke.”


“Okay, Julia. Here’s your guilty party. What sentence do you want imposed on him?”


“For starters, he can clean my shoe.”


“That sounds reasonable. That takes care of restitution. What about punishment?”


“I don’t know. What do you think?”


“Well, the punishment should fit the crime. I think it would be fitting if he had to jack off in his shoe while you watch.”


Kay quickly said, “While we all watch.”


Georgette added, “All right, while everyone watches. Will that satisfy you, Julie?”


“Well, I guess so.”


“Good. You’ll hold the shoe for him. Bobby, do you want to do this now, or later?”


“I wanna do it now.”


“Are you sure you’re up to it?”


“Yeah, I can do it if you’ll get all the way naked and let Julie lick your pussy.”


Julie fired back, “BOBBY, THAT’S GROSS!”


“Mom did it to her mom, and her pussy had just been fucked. Why can’t you do it to your mom? At least her pussy’s clean. She just took a bath, didn’t you, Mom?”


Julie released the dress to argue her case in front. Kay pushed the dress back up, higher then it had been, much higher when Georgette didn’t say anything. She pushed the material over her mother’s breasts. Julie’s argument got caught in her throat as her eyes became riveted between Georgette’s legs. The boys’ eyes went to the new treasure, naked boobs.


Georgette found this exchange and the full exposure quite stimulating and wanted the kids to resolve this without her moving them one way or the other. She simply acknowledged the fact that she had just bathed. The ball was in Julie’s court, but she was speechless, obviously expecting her mother to put an immediate halt to the madness.


Bobby waited then said, “If you don’t lick Mom’s pussy, I won’t be able to cum. You gotta lick it good, too. You gotta lick the slit and get your tongue way up her hole.”


Julie cried, “Mom, why aren’t you stopping this? He’s crazy.”


Georgette said, “Look, this is between you and Bobby. I’m staying out of it.”


“But you heard what he said.”


“I heard, but you’re the one that wants him to cum in his shoe. You heard what it will take to make that happen. My pussy is clean if that’s what bothers you. Licking it certainly won’t hurt you. I proved that earlier.”


“Do you mean to say you’d actually let me do that?”


Don urged, “Do it, Julie. We dare you.”


Roger added, “We double dog dare you.”


Kay put her two cents in saying, “Do it, Julie. You know you want to. You love licking mine and Tabatha’s.”


Julie turned beet red and shouted, “KAY, YOU BITCH! You swore to God.”


“I don’t believe in God, you do, cunt licker.”


Georgette reacted out of habit, saying, “All right, you two. That’s quite enough of that. Kay, say you’re sorry.”


“I’m sorry, but she is a cunt licker.”


Georgette ignored this and turned to Julie saying, “Now, you say you’re sorry.”


“Why, I didn’t do anything.”


“Julie! Say you’re sorry.”


“I’m sorry—squealer rat.”


Georgette gently cupped Julie under the chin to turn her face to her own, saying, “Your dirty secret is out, Julie. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. Lots of females like the vagina. That doesn’t mean you’re a lesbian. You may be bisexual. You might be a true lesbian. So what? Who cares? We’re family. Now, what is your decision?”


Julia looked deep in her mother’s eyes, still terribly unsettled by the unexpected turn of events. Gradually she came to realize that with her mother now being aware, everyone knew about her dirty little secret; at least, everyone present. The boys knew right after she did Kay three months prior. Kay couldn’t wait to tell them. Julie saw that her mother truly accepted her that way. Georgette said, “Well?”


Kay taunted, “Do it, Julie. Think about it. You get to lick Mom’s pussy all over. Ummm, yummy mommy cunt—slut pussy—the best kind. Think about that, Julie, and there’s no hairs to get caught in your teeth. She doesn’t like pussy hair, Mom. That’s why she likes doing Tabatha.”


Georgette loved Kay’s crude taunts, otherwise she’d have put a stop to them when they began. Instead, she took Julie’s hand and pressed it between her legs, saying, “Feel, Julia, no hair, and it is slut pussy, the best kind. Go ahead, feel. Slip your fingers inside. Feel around. That’s it. Don’t be shy; I’m not.”


Julie quickly lost her shyness at the first contact and soon followed her mother’s direction. Two middle fingers slipped easily inside as Georgette widened her stance. Kay tried to completely remove the dress, and Georgette assisted. In a jiffy, she stood naked in her heels as Julie slowly sank to her knees. Georgette addressed Bobby, saying, “I think you’d better get a shoe.”


Bobby grinned and whipped off both shoes, then his pants and underwear. He started jacking off right away. When Julie made her first lick through her mother’s slit, Bobby tried to wedge the head of his dick between cunt lips and mouth lips. The others looked down on the scene in amazement as Tabatha got between her mother’s feet looking up.


Georgette was rapidly brought to the brink of orgasm and had to sit or fall. She pulled a chair over and sat with her knees out as far as she could get them. This made more room for both kids to operate.


Julie had to lick pussy around a dick, but she made no bones about having to do that. She’d totally forgotten about the shoe and Bobby wasn’t about to remind her. The boy was in heaven. He kept trying to get his dick in the hole while jacking off furiously. He seemed to be holding back, waiting for a sign from his mother that it was okay to stick his dick inside. Silence was the sign. He finally managed to wedge the head inside and Julie licked the connection.


Georgette could not believe what was happening to her or that it happened so fast. It was as if all the months of pent-up sexual energy were suddenly released and gushed forth sweeping everyone along in its path. She was being fucked by her youngest son, while being eaten by her prudish daughter, while her other kids watched, and she was loving it.


Julie cooperated with her brother by giving him room to get better penetration. He had a good four-inch pussy stroke going and jacked the other five. Julie licked everything as Georgette brought her heels to the chair’s edges and splayed herself wantonly. Julie finally relinquished the hole to her brother and moved onto the clit, giving him a full pussy stroke.


Georgette was delighted and climaxed seconds later, crying out, “Yes, fuck Mommy’s slut pussy, sweetheart. Suck Mommy’s clit, Julie. Oh, yes! Oh, I’m cumming! So good. Oh yes! Fuck me. Suck me! Cum in my cunt, you bastard!”


The bastard did just that. When he pulled out, Georgette said, “Now eat my cunt good, Julie. Show them how to eat slut pussy—fresh-fucked slut pussy—the best kind, huh, baby?”


Julie stared at the fuck oozing from her mother’s gaping hole, then smiled and began devouring it like a famished refugee. She gobbled fuck goo while her mother cried, “That’s it, baby, eat my fuck. Lick out my fuck hole you little cunt-lapping whore!”


This vulgar taunt fired Julie to grater heights of cunt sucking prowess. She smeared her face in the wide beaver her excited mother presented her.


The other kids weren’t idle during this performance. They stripped and grabbed maternal flesh. Little fingers covered Georgette’s pendulous breasts and vied for space in her asshole. Roger came up to her head and offered her his dick which Georgette greedily sucked off in record time. She sucked and swallowed, then motioned Don over. He came even quicker. She fingered little Tabatha’s ass with one hand and Kay’s pussy with the other. Stevens family members came in waves as they traded places.


Every boy got to fuck his mother. Kay and Tabatha got their pussies eaten by their mother. Julie never relinquished her lip-lock on the pussy.


When the last wave hit the shore, they all fell into a slump. Julie was the only one still dressed and the only one still busy, lazily licking a spent pussy. Georgette had to gently push her head away in order to sit up. As soon as she was settled, Julie returned to licking, pushing the knees out wide.


Georgette stared at her daughter in awe and said, “You can’t get enough, can you?”


Julie shook her head, no, but kept licking. Kay said, “You were right, Mom. She’s a cunt-sucking whore.”


Georgette smiled and moved the hair out of Julie’s face to better see what she was doing. She stroked the face and said, “Yes, she certainly is, but I must say, I do love having a cunt-sucking whore for a daughter. You’re a good cunt-sucking whore, aren’t you Julie?”


“Yes, Mother. Whatever you say. I love doing this.”


Georgette pulled her cunt lips open so they could all see the tongue working in the hole. She said, “We can tell. I’d prefer you did it in the nude.”


Julie stopped licking to look up. Georgette said, “I want you naked. I want you to do a sexy strip tease and masturbate for us. Do that, or stop.”


“Are you serious?”


“Very serious.”


“You want me to masturbate? Here? In front of everyone?”


“Yes. We want a show, don’t we, kids?”


They all eagerly chimed in. Julie said, “I can’t. I’d die.”


“Come, now, Julie. You’ve seen it done by a pro. Do it like Grandma does. Get nasty, real nasty. You know how. It’s either that, or no more slut pussy for you. Well?”


The taunts and jibs from the kiddie gallery started right in. Soon, they were chanting, “Fuck yourself, Julie! Fuck yourself!”


After being pushed back, Julie slowly gained her feet and stood before her eager audience, her face a mask of nervous anxiety as she weighed her options. With the others all naked the prospect of getting naked herself wasn’t that bad. It was the masturbation that immobilized her. When she saw her mother stroking her own pussy, teasing her with it, she decided that public masturbation might not be so bad either.


She began to sway in place to chants of, “Strip! Show us your tits! Show us your pussy! Take it all off!”


She began by undoing the buttons of her blouse, then tossed it off with a twirl and flip. She next dropped the skirt and kicked it free. She danced in her bra and panties after kicking off her shoes. She danced between her mothers knees and reached to the center clasp of her 34-C bra. When the cups came loose, she teased them off one at a time to cheers.


Julie was now getting into the act. She presented her bare breasts and rolled the long turgid nipples between her thumbs and fingers. She said, “Do you like my titties, Mom?”


“I love them, and so will your father.”


“He’s already seen them, lots of times.”


“Is that so?”


“Yes. He’s my daddy. He has the right to look at them, doesn’t he?”


“As far as I’m concerned, he has the right to do anything he likes with you.”


“He feels that way, too. I don’t argue. I’m always a good girl, Mommy.”


“Has he fucked you?”


“Not yet, but he will. He told me so. Should I let him?”


“What do you think?”


“I think I should.”


“There’s your answer.”


Julie hooked her thumbs in the waist band and pulled down until half her shaved pubic mound showed, a clear sign that John had been there before. As her siblings crowded in cheek to cheek on both sides, she ignored them and said, “Do you want to see a cunt-sucking whore’s pussy, the pussy Daddy’s going to fuck the next time we’re alone?”


Georgette watched the band go lower to expose the start of her crack and said, “Why wait till you’re alone. Don’t you think we’d like to see a virgin get fucked by her father? You are a virgin, aren’t you?”


Julie went ahead and fully uncovered the topic of discussion, then as an after thought, took the panties all the way off. They saw a tight-lipped puffy pussy glistening with slick slime, bare as a baby’s behind, a virgin pussy if there ever was one. Julie used both hands on the edges to part the lips, exposing the coral pink interior before saying, “This is 100% virgin pussy you’re looking at, Mom. Daddy will be the first to fuck it, and you can all watch if you want to.”


Georgette reached out and ran her fingers over the virgin cunt, then sent one inside to check for herself. She said, “Nice and tight. You are a virgin. He’ll be so pleased. Now masturbate, you horny little whore.”


Georgette reached out, pulled the startled girl onto her lap, forcing her daughter to straddle her legs. She told Julie to sit high on her thighs and lie back. Georgette eased her daughter back until her head hung backward off her knees. She then fanned the girls legs wide, saying, “If you’re going to do this, do it right.”


Her siblings aided in keeping a good spread while looking right up her twat as she moved hands into action. One hand rubbed her clit as the other finger-fucked. Georgette taunted, “So you aspire to be Mommy’s cunt lapper and Daddy’s whore, huh?”


“Yes. I’d like that. That’s what I want to be, a cunt-lapping whore.”


“You will be, Julie. Slow down, girl. We have plenty of time. We have a lot to talk about. You’ve turned out to be quite a surprise. So, tell me, how long has your father been grooming you to be his little whore?”


“Well, I guess right after you and Grandma got real friendly. You know, when you two started kissing on the mouth, using your tongues.”


“About six months ago?”


“Yeah, I guess. Anyway, that’s when he made me strip all the way naked for him. Before that, he’d undo my blouse and look inside my bra. He’d also lift my skirt and look inside my panties. He’s been doing that since I was Tabatha’s age.”


“Interesting. So, how did you respond to this new development?”


“Well, I was scared and embarrassed, but I did everything he said. He had my lie on my bed crossways, like this. I was so embarrassed. I’m used to it now, though.”


“I’ll bet. So, when did he tell you he wanted a whore?”


“Last week when you started attending Grandma’s pussy.”


“And how did you react to that news?”


“Truthfully, not very well, but I tried not to let it show. He didn’t ask; he told.”


“So, you’re resigned to be his whore.”


“I was until a little while ago. Now, I want to be. I want Daddy to fuck my pussy, and I want everyone to watch him do it.”


“You’ll be fucking more than your father. He has friends, you know, lots of horny friends. He likes to share. If you want to be his whore, you’ll fuck who he tells you to fuck, when he tells you to fuck. Are you sure you want to be his whore?”


“Yes. I know what a whore is. He explained, but I knew. I already told him I would be. I’ll be a good whore for Daddy, I promise.”


“I’m sure you’ll make a fine whore, but are you willing to fuck dogs? He’ll definitely want to show you off if you’ll let dogs fuck you. He’s into that, you know?”


This slowed her down and made her think. She said, “Dogs?”


“That’s right, Julie. Dogs have dicks too, or haven’t you ever noticed.”


“I noticed, but…”


“Don’t tell me you never thought about letting a dog screw you?”


“Not really.”


“Come on, Julie. Every girl has. Don’t tell me you’ve never had a dog try to mount you, or hump your leg.”


“I’ve had them hump my leg.”


“There, you see. Dogs know there’s pussy at the top of your legs. Now, be honest. Didn’t you ever wonder what might happen if you were alone with a horny dog when that happened, maybe naked? Can you honestly say you’d push him away if no one was looking.”


“I don’t know. That never happened.”


“Imagine the situation. You’re alone in the house. We’re all at the beach. We’re looking after Grandma’s dog, Ralph—big ole dumb Ralph. You’ve seen Ralph’s cock dozens of times, haven’t you?”


“Yes. Kay likes to make him hard.”


Kay elaborated, “I jack him off, and she loves to watch me make him cum. She’d like to suck on his dick while I do it, she told me so herself.”


Georgette said, “He’s has a nice big one, doesn’t he, Julie?”


“Yes, but I never said that. She’s making that up.”


“I figured she was, but is it the truth? Did the thought ever cross your mind? Be honest.”


“Well, yes, I guess it did.”


“He’s one that humped your leg, isn’t he?”


“Yes, a few times.”


“He’s a horny fucker, isn’t he?”


“Yes, he is, but Kay has a lot to do with that. She gets him all hot and horny then leaves him with us to deal with.”


“She’s a stinker, all right, but lets get back to this situation. Suppose you stepped from the shower, and because no one was home, you padded naked to your room and Ralph followed. You can see that happening, can’t you?”


“Yes.”


“Now, lets say Ralph comes up and starts licking your pussy. Would you stop him?”


“Maybe not.”


“Maybe not? Imagine that long tongue snaking between your legs. It feels fantastic. Would you stop him?”


“No.”


“Would you make it easier for him?”


“Yes.”


“Would you lie down on the bed and spread your legs wide for him like you do for your father?”


“Yes!”


“And when he jumps up and this nice big cock starts bobbing and poking around near your steamy hot pussy, would you push him away?”


“No.”


“What would you do?”


“I’d try to get it in my pussy.”


“Exactly. See, you’re a typical female. We’d all love to be bitches if we could get away with it. Now, Julie, are you ready to admit to us that you’d love to be a dog’s bitch?”


“Yes, I admit it.”


“Will you also admit that you’d love to have his cock in your mouth while Kay jacks him off?”


“YES! I’d keep sucking even while he cums. I’d suck and swallow all of his doggie cum. I’m dying to do that. I admit it.”


“Then it should be no problem for you to act like a bitch in heat to amuse your father and his friends then should it?”


“No. If that’s what he wants, I’ll do it.”


“We’d like to see that, too, wouldn’t we kids.”


All heads nodded. Julie said, “I’ll do it for you.”


“I’m going to bring Ralph over. Will you put on a good show for the family, a good doggie suck and fuck show?”


“OH, GOD, YES. I’M CUMMING, MOM! Oh, yesssss! Oh, God! Oh fuck! Yesssss…”


Georgette allowed Julie to slip between her knees and melt to the floor. She then got up and straddled Julie’s head and squatted, bringing her cunt to Julie’s eagerly sucking mouth. While hovering in the obscene squat, Georgette addressed the others in her Mother tone as only she could do in such a bizarre situation, saying, “Okay, show’s over. You kids get dressed and see that your chores are done. Mush!”


They mushed; she gushed; Julie lapped. All was right in the Steven’s household now that they were all bewitched.


    The End
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“Birds and Bees Phase Two”


By: Phil Phantom


Emily Drew placed the car in park, then turned to her fifteen-year-old daughter, Darlene and said, “Don’t you just love the property in the fall. The colors scream out and it’s so peaceful with no one here.”


“Yeah, but the pond sure doesn’t look inviting with all that leafy crud on it. I sure don’t feel like swimming. So, are you going to tell me, now, why we drove all the way out here to talk.”


“Yes. This won’t be easy for me, Darlene. We have to have that talk all mothers dread and most avoid.”


“We already had that talk last year.”


“No, I’m talking about Birds and Bees Part II.”


“There’s a part two?”


“I’m afraid so, and it’s a doozie. Like I said, most mothers never get started. I was trying to put it off until your sixteenth birthday. When we bumped into each other in the hall after you came from the shower, I knew we needed to talk right away. You have truly blossomed in the past year. You’re now a fully fledged woman, and your breasts are almost as big as mine. I think you’re ready for a C-cup.”


Darlene turned seven shades of red and said, “God, that was so embarrassing. I thought no one was home. I heard your car leave.”


“I forgot something. That’s neither here nor there. If we’d been a more sexually open and less inhibited family, I wouldn’t have stared so openly with my mouth open. I can only imagine what you were thinking. I guess you thought I was perverted, one of ‘those’ women the way I stared at your breasts and crotch.”


Darlene added another three shades of red and said, “I’d never think that. I was afraid you thought I was showing myself on purpose, because I just stood there and didn’t cover up. I was afraid you brought me out here to tell me how nasty I was.”


“I thought no such thing.”


“Well, I sure felt nasty afterwards. So…what are we going to talk about?”


“Sex, the down and dirty facts of life, the things every woman needs to know about men, or boys in your case.”


“This is going to be embarrassing. Mom, if you don’t want to do this, you don’t have to. Debbie Stevens showed me a book her parents have. It’s like a sex encyclopedia. It even has drawings. I sorta know all that stuff.”


“I’m sure you do, but that’s not what we’re here to discuss.” Emily paused to stare at the large pond, then faced Darlene to say, “God, this is so hard getting started. The language alone seems impossible. Sweetheart, you’re going to hear me use words you’ve never heard me say. I’m sure you’ve heard them, but I might use a term you’ve either never heard or never understood. It’s impossible to discuss this subject without using the gutter language that goes with it. Promise me you’ll stop and ask questions if you hear something that needs clarification. Will you promise?”


“Yeah, I guess, but I think I’ve heard all the words, and I’m pretty sure I know what everything means. You’re talking about the ‘F’ word, the ‘P’ word, the two ‘C’ words, and the ‘D’ word aren’t you? You can just use the letters if you want.”


“I’m talking about fuck, pussy, cock, cunt, and dick. I’m also talking about twats, assholes, tits, clits, pricks, cum, jism, spunk, slimy fuck sauce, cunt licking, cock sucking, and butt fucking. Good Lord, now my face is burning red! At least I got that part over with. There’s more, but that’s just what popped off the top of my head.”


Darlene sat in stunned silence with her mouth open, but slowly expelled a long breath and said, “Wow! I never thought I’d hear any of those words from you. Debbie uses them all, too much, if you ask me.”


“Then I don’t need to explain any of those terms?”


“No. I know about all those.”


“Good, because I’ll be using them frequently during this talk. Those terms fit the subject matter, so I won’t try to make this sound nice and clinical. Sweetheart, last time we talked about the act of procreation, making love. We talked about sex as part of romance and a loving relationship. Making love to make a baby for two loving people is sweet and beautiful. I would have no qualms about letting you watch a video of me and your father creating you. It was absolutely beautiful and in no way nasty. I thought you’d like to know.”


“That’s great. Thanks for sharing that.”


“You were our first, and you were conceived on our honeymoon. We poured our love for each other into you, and maybe that’s why you came out so perfect. You really are, Darlene. You’ve never been a lick of trouble. You get straight A’s and you help around the house. And you are an exceptionally lovely and beautiful person. Now, we can add sexy. Yes, Darlene, you are sexy beyond words. You have no idea how sexy you are, and how you drive the males in our family right up a wall.”


“Mom, you’re embarrassing me. I’m not trying to be sexy.”


“You don’t have to try. That’s the point. Everything you do is sexy. You walk sexy, you eat sexy, you lounge around the house in skimpy clothing having no idea why you’re always looking up or over to find eyes on your intimate skin. You’ve noticed that, haven’t you?”


“Of course, but I don’t show intimate skin on purpose. You don’t think I tease Brad and Scott on purpose, do you?”


“I see you left out the worst offender, your father. You left me out, too, for that matter. No, it’s all right. I’ll admit it. I look. Maybe I’m the worst offender. I won’t make excuses. It’s natural for one female to look at another. Can you tell me that if you see a girl or woman sitting in an unladylike pose, showing her panties, or possibly a naked pussy, you don’t look?”


“Yeah, I’ll look if nobody can see I’m looking.”


“I’m the same way, only I don’t worry too much about being caught looking at home. It’s only when you catch me that I feel odd. Perhaps this talk will help clear the air. I’m not queer for you, Darlene, but I do appreciate and envy your youthful beauty.”


“I never thought you were, Mom. Honest. That thought never crossed my mind.”


“Well, it should have. It is possible. I am, in fact, bisexual. I have had sex with other women, and enjoyed it.”


“Mom! Are you serious?”


“I am dead serious. Sweetheart, you’re going to learn things about me that will blow your mind. You’re going to learn things about your father that will blow you away. You only know part of us. The other part has been hidden from you. One of the reasons we have to have this talk now, is that things are closing in on you from every direction. I know of three men in your life who are actively trying to seduce you. All three are getting close.”


“Who?”


“Debbie’s father, for one; your drama teacher, Mr. Clark; and the man you babysit for, Luke Stoner. No, don’t bother with denials. I know the signs. I’ve been right where you are now. I was too cute and innocent for my own good, just as you are. My first six sex partners were all adult men, and they all scored one after the other just before I turned sixteen. It’s like we Peterson women suddenly wake up one day with a sign on our ass that says, ‘Fuck me!’”


“It sure is strange hearing you use the ‘F’ word. I guess I’ll get used to it, but it is strange.”


“Use the words, not the letters, and you’ll make this easier on both of us.”


“Okay, I’ll try. Well, to tell you the truth, those guys have been acting pretty strange lately. Is there something I need to do differently?”


“You need to have your eyes open and be aware. You need to see what’s going on around you. You need knowledge about sex and men in general, something I didn’t have. My mother never even told me about the birds and bees part one. I was easy pickin’s.”


“Wow, I thought Dad was your first? I knew you’d been raped, but I thought he was your first lover.”


“He was my first lover. I didn’t love those other men. I was used by them. I felt used. Granted, I look back on some of those experiences as thrilling events, but it was raw sex, no love. Some were pretty bad, and I wish I knew then how I could have delt with them. I want you to have that knowledge. We’re going to start with men.”


“Why, I don’t want to do anything with men?”


“Yes, but they want you; besides, if you know men, you know boys. Men are just bigger boys where sex is concerned. They never outgrow their childhood fascination with female anatomy and the dirty aspects of sex. Men prefer that sex be dirty. Sure, they’ll make love to win a woman over; but once they have her, they only want to fuck her.”


“Is Daddy that way, too?”


“Oh, yes. I think the last time we made love was to conceive you. After that, it has been down and dirty fucking. If you want to attract and keep a good man, give him sex the way he wants it. Your father is a great provider and a handsome devil besides. He’s a good father, as well. He’d be a hard man to keep home, keep in a marriage, or to live out one’s life with. I’ve managed by satisfying his every sexual desire anytime he’s in the mood.”


“If you don’t mind me asking, what kind of stuff does he want you to do?”


“We’ll talk specifics later. Suffice it to say, he is the quintessential male in that he wants his cake, and he wants to eat it too.”


“I’ve heard that expression, but I’m not sure what it means.”


“Picture this beautiful birthday cake, richly decorated with your name on it, candles and all. You’d love to save it, but you also want to eat it. We women don’t think much about that. We cut the cake and start serving our friends. Boys want to keep it to themselves, untouched; but they want to eat it just as badly. They want their cake, and they want to eat it too.”


“Okay, I get it. So that’s why Daddy always gets two cakes.”


“Yes, his mother started doing that when he was very little. Your father has a bad case of wanting things both ways, and it extends to his sex life. He wants the perfect wife and mother, a true lady in every way; but he also wants a raging slut in the bedroom. Most men are like that to some degree; but again, your father has it bad. As pure and clean as I appear outside the bedroom, I am filthy dirty inside. You would be shocked speechless if you ever saw how we behave, or knew what we talk about.”


“Wow, this is so far out. I just can’t imagine.”


“I know it’s hard for children to see their parents as sexual beings, but we’re no different than any other loving couple that makes a marriage work. If you want the truth, we are both very horny people, and we seem to be getting hornier with age.”


“Wow, Mom, this really is a frank talk. It’s kinda neat once you get used to it, though. By the way, I’m not one of those who can’t picture her parents being sexual beings. We know you guys are horny. We think it’s neat having horny parents. Brad and Scott do, I know. I act embarrassed when you guys suddenly dash off to the bedroom, but I think it’s neat, too.”


“I’m happy to hear that. I think we have a healthy and vigorous sex life. We fuck every day, sometimes four or five times in a single day. Your father fucked me right before we left. His cum is leaking out of my cunt as we speak. I see you’re shocked.”


“Well, yeah, but it was mostly from the words you used.”


“I know. I used them on purpose. I’m trying to get us both used to using them and hearing them. I want you to use them, too, just for the talk. If you use these words in my presense at home, I’ll wash your filthy fucking mouth out with soap, take a strap to your naked ass in front of your father and the boys, then make you stand in a corner with your naked ass on display.”


“God, Mom, would you really do that to me? You’ve never hit me in your life.”


“I know, but things will be different after we have this talk. Your father and I decided that we can’t go on playing this game of being super-straight parents any longer. You’re the reason we’ve held back. We had planned all along to open up and be more ourselves at home once you turned sixteen, received this talk, and became sexually active yourself. We are forced by outside circumstances to speed the schedule along.”


“Okay, but why take it out on me? That would be awful if you did that.”


“I would love to do that to you, but not because I seriously want to hurt or punish you. I just want the excuse to do it for the sexual thrill. I would love forcing you to expose your hidden treasures in that way, and I’d get a big charge out of the reactions of the boys and your father, especially your father. The spanking would just be icing on the cake.”


“You’re blowing my mind, Mom.”


“I knew I would, but after the talk, I think you’ll understand perfectly. You never slip with language, so if I hear a ‘fuck’ or ‘cock-sucker’ come from your lips, I’ll know you want your cute ass spanked and your pussy placed on display.”


“What you’re saying is, you wouldn’t really be angry if I said something dirty?”


“Not at all. You’ll be punished every time you do, but if you can take the heat, talk all the trash you want. We keep getting side-tracked. We were discussing fucking, and I left off telling you I got fucked right before we left. By the way, I’m not wearing panties, so you can just imagine what the back of my skirt is going to look like when we get home. When we get home, you’ll have to walk behind me to cover me, so you won’t have to imagine for long.”


“God, this is so weird. Can I tell Debbie about this talk?”


“No. No one can ever know. This is a very private and special mother/daughter talk. When you have a daughter, you are free to pass along this vital information. I hope you find it easier to do. I still can’t believe I’m talking to you this way. It’s getting a bit easier, but it still feels awkward. You could help by loosening up. Say something filthy, will you?”


“Okay…how about, ‘This talk is making me horny.’”


“You call that filthy? Come on. I know you can do better.”


Darlene impishly bit her lower lip, then smiled and said, “My pussy feels slimy and itchy.”


“Good. That’s much better, and honest, besides. We must be honest with each other, Darlene. We must feel free to speak our minds. My pussy feels slimy, too. Most of that slime is your father’s sperm, but some of that slime is the result of thinking about turning your adorable naked ass over my lap for a spanking while my three guys stare at your cute little pouting pussy winking back at them from between your kicking bare legs. Damn, this is getting easier, and more fun.”


“Wow! That really turns you on, huh? Does the hitting part turn you on?”


“Yes, but it’s not a big thing with me. My hits wouldn’t hurt. Spanking or strokes with a belt would mostly be show. Again, we’re getting off track. Before we begin, I need to make one thing clear. After we have this talk, you may return to life as usual. Nothing need change. Your eyes will be wide open. You’ll know the score. You’ll know what we’re thinking, what we’re doing, and why we think and do what we do. I’m speaking of your father and I. I’m sure you already know what a fourteen and thirteen-year-old boy thinks about, and how they feel about having a sexy sister sharing the house with them.”


“I’ll say. They aren’t subtle at all.”


“That may be due to the way they were both conceived. They were both fucked into my womb. If we had a video of their conception, I wouldn’t want it shown at a sailor’s poker game halfway around the world. What I’m saying to you is, you will control how we treat you from here on out. If you stay the same, we’ll treat you the same. If we see a change in you, such as yelling out, ‘Fuck’ when you stub your toe, instead of ‘Ouch, ouch, ouch,’ we’ll respond accordingly. If you don’t intend sending that signal, you’d best be extra careful.”


“Okay, I think I understand, now.”


“Good, because your father and I are going to let you start dating because of this talk being moved up a year. You will have all the information to handle yourself safely and responsably. You can even have a full sexual relationship with men or boys we approve of. You can even go into your room to have sex, just as your father and I do. As long as you don’t bring shame on the family by openly flaunting your sexual freedom, as long as you protect your modesty outside the home, guard your reputation, and act with discretion, we won’t treat you any differently.”


“I’m getting confused.”


“Remember your father: he’d love to have a little slutty whore running around the house, but he also wants his little lady to keep getting straight ‘A’s and bring credit on him as the father of such a model young woman.”


“Are you saying he wants his cake and eat it too where I’m concerned?”


“Bingo.”


“Wow, I never thought I’d get priveledges like that. Don’t get me wrong. I have no one in mind; in fact, I want to be a virgin on my wedding day. Still, it’s nice to know I could have sex if the right guy came along.”


“You can, even with a one night stand. There is a down side, though. If you’re careless, start dressing like a slut, and going out without panties on; if you get pregnant, or we find out you have a reputation as a lose chick who puts out; we’ll treat you like a whore.”


“What!”


“That’s right. If you act like a whore outside our home, you’ll be treated like a whore inside the home. By that I mean, if I see you walking through the house wearing a skimpy towel, I might just yank it off you. If Brad or Scott grabs a tit or a handful of pussy, and you struggle free or make a fuss, you’ll be punished, even if they bother you at the dinner table. You will also be required to put out for all three males in our family on demand.”


“Are you serious?”


“Dead serious. If I walked into your room and found Brad and Scott ganged up on you, stripping you, I’d help them. If I found you tied, naked and spread eagled to a bed, I’d leave you that way. If I walked in and found your father getting ready to fuck you, I’d guide his cock or hold your legs apart.”


“Mom! You can’t mean that?”


“Oh yes I can. What’s more, I’d be more than happy to lick that adorable little pussy of yours before, during, and after a fuck. I’ve done it for women I think are unattractive, just because Joel wanted me to. He’d have to want me not to go down on you to stop me, but that would never happen with your father. He’d insist. I see you just had your mind blown again.”


“Mom, I’m…I’m speechless. I’m stunned. How could you? How could Dad? How…”


“Hold on. Remember, you have to do something to bring this about. You first have to prove yourself to be a whore. If you behave yourself, remain your current self, nothing changes. I’m just being honest with you. I’m not trying to shock or traumatize you. I just want you aware that you can’t act without a reaction on our part. There are strong sexual tensions in our home and family that you need to be aware of. If you unleash them, you will endure the consequences. That’s what you need to know, but that’s still not what we’re here to talk about.”


“Let’s talk about something else, then, because this other stuff has me scared.”


Emily placed her hand reassuringly on the bare portion on Darlene’s leg between the hem and her left knee while saying, “You needn’t be frightened. I’ll admit, we both want to bring you into our sex life, but we are not sexual predators. If you stopped acting like a whore, we’d stop treating you like one. We will take our cues from you, and if you don’t like what we do, we’ll stop. Remember this, Darlene, you will always be in control of your body and your sex life, at home, or away from home. That’s what this talk is all about.”


The casual hand resting on her leg caused Darlene to stiffen, though her mother had a habit of touching while making a point. That same hand had touched that same spot hundreds of times before with no thought given to it. Emily noticed this stiff reaction right away, and left her hand in place after finishing her point. Darlene was looking at the hand and Emily began stroking Darlene’s inner thigh suggestively, pushing the hem rather high up as she did. She said, “Is this what you were afraid I might do—feel up your leg? Does my hand feel terrible? Are you filled with revulsion?”


The soft massaging strokes felt wonderful, in fact. Darlene said, “No, it feels nice. It’s not that. It’s just that…”


“I’m your mother, right?”


“Well, yeah, I guess so.”


“Mother’s should not be feeling their daughter’s legs this high up, should they?”


The hand was now up under the skirt, massaging the very top portion of inner thigh flesh with the index finger in firm and frequent contact with the moist labia. Darlene sat stiffly and slowly shook her head before meekly saying, “Should they?”


“That depends. I think if the mother wants to feel her daughter anywhere, and her daughter likes being felt anywhere, then it’s perfectly all right. If you tell me, ‘Mom, I like the way that feels, but it makes me uncomfortable.’ I think it would be wrong for a mother to impose herself that way. I would honor my daughter’s wishes and refrain from indulging my desires that way. Also, I would understand completely, and not make her feel like she had to indulge me. Now, sweetheart, do you see why you needn’t fear me or your father, ever?”


“Yes. I think so.”


Emily moved her hand over the crotch of Darlene’s panties and cupped the moist vaginal pouch, making Darlene sit up straight while sucking in a sharp breath. Emily firmly stroked her fuck finger in the groove of Darlene’s panty-covered slit while saying, “Now, is there something you’d like to tell me?”


Darlene gulped, then rapidly said, “Mom, this feels good, but it makes me uncomfortable.”


Emily imediately withdrew her massaging hand, tugged Darlene’s skirt back in place, and said, while sitting back, “I’m sorry, sweetheart. I will never take such liberties again.”


A wave of relief flooded over Darlene. She breathed out a long-held breath, then turned to look at her smiling mother. A smile formed on her own face as she said, “You were just teaching me a lesson, weren’t you?”


“Yes, but I was also copping a feel. I want you to understand that I desire you sexually, just as so many others do, including your father. You have to learn to put people in their place. If you don’t want someone taking liberties, just say no. If you say no to anyone in our family, and that no is not honored, I will deal with the problem. If someone outside our family can’t take no for an answer, your father will deal with it. If he can’t, the police can. What you must understand is: you are not helpless. You need never be victimized more than once. And you will always chart your own destiny. Rule number one is, you are always in control of your body. Relinquish that control to others at your own peril. Do you understand rule number one?”


“Yes. I like rule number one. I feel much better, now. I’m sorry I acted that way. If you want to rub my leg, you can, just not that high up.”


“I’ll pass. If I can’t rub your pussy, I don’t want to rub your leg. I only rubbed your leg to get to your pussy.”


“Is this a test?”


“What do you think?”


“It sounds like a test.”


“Let me say something a boy might say. If you want to wear my letter jacket, you have to let me feel your pussy when I want to.”


“Now I get it. Someone is always going to want something.”


“Bingo. Masturbation is the only sex that involves no trade offs. Rule number two is: If there’s another party involved, there’s a trade off. It may not be obvious, but it’s there. Always find out what the trade off is before you receive your pleasure. You can’t give back an orgasm, you can only pay for it, or pay for not paying for it. You will always pay for your orgasm one way or the other. Find out, up front, what the cost is.


“Rule number two makes sense. I guess I don’t want my leg rubbed that badly. I’d still be too uncomfortable.”


“No problem. If you change your mind, let me know. If the price of a leg rub goes up in the interum, I’ll let you know. I will tell you this much. Before we finish our talk, you will clean my crotch with your tongue and pay me for the priveledge.”


“Aw, Mom, that’s gross! How can you even suggest such a thing?”


“Listen carefully, Darlene. I’m going to do this to prove a valuable point and drive home the final lesson, number six, seven, or eight, I haven’t yet decided how many lessons there are. I think it’s the most important one. I’m going to demonstrate how your passions can be manipulated by a skilled seducer, someone who knows you well, and knows the art well. I want you to look down there along the muddy bank where most of the yucky stuff is. I am going to lie back on a blanket without a stitch on, with my ass right at the water’s edge. You will be naked as well, but you will lie face down in that freezing yucky water and mud while you lick my crotch, ass, and pussy clean of your parent’s fuck.”


Darlene shivered and cried, “Stop it! Why are you talking to me like this? Now, you’re scaring me.”


“Sweetheart, I didn’t bring you up here to scare you or force anything on you. This is not a seduction, and I am not enjoying this one bit. This is school. Everything I do here relates to teaching you what you need to learn to survive and manage your own sex life. This thing that has you so upset will teach you the most valuable lesson of all, and it may interest you to know, you will beg me, and eventually pay me the money you’ve been saving for the Bon Jovi concert, twenty-five dollars, to do what I just described.”


“I can’t even imagine doing that, much less paying for it, out there.”


“I am so confident that I can turn you on to that degree that I brought five gallons of hot water, blankets, and a change of clothes to take care of you afterward. It’s all in the trunk. The water will be warm by then, but after lying in that ice cold water, I’m sure it’ll feel great.”


“I don’t understand.”


“I know. All I want you to do is think about your current state of mind, how you think about that act under these conditions; then, after the fact, realize that your passions drove you to do the unthinkable. You placed yourself in this vulnerable position because you had no idea I lusted after you. Now, you’re alone with me, way out in the middle of nowhere, with no choice but to hear what I have to say. You are going to see what can happen when you let yourself be lured into vulnerable situations. You have to learn that you can’t trust anybody, not even close family and friends. In fact, those closest to you, those who see your light shine brightest, the ones that know you and your weaknesses, those are the ones you have to be on your guard with most of all.”


“But, my own mother?”


“It’s your father you have to worry about. He has it bad. Sure, I lust after you, but I would never seduce you. If you think this trip to the water is something I’m looking forward to, think again. If I were willing to seduce you for my own pleasure, we’d have gone to a motel for this talk. I would love to have an ongoing sexual relationship with you. I see nothing wrong with it, but I won’t be the one who initiates that. If you want it, you’ll have to come to me and make it absolutely clear that you want it. I might add, the same thing applies for your father, but I can’t swear he’ll honor his promise to me never to seduce you or force his way on you. If you want your daddy, you’ll have to go to him and make that fact perfectly clear in front of both of us.”


“That’s never going to happen.”


“Maybe not. If it does, it will happen because you want it to happen. As for you remaining a virgin until your wedding day, good luck. Your father and I do not support that goal. Your brothers may foil your plans. You’re driving those boys crazy, and Brad is almost big enough right now to take matters into his own hands. With Scotty’s help, they can both take what they want. Sooner or later, they’ll rape you. Personally, I think sooner rather than later.”


“You won’t let them get away with that will you?”


“I already told you under what conditions I would. If you start acting like a whore, it’s open season on your cute ass. If you want to be pure and straight, and they rape you, they’ll be punished. Naturally, we can’t call the police, but they’ll pay by losing their allowence for a month. After that, the punishment will be less severe, after all, you won’t be a virgin, but there will be a price to pay. I’d say one week’s allowence is fair.”


“That sounds like prostitution.”


“Maybe it does, but to tell you the truth, our sympathies lie with them. We feel like you should let those boys have some pussy once in a while. We won’t force you, but then again, we won’t make the cost so high that they won’t take it when they can’t hold out anymore. This is an issue that Joel and I feel we have to compromise on. There’s no easy solution that satisfies everyone, and this ties in with rule number four: When rape is inevitable, lie back and try to enjoy it.”


“I don’t like rule number four at all.”


“Rule number four can save your life and reduce the trauma of a real rape. You run a very high risk for rape. You are walking rape bait. I’m sure there are men and boys who are planning and scheming your rape as we speak. I was raped four times in high school, once was a gang rape. I’ve been raped six times since, and two of those were gang rapes. I know what it is to be rape bait. I know the advice I gave is sound. Your father is responsible for most of those rapes, by the way.”


“You make rape sound like a game.”


“A real rape is no fun. Rapists are sick bastards. It’s a fact of life, and those of us who attract these perverts need to know how to defuse this very deadly violent assault. The best way is to turn the rape into unwelcome sex. Act turned on. Lull the attacker into a false sense of security, then get away. By the law of averages, I should be dead or seriously injured after so many rapes. I’ve never even bled, and several turned out to be damned good as sexual encounters go.”


“After all you’ve been put through by rapists, how can you so casually accept two in your own home?”


“Your brothers won’t rape you in the classic sense, but they will force sex on you. There is a difference. They aren’t sick perverts that hate women. They’re horny and sexually frustrated young men. I feel for them. You father relates to them. We both understand what living with you is doing to them. We can control our passions; they don’t know how.”


“All right, if I ever get really raped, I can see where rule four might be a good idea. I still think letting Brad or Scott steal my virginity is terribly wrong. And letting them purchase my unwilling services with a week’s allowence is perverted.”


“I do too; but like I said, I had to compromise somewhere. If your father had his way totally, you’d be forced to be a slut at home. I’m sorry, Darlene, but I have to think of everyone’s needs, and your virginity or chastity carries little weight with me.”


“It does with me.”


“Forget your goal of giving your husband your cherry. It’s an old fashioned concept anyway. Most good men, men worth marrying, don’t care anyway. They’d rather have an experienced lover at the alter than enter into a marriage blind. A man wants to know what you’ve got and if you know how to use it. If you want to put a big smile on your future hubby’s face, learn how to fuck, suck, and swallow cum like a true slut.”


“Now you sound like Debbie.”


“Speaking of Debbie, the next time her mother goes away for one of her weekend cat shows, and her father calls wanting to know if you can spend the night, I’m going to say, ‘Sure, but Debbie must spend the night here.’ I think he’ll jump at the offer to trade daughters for a night, don’t you?”


“Mom, you wouldn’t?”


“I told you, Darlene. Things are going to be different when we go home. If you can keep his dick out of you, more power to you. Remember, just say no. If he rapes you, lie back and try to enjoy it.”


“You’re serious, aren’t you?”


“Oh, yes. By the way, how are our chances with Debbie?”


“Excellent. She’s a slut, or she’d like to be.”


“Wonderful. Again, we got side-tracked. Let’s talk about pregnancy. Your father and I both feel it’s the woman’s responsibility to insure against pregnancy. It is, after all, her body. You know how to avoid getting pregnant without being on the pill. And, no, we won’t let you go on the pill. You’ll take your chances. We both want you to run the risk, and we both hope you’ll fail.”


“Jeez, and I thought my mind was blown before. If I can’t get on the pill, I guess you’ll get what you want.”


“There’s many effective ways: have him pull out when he cums, have him wear a rubber, offer your mouth or ass for him to cum in, or abstain when you’re fertile. If you get pregnant, there will be no abortion, and you will be treated like a whore while you’re pregnant, bringing shame on this family. Rape, a real rape, will be the only exception. You can get an abortion in the event of a real rape, but we’d prefer you didn’t.”


“If Debbie’s dad rapes me, is that real rape?”


“No. You know he’s after you. If you agree to spend the night, you’re asking for it. Be careful, Darlene. If you get pregnant, your father will make things very difficult on you. You will not wear maternity clothes. In fact, he’ll have you wearing your bikini at home. He told me he’d write ‘WHORE’ all over your big belly and make you lie out by the pool when the boys have their friends over. You’ll be that way when your father has his friends over as well. Furthermore, you’ll be publically stripped and punished with a belt regularily, even in your ninth month. I see that has you squirming in your seat. I’ll bet your pussy is good and slimy now, huh?”


“It is, but only because the fantasy turns me on. If that really happened, I think I’d die. I know I would.”


“No you wouldn’t. Chances are, if the reality is exactly like the fantasy, it’ll turn you on even more. I can see you trying to get pregnant. We’d like to see you pregnant. You’d look cuter than hell all balooned up and with your tits bursting with mother’s milk. Ummm, now that’s sexy.”


“You’re starting on me, aren’t you?”


“Yes, and it’s working, isn’t it?”


“No, it’ll take a lot more than that.”


“I’m just getting warmed up, but you’re already thinking about it, aren’t you? Tell me the truth, Darlene.”


“Okay, I’ve thought about it, but I’m not thinking I’ll actually do it, no matter what you say.”


“We’ll see.”


“Mom, when the boys force sex on me, will that be considered real rape?”


“What do you think?”


“I think you’ll say it’s not.”


“I said, what do you think?”


“I don’t know. I suppose I can get them to wear rubbers or pull out by agreeing not to resist or by agreeing to do the things they want me to do willingly. If I force them to rape me, I suppose that’s not a real rape. Is that the way you and Daddy will see it, too?”


“Actually, we agreed that forced sex by your brothers would be treated as real rape if pregnancy occurres, but you made a good point. You can work with them and probably avoid pregnancy. I’m sure Joel will agree with you. For the record, we’ll treat their rapes as forced sex. If you force them to rape you, that means you want to get pregnant.”


“That means I’ll have to be a slut for them or risk pregnancy and being treated like a whore for nine months.”


“That kinda places you between a rock and a hard place, doesn’t it?”


“Yes, but I thought you said I’d have control.”


“You will, except when dealing with a rapist. Remember rule number four. You can mitigate rape if you follow rule number four. And don’t forget, you can always fight them off. They’d have a difficult time raping you even if they teamed up. I think, if you fought hard, they couldn’t do it.”


“Suppose they use a knife?”


“Don’t worry, we won’t let them use weapons, and no hurting. They can only use bare hands and wrestling. Personally, I’d put my money on you if I thought you really didn’t want to lose. By the way you’re squirming, and by that look in your eyes, I wouldn’t put a dime on you. I think little Scott could pin you and screw you in ten seconds. If he trips, I think you’d be under him before he hit the floor.”


Darlene pressed her legs together and moaned, “Mom, please, stop.”


“You want that hard cock of his in your horny little cunt, don’t you? That slimy little beaver of yours is dying for a taste of hot male cum. I’ll bet you’d love to take one brother up your cunt while the other fucks your ass.”


Darlene squeezed tighter and squirmed in place, crying, “Oh, Mom! Please. Stop saying these things.”


“I can see they excite you. You’re dying to play with your pussy. Do it. Go ahead. You weren’t shy the other day. You enjoyed showing me your cunt then, why not now? I want to see what it looks like nice and juicy, ready to fuck.”


“Oh, God, Mom. Do you really want to see me do that, here, now?”


Emily sat back against the driver’s door and drew her right leg up on the seat. She drew her skirt up and made a spread, saying, “I’ll make it easy for you. Look at my cunt, Darlene. Look at my well-fucked cunt.”


Emily drew three fingers through her slimy, sperm oozing slit, then showed the whitish cream to her daughter, saying, “There’s your father’s sperm, Darlene. This is the sperm that made you and will probably make a baby in you.”


Darlene jammed her left hand between her legs as she brought both feet to the seat facing her mother. She reclined stiffly against the passenger door as she allowed her knees to fall out slowly, keeping a close eye on her mother’s face, noting that her mother’s eyes never left her crotch and her smile grew in direct proportion to the spread offered.


Emily said, “Oh, that’s a gorgeous cunt you have, Darlene. You’re so wet and slimy, so yummy looking. You must let me suck on that pussy.”


“Do you really want to?”


“I’m dying to.”


“Will Daddy rape me?”


“I think he will eventually, but you’ll give him exactly what he wants long before it came to that.”


“What does he want, exactly?”


“To knock you up, of course. We are in total agreement on that score; in fact, I plan to be present at the conception. I want to milk his seed into your fertile womb.”


“Oh, fuck! This is so sick, but it feels so good. Can Debbie watch, too?”


“Of course she can. Are you two licking each others twats?”


“Not yet, but we’ve come close. I’ll bet you and Daddy would like to see that, wouldn’t you?”


“Me, Joel, the boys, Debbie’s father, and a lot of other folks would. You two would make an awesome couple. We could sell tickets, make movies even. Would you like to star in a porno movie, Darlene? Would you like hundreds, maybe thousands of people to watch you and Debbie, naked, licking each other’s pussies?”


“Yes, I’d love it. Debbie would do it in a heartbeat. Oh, Mom, I want to cum.”


Emily reached out and took both of Darlene’s hands in hers. Darlene sat up and strained to get her hands free. Her eyes were wide, and she begged, “Oh, no! Please! I’m almost there.”


“Eat me, Darlene. Eat me, or I won’t let you cum.”


Darlene stared at her mother, her eyes wide. Emily stared back, conveying her seriousness. Darlene finally said, “Down there? In the water?”


“Yes, and pay me twenty-five dollars for the priveledge.”


“Okay. I’ll do it.”


Emily smiled, released Darlene’s hands, then sat straight, saying, “Get naked and follow me.”


They both got out of the car. Emily grabbed a blanket from the back seat and made her way to the water’s edge. She spread the blanket out and sat, scooting to the wet fringe. She pulled the skirt past her waist, made an obscene spread, then patted her inner thighs.


Darlene was now naked, and eyed the spread and the muddy water. She sucked in a deep breath, then waded in to her knees before falling forward. The icy water sent her scurrying between her mother’s legs. She buried her face in the messy beaver and licked feverishly. Emily watched in amusement as Darlene attackedthe full plane of her crotch with a feverishly licking tongue. She gave Darlene time to explore every nook and cranny, then rolled away. Darlene immediately got up, shivering hard.


Emily led her to the car and opened the trunk. She poured the warm water over her freezing daughter, then briskly rubbed her down with a towel. She then handed Darlene a heavy cotton robe and helped Darlene into the car. While Darlene sat in the heated car with the engine running, Emily gathered everything together and stuffed the trunk.


Emily eased into the driver’s seat and turned to look at Darlene. Darlene looked over sheepishly. Emily said, “Did I make my point?”


“I can’t believe I did that. I must be crazy.”


“You’re not crazy. You made yourself vulnerable, and you were seduced. Your passions betrayed you.”


“What now? Does this mean I’m a whore?”


“No, but school is over. You know the score. Now, in addition to those three men, you have me and your father to contend with. We are all out to seduce you. If you give any of us an opening, you’re fucked.”


Darlene absorbed this ominous message as Emily put the car in motion. Her mother added, “You should also know that we’re rooting for the others as well. We will work with them if need be.”


Darlene glanced over for the first time and said, “What do you mean by work with them?”


“I mean, your father and I want to help them. We’ve already begun laying the ground work. I’m having an affair with Luke Stoner, and I met with Mr. Clark, Freddy, yesterday. He invited me to his downtown studio. I’ll see him tonight. He’s also into photography, if you didn’t know—nudes. I plan to hire him to do a series on you—after he does me, of course.”


“Mom, I don’t stand a chance.”


“I don’t think you do, but you do have a slight chance. Freddy won’t rape a minor, neither will Luke. With them, all you have to do is say no. Debbie’s father is still an unknown, but that’ll change soon. Your father wants me screwing all three so we can allay their fears and work as a team. Judging by what I saw today, I’d say you’re as good as pregnant.”


“You’re dead serious, aren’t you?”


“I’m afraid so. You can fight us every step of the way. You can refuse to sleep over at Debbie’s. You can drop drama class. You can even stop sitting for the Stoners.”


“If I have to, I will. I can’t get pregnant, Mom. I just can’t.”


“You can, but I understand. We won’t hold it against you if you fight this, and we’ll even back off if we see you fighting hard. We want one thing, though. Please do the photo series, and pose any way Freddy Clark wants you to pose. I’ll be honest. It will be pornographic—very pornographic. We’ll be there to see to it, and Freddy will have other men present, and possibly his wife. We want that photo set if nothing else, but we won’t force you.”


“Will I be required to have sex with the men?”


“No, but I will move things in that direction. If you get naked in front of a camera, with a horny and appreciative audience, you’ll demand sex. I’m counting on that. With any luck, you’ll get pregnant. By the way, the shoot will coincide with your fertile cycle.”


“If you do that, I won’t be demanding sex, I assure you. If you want good pictures, it’ll have to be when I’m not fertile. Even then, I doubt that I’ll want to have sex, especially if it’s to be on film with others watching. I’ll concede that I might. I won’t promise, but I might if the conditions are perfect.”


“You didn’t learn a thing, did you?”


“This will be different. There will be too much at stake.”


“True, but it makes no difference. If it did, there wouldn’t be so many unwed mothers.”


“How can you do this to me?”


“You’ll do it to yourself. I told you, no one will force you. You are in complete control. We are simply making a request.”


“Bull, you are too forcing me. I can’t say no.”


“If that’s the way you feel, then surrender to your destiny, which is to be a sexual plaything for anyone with a desire for you. If you can’t resist, if you can’t say no, you’re fucked. You’ll be a slut no matter what we do. We just want in on the action if that turns out to be the case. If you can say no, but choose to say yes, just this once, at least we’ll have some great hardcore porn of you in your prime to keep us warm in our old age. Is that so terribly wrong. Would you deny us that simple pleasure?”


“No, I suppose not, as long as it’s just that one time.”


“You have my word on that, but I want your word that you’ll cooperate fully once we enter his studio. I want to see a slut, even if it’s just that once, even if it’s an act. Oh, and Darlene, I want Debbie to go with you.”


“Oh, Mom, I couldn’t. Not in front of others, not on camera.”


“I insist, and it will be on video tape. The two of you need to start practicing right away. We’ll give you absolute privacy, but I’ll want proof that you’re sucking each other’s cunts.”


“Proof? What kind of proof?”


“That’s easy. When you come out, kiss me. Both of you. If you have cunt breath, I’ll know you were rehearsing.”


“Debbie is going to die when she hears about this.”


“Do you think she’ll want in and coopperate fully?”


“Oh, yes. She’ll do anything.”


“Sweetheart, please put your all into this. We have been great parents to this point, and we’ll be greatful parents afterward. We’re asking for one three or four hour period in your life where you’ll be the slut we’ve dreamed of. If you give us that, holding nothing back, we’ll never bother you again, and there will be no forced sex allowed by anyone in the family.”


“And if I get pregnant from this four hours as a slut?”


“Perhaps we can work out some sort of compromise.”


“An abortion?”


“No. We want to see you pregnant and carrying to term. What I was thinking was that we would not treat you like a whore during the pregnancy, but I think Joel will want something in its place.”


“Such as?”


“Knowing him, a condition that you remain nude when at home from the time you miss your period until you deliver.”


“Good lord. That would be almost as bad.”


“Yes, but you wouldn’t be molested. Keep in mind, you might not get pregnant. Don’t count on it, but it is possible. lso keep in mind that getting pregnant is your goal, at least for that tiny segment of your life. During that session, we want to see you actively trying to get knocked up, taking a load of virile sperm in your fertile pussy while crying out, ‘Yes, cum in my womb, make a baby in me!’”


“Oh, Jesus!”


“It’s for the film, Darlene. I see you clenching your thighs together. Is this getting you horny? Be honest.”


“Yes, very, and I don’t know why.”


“Thank you for that bit of honesty. See, it won’t be so bad.”


“Mom, you and Dad will be very disappointed if I don’t end up pregnant, won’t you?”


“I’m afraid so. Why?”


“Well, I was thinking about what you said, about being great parents, and grateful parents afterward. I’m sure I can’t be the slut you want, but I can get pregnant for you.”


“What are you suggesting, Darlene?”


“Well, suppose I lend myself to being bred, you know, like a bitch that you own.”


“We’d like that very much, and I love the way you put that.”


“I thought you might. What I’m saying is, I could lend myself to this until the job is done. You can keep breeding me until I stop having periods.”


“Darlene, if you’ll go along with that, you will make your parents very happy.”


“I can see that. You have your thighs clamped together.”


“Is it a deal, then? Can we get started right away.”


Darlene smiled as she watched her mother’s hand go into her crotch. She said, “Sure, why not? Treat me like a bitch whore until I miss my period. That’ll make going about naked as I swell up easier to bear.”


“You have a deal. Seal it with a kiss to my cunt, whore, a long French kiss, one that lasts until we arrive home. We still have an hour of driving ahead, so get comfortable.”


Darlene smiled, then reclined on the seat. Emily placed her left foot on the gas pedal so that she could turn to face Darlene. She draped her right leg over Darlene’s back as she hoisted her skirt. With the first long lick up the slit, Emily said, “Ummm, I don’t know why mothers are so reluctant to talk about the birds and the bees part two. Ummmm, yes!”
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    “Bitch Whore” By Phil Phantom


    _____________________________________________________________ ___________________________________________________________


John waited until the house was quiet, then eased out of his sick bed and drew on a pair of thin PJ bottoms. His sisters had gone off to school and his mother had just left for work. With any luck, his sexy Aunt Joy would still be sipping coffee in her maddeningly brief terrycloth robe. With better luck, she’d be naked under that robe. John eased down the stairs and saw her as he rounded the corner. He was in luck. He smiled weakly as she looked up, then took feeble steps toward the chair that might give him a good beaver shot. As he pulled the chair out to place it at a good viewing angle at the corner, Joy said, “You can stop the act, now, John. She’s gone.” John plopped down in the seat and smiled. “How’d you know?” “I’ve been around. I was married for twelve years to a man who had three boys. I raised all three through their teens. I know when I’m being stalked for seduction.” John reacted with feigned shock, started to defend his motives, then smiled bashfully and said, “I guess I’m pretty obvious, huh?” “I’ll give you credit. At least you came down with something on.” “I guess you think I’m pretty pathetic, don’t you?” “Pathetic? Hardly. I’m quite impressed. You’re very good. You have natural abilities. You know just how subtle to be, yet you get your message across loud and clear. Women like that in a seduction. We hate crude grabbers or foul-mouthed mashers, but we especially hate having to guess at a man’s intent. Any sixteen-year-old with twenty-four notches on his bedpost already knows that.” “You know what those mean?” “Of course I know. Your mother knows too.” “MOM Knows?” “Yes, and she brags about her stud son. She brags to me, anyway.” “No kidding? Mom knows and she thinks it’s cool?” “She wouldn’t let you keep carving up a three-hundred dollar headboard if she didn’t, now would she?” “Wow! I wondered why she never said anything. Man, that is so weird. Mom knows, huh?” “Yes, but we’re both curious. Do you make a notch each time you get laid, or each time you make a new score?” “They each represent a new score. I don’t count the same girl twice. If I did that, there wouldn’t be any headboard left.” “She’ll be thrilled by that news. I said you counted fresh kills; she was sure you were counting fucks.” “Aunt Joy! I never thought I’d hear you say the ‘F’ word.” “Can’t you say fuck? You came down here to fuck me, but you can’t bring yourself to say the word in front of me? You disappoint me, John.” A deep flush swept over John. He sat up straight and said, “I’m not afraid to say fuck in front of you. I’m just trying not to be crude. I’m still trying to seduce you, or can’t you tell.” “I see your erection. If you ask me, posturing your erection like that is more crude than saying fuck.” John slumped and crossed both hands over his hardon. He gave her a sheepish smile and said, “Sorry. I guess that was pretty crude.” “You’re good, John, but you have a lot to learn about seducing adult women.” “Oh yeah? Three of those notches are adult women, and one was fifty-five.” “Yes, and I’ll bet they all seduced you.” “Well, not the last one. I went after her, and I got her by showing her my hardon.” “Do I know her?” “You don’t know her, but you’ve seen her. She’s that blond across the street.” “Babs The-Boob? I’m impressed, but trust me, she seduced you. You just didn’t know it. It’s like with me. I’ve been seducing you since I arrived last month. You think you’ve been seducing me, don’t you?” John grew a big smile as he said, “You’re trying to seduce me? Really?” Joy casually untied her robe belt and sensuously let the robe fall from her shoulders. She pulled the loose flaps away from her naked body, then opened her legs, bit her lower lip, and stroked a painted nail through glistening, wet, shaved, pussy lips, purring, “Yes, John. I am seducing you.” John’s eyes grew big as his face lit up. Before him sat a long-haired brunette right from the centerfold of Hustler magazine. He yanked his PJ’s down as he got to his feet, saying, “Fuckin’ ‘A’!” John advanced, pumping his pre-cum weeping cock toward it’s target, saying, “I knew you’d have a great bod, Aunt Joy. Man, what a pussy! And tits! Fuck, man, those are what I call jugs. Those are the kind you can fuck! Shit, man, this is great.” John moved between her legs in a low squat as Joy pulled her lips apart to show him the target. John ran his bulbous cockhead in the pink wetness before centering his dick at her hole, saying, “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to fuck you, Aunt Joy.” As soon as he went to drive his dick home, Joy straight-armed him with a palm to his forehead. The force sent him back on his ass. With a look of total shock and frustration, he cried out, “What the fuck did you do that for?” “You are not playing in this vaginal amusement park until you come up with the price of admission.” “WHAT! You want me to pay you? I don’t pay for pussy, no way, not even for your pussy.” “I don’t want your money, John Boy. There’s just something you have to do before you can have me. After that, you’ll have a season pass for all the E-ticket rides in Aunt Joy’s amusement park. Interested?” John struggled up and pulled up his PJs with a jerk. He was still pissed, but he still had a hardon. Joy was still playing with herself and offering him a most provocative view of her sexy body. He sat with his eyes focused on her fingers as they toyed with and delved into delightful pink wetness. He watched for a while, then said, “Okay, I’m interested.” “Before you can fuck me, you have to fuck your mother, and I have to catch you fucking her.” “Well, forget it then. There’s no way.” “If there was no way, I would never have made that condition. I want your cock twice as badly as you want my pussy.” “You sure don’t act like it.” “You’re getting all the pussy you want. I haven’t had a stiff cock in over a month. In case you didn’t know, I’m your whore aunt. If I go a week without a cock in me, I go through withdrawal.” John giggled. Joy said, “It isn’t funny, John. I want that beautiful cock of yours so badly I could suck off a dog in the middle of the street.” John smiled and pulled his dick out. He stroked his nine-inch staff proudly, displayed it crudely, and said, “I’d like to see you do that.” “I’ve done it. I didn’t do it in the street, but I’ve done it all over my house—sucked it and fucked it.” “No shit. Man, you really are a whore, aren’t you?” “Yes, and everybody knows it.” “I didn’t know it.” “Yeah, well, you haven’t seen that much of me. Your mother and I haven’t been that close most of these years. She doesn’t exactly like to advertise the fact that her older sister is a son-fucking, dog-sucking whore.” “You fucked your son?” “Stevie, Brad, and Mickey. I fucked Mickey when he was eight. Of course, you know, they’re step-sons don’t you?” “Yeah, but they’re like your real kids. I mean, they all called you Mom.” “They still do after the divorce, and little Mickey is in the Army, now.” “Man, that’s neat. So, how come I gotta fuck Mom before I can fuck you?” “Because, I can’t afford to screw up until you do. Right now, I’m on my own with nothing. You probably don’t know this, but your Uncle Jack caught me riding Mickey’s cock right before he went off to the Army. The trouble was, Rover was on my back, fucking me in the ass at the time. Jack took a picture and mailed the son-of-a-bitch to Mom and Dad. Mom mailed it to Judy. Judy mailed it to our brother, Jessie. Jessie mailed it…anyway, everybody has seen me do my dirty deed. I wound up with squat in the divorce.” “The whole family saw that picture? Where is it now? I wanna see it.” “Ask your Mom. She probably made photo copies. Anyway, if your mom didn’t take me in, I’d have to move back home. I’m too old for that shit, and they never cared too much for me anyway. I’m stuck with your mom, and your mom cut me off. I can’t date; I can’t bar-hop; basically, I can’t get any cock and stay here too. If she can’t have any, I can’t.” “That doesn’t sound fair.” “I don’t blame her. If the rubber were on the other dick, and I hadn’t had any cock for two years, I’d resent Judy getting any if she were living rent free under my roof and eating my groceries. I understand, but I can’t go on like this, not with a stud like you under the same roof.” John beamed at every reference to his sexual prowess. He said, “So you’re both horny for my dick, is that what you’re telling me?” “I am. She will be. We have to work on her. She’ll be a tough nut to crack. She and I both have slutty natures, but she has self-control. She can even control what she thinks about; I never learned how. We’ve got to get her thinking about your cock, and you as a capable lover. She’s almost there already, but I need your help to push her over the top. After that, we can begin the seduction. The seduction will be the easy part if you follow my directions to the letter and don’t try to improvise. I know Judy inside and out. We talk openly about everything. Sex and our love of sex is all we have in common, so that’s pretty much all we talk about when we’re alone. I know what will seduce her and what won’t.” “I could probably do it by myself.” “Yeah, you keep thinking that, Mister Cool. Just remember, while you’re thinking and jacking off, you’re not getting any of this, and this is the best pussy you’ll ever have. Your mom might be a close second, but that’s only because she’s your mom. That always gives mom’s the edge.” John stared hard at the enticing display of aroused vaginal flesh, licked his lips, then looked into Joy’s eyes and said, “I’ll do whatever you say, Aunt Joy.” Joy smiled warmly and said, “That’s a good boy. You know, John, I want you to get me pregnant.” “No way!” “I’m serious. I never had any kids of my own. My biological clock is ticking away. I’m thirty-nine, you know. I’ve had it with trying to make a relationship work with men. No, I want a baby, but I don’t want a husband. I think we’d make a cute and brilliant baby together. There’s another advantage to having you be the father. Your mom wouldn’t kick me out if I was carrying your child. I’d probably have a secure home for at least the next three years. I need that much time.” “How come?” “I own half the land Jack’s business sat on. The business is gone, but the land is up for sale. I get half of a six figure deal when it sells. It won’t sell fast. It might take years, three tops, I would think.” “You’re serious?” “I’m dead serious. Furthermore, I want you to knock up your mother. Misery loves company.” “She won’t let that happen. If it did happen, she’d get an abortion.” “She’ll get on the pill before she gives you any pussy, but I’ll replace her pills with placebos.” “With what?” “Sugar pills that look exactly like birth control pills. She’ll get knocked up and think she’s that one in a hundred that the pills don’t work for. And, by the way, Judy is a die-hard right-to-lifer. She doesn’t believe in abortion. She won’t even encourage me to abort a baby I conceived by her own son. If you fuck your mother, and turn her into a lover, you will get us both pregnant. Right after that, we’ll start working on Brenda and Bonnie. Judy will put them on the pill, too. Placebos all around. Babies all around. A year from now, we’ll be up to our nipples in Pampers. Misery loves lots of company.” John ran his fingers through his hair, a sign of conflicted ponderance. He stared hard at Joy, then said, “Bonnie’s only thirteen, and Brenda wants to try out for cheerleader next year. She won’t let guys near her.” “I thought the stud motto was: ‘If they’re old enough to bleed, they’re old enough to breed.’ She’s bleedin’, are you stud enough for the breedin’?” John shot back, “I’m stud enough, but Mom would kill me if I got either one pregnant.” “Not if you’re fucking her. John, when you start fucking her, and we all know it, she can’t say shit. Me, Brenda, and Bonnie, we all get some. After I catch you fucking Judy, I’ll screw you on the living room floor while they try to watch TV. I’ll suck you off at the dinner table. I’ll let you butt-fuck me in your mother’s bed with her still in it. When Brenda and Bonnie see how good you are, and how much I like it, they’ll be begging for bubby’s cock. Mom will just have to buy more pills, and I’ll just have to buy more placebos.” “Man, this sure is sounding better and better.” “What’s more, I’ll fuck you in front of your friends. You can tell anybody you like, and I’ll freely admit who fathered my baby. When people see four preggos in one house, with one cock in it, and one of the preggos freely admits that cock is responsible, they’ll deduce the rest. Your reputation as a superstud will spread far and wide. You’ll be a legend before you’re seventeen. Think on that, stud.” “Holy shit! That’s right. That will blow everyone’s mind. They’ll erect statues to me. Girl’s will be standing in line to sample my cock. Women will come to me from all over the world to get pregnant by me.” “Earth to John [she knocked on his head] Hello…is there any intelligent life in there?” “Sorry. I was just fantasizing.” “I know, but your fantasy can be damned close to reality if we work as a team. All we have to do is seduce one very horny fox, and the rest, as they say, is history.” “So why doesn’t Mom go out and get laid? Like you say, she’s a fox, and that momma fox still has her figure.” “She doesn’t want the hassle of relationships and dating. The main reason has to do with her work. The guy she works for is a big womanizer. If he thought she was dating and screwing he’d be all over her, and so would his clients. She pretends to be a lesbian who hates men. She has a busty blond friend helping her out, and I think it’s that boob bitch across the street. They meet for lunch and act like lovers. Your Mom can’t afford to fuck around. She has a good job that pays well. To her, that’s much more important.” “I know studs my age that would give their left nut to fuck her. She wouldn’t need a date or a relationship, and she could screw right here at home.” “You, for example?” “I wouldn’t give my left nut; but sure, I’d fuck her.” “You’d love to fuck your mother, and you know it. You’d be a faggot if you didn’t, and you can’t call yourself a true stud until you do. A real stud would fuck anything that squats to pee: mothers, sisters, grand mothers, great grandmothers, aunts, nieces, mooses and mieces. You haven’t even begun to enter studhood.” “Yeah, a lot you know. I fucked one of those you mentioned.” “Which one, a moose or a mouse?” “For your information…” “Wait. Hold that thought. I have to put some clothes on. Your mother is going to be barging in here any minute now. When she does, I need to be in jeans and a baggy sweatshirt.” “How come? She’s seen you in that robe lots of times.” “Yes, but not alone in the house with you.” “She never comes back. She went to work.” “She’ll be back, trust me. I know her. When she left, she knew you were faking, and she saw that I had nothing on under this robe.” “How’d she see?” “She opened it all the way. She looked at my fresh pussy shave, ran her hand between my legs, then looked me in the eye and said, ‘Joy, you’re playing a dangerous game, but it’s your ass. If you fuck-up, if I find out you’re fucking John, I’ll toss your sorry ass out in the street. See if I don’t.’ Then she left. She’ll give us an hour, ninety minutes, tops, then she’ll barge in. That’s why I have to be in jeans and a sweat shirt.” “My mom felt your pussy?” “She does that quite often.” “That’s really weird, Joy.” “It’s not what you think. It might be a little of what you think. I’m not that sure myself. Anyway, this goes back to our childhood. I’m four years older than Judy. I always had money; she never had money. I made her let me feel her up for a buck here or there. It used to embarrass the shit out of her to have to tolerate my hands roaming all over her developing body, fingering her holes, and pinching her nipples and clit. In a way, this is payback.” “Man, that’s cool.” “Yeah, it got pretty heavy in my last year at home. I could always sucker Judy into a stacked wager. She spent most of her freshman year as my sex slave. She likes to get bossy with me, but she can’t do it like I did. She has to have an excuse before she can bring herself to crude invasions of my modesty, as if I had any. She uses the excuse of checking me for signs of having had sex—with you, especially. I get fingered a lot, every chance she gets, and I have to let her. I don’t know who enjoys this more.” “It sounds like you guys hate each other.” “It’s a game, John. The truth is, we love each other very much. I adore your mother, and she has always looked up to me. We’ve had a turbulent past, but after she divorced your asshole father, who I got caught fucking by the way, our relationship improved dramatically.” “You fucked my dad?” “Dozens of times, but that’s all behind us. Now, because of the shit I’m in, she’s the big sister. She’s just treating me the way I treated her. I don’t mind. I really don’t. I just want us both to start getting laid regularly. She won’t admit it, but she’d love one last baby. I’m doing this as much for her as for me.” “That makes me feel better. I’d better get back in bed then.” “No, she knows you’re trying to seduce me. She’ll expect to see you hard at work, literally hard.” “I ought to put some pants on, at least.” “No, those PJs are perfect. And keep that dick nice and hard. Show it off. Flaunt it like you did for me.” “I can’t, not in front of Mom. Besides, I thought that was too crude to work.” “On most women. Your mother likes it crude. Look, stupid, she’s the one you are now trying to seduce. She needs to see what you have. We’ve all seen your limp dick, but a full-blown erection in thin PJs will knock her socks off. We’ve been speculating about your erect dimensions, but we weren’t even close. That’s one hell of a cock you have there, John Boy. She has to see it for herself to start her thinking below the navel.” “I don’t know, Joy. I’ve never done anything like that in front of Mom.” “Stop thinking of her as Mom. She’s just another hot cunted bitch, another notch for your headboard. She’s the most important piece of ass you’ll ever get. She’s the conquest that can launch your stud career. Think of her that way. Treat her that way. Pretty soon, she’ll start seeing herself that way. When that day comes, we go into the seduction phase, and you’ll start pumping sperm into her fertile womb within three days of that date. You’ll be pumping my fertile womb within a week after that if all goes well.” Joy leaned forward and tapped his forehead, adding, “Change the way you think, stud.” She looked down to his erect cock, held in his fist. She started to leave, but said, “Fuck it. I gotta have a taste.” She dipped low, opened wide, and slid her mouth all the way down the shaft to his pubic hairs. She then slowly drew her powerfully sucking mouth up to the tip. John groaned, “Oh, Jesus! How’d you do that?” Joy took two more deep sucks, then got up and straddled his lap, poising her cunt directly over his cock as John felt her pussy with one hand and held his cock aimed at her hole with the other. She took his face in her hands and looked deep in his eyes as she said, “John, I have to try this cock. I have to. Once I sink down, I’ll be a goner. I won’t stop fucking you until I drain you dry. You can’t let that happen. I’m counting on you to stop that from happening. Let me have a few pumps, then tell me to get off. If you don’t, we’ll blow everything. Can you do that?” “I’ll try.” Joy smiled then sank down with a look of pure ecstasy. When she bottomed out, she said, “Oh, fuck! This is too fucking damn good. Forget what I just said. Oh, God, yes! Oh, you sweet fucker. I need this. Oh, fuck, do I need this.” Joy rode up and down the shaft three times as John positioned his feet to gently hook behind her heels. On the next up-stroke, he pushed steadily on her shoulders, setting her off balance. Joy’s eyes opened wide in surprise as she realized she couldn’t catch her balance. As she fell back, and his dick popped free, she cried, “John! Whoa…Wait…Help me…God damnit!” She hit the floor on her ass and looked up at John’s smiling face with total confusion registered on her face. John said, “Payback’s a mother fucker.” Joy pounded the floor with her fists, then stared fire at John saying, “Oh, you little fuck! I’ll get you for that.” She rolled to her front, then got up. She tossed her robe onto the sofa and started for her room, pausing to say, “Now you have to wait for me to fuck myself and get dressed. If she comes home in the interim, remember what I told you. And another thing. You are definitely not getting anything from me, nothing, nada, not until you fuck the bitch. No more samples, not even a fucking peck on the cheek.” She stared to leave, but turned to say in a softer tone, “After you fuck her, though, I’m going to fuck and suck your god damn brains out.” John playfully called out after she passed from view, “That’s what they all say. Suffer, bitch!” He didn’t see it, but Joy smiled. Joy was gone twenty minutes and re-entered the room just as Judy threw the front door open. Judy saw John sitting at the dining table and looked totally surprised to see Joy enter the room fully dressed and conservatively dressed. Joy said, “Forget something?” “Uh…yes, I forget my check book. I wanted to do some shopping after work.” Judy walked past the dining table, into the kitchen, and retrieved the checkbook off the counter. She stopped on the way out to look at John. He sat casually with his knees apart, showing the incredible tent in his PJs. Judy tried to ignore the obvious, felt his forehead, then said sternly, “Just as I thought. You’re going to school, young man. If you ever pull a stunt like this again, I’ll ground you for a month.” “Aw, Mom!” “March, mister. I’ll give you exactly fifteen minutes. Move.” John got five steps up the stairs when his mother stopped him, saying, “John, there’s something else I want to say to you.” John turned around on the step to face his mother head on. His cock jutted straight out obscenely, making Joy snicker silently behind Judy. She gave him a thumb’s up sign as Judy said, “Don’t let me ever see you making such a filthy display like this in my house again. Do you understand me?” John turned red but did not shy away. If anything, he postured more while saying, “I can’t help it. It’s all biological. It just gets this way sometimes.” “John, I am not an idiot. It gets that way when you think filthy thoughts. If you thought about school, football, or fixing your car, that wouldn’t happen. If you feel that coming on, you’d better take a cold shower or take care of it by hand. I know what you’ve been up to, and it better stop right here and now. You vent your hormonal urges on girls your own age. Do I make myself clear?” “Yes, mother. Can I go now?” “You now have twelve minutes. One more thing. If I ever see you wearing those loose shorts without underwear around this house again, I’ll have that car of yours hauled to a wrecking yard. They’re called privates for a reason. Keep them private or lose your car.” As John rounded the top of the stairs, Judy turned to Joy and said, “Let’s go into the kitchen.” John tip-toed back down the stairs halfway, just enough to see the back of his mother as she stood in the kitchen facing Joy. Joy noted his deception with a sly nod which John took as a sign that he should watch and listen. The first words out of his mother’s mouth amazed him. Her tone had completely changed from harsh disciplinarian, to one that would be appropriate to a teenage girl talking to her best friend under the bleacher as they checked out the football players buns on the practice field. She said, “Good, Lord, Joy! Did you see that boy’s cock? It was all I could do not to yank those fucking drawers down, drop to my knees, and suck it.” Joy said, “I saw it naked, being shoved in my face. I came this close to being raped by it.” “And you went and put on jeans? That doesn’t sound at all like you. How did you resist a cock like that? Or did you?” “I don’t know how, but I did resist. He tried to put that magnificent fuck stick in me. I had to slap his face to get him to stop. He got the head in. I’m sorry, but he was so fast and strong. It took everything I had to get him to stop.” “He actually had the nerve to force his way on you?” “He came down for pussy, and wasn’t taking no for an answer. Please, Judy, you know it’s part my fault. Don’t say anything to him. I’ve had this coming. I really thought I could deal with him, you know, play cat and mouse. When he showed me his cock, I was the mouse; he was the cat.” “His cock is that good, huh?” “Oh, Lord! You have no idea. When you look up penis in the dictionary, a picture of your son’s cock should be there. John could make a living serving as a model for dildos. He has the perfect cock, Judy, absolutely perfect. You gave birth to the cock of your dreams, girl.” “And you resisted that cock? After you got the head of his dick in your pussy? I need to take your temperature. I am amazed, Joy, truly amazed. Before I commend you, I want to check to make sure.” “Aren’t you afraid he might come down?” “Oh, I see you don’t want me to check. I noticed your robe lying on the sofa. Evidently, you were naked with him. Drop your fucking pants, Joy.” Joy looked past Judy to John with a look that said, “See. Now watch this.” She undid her pants and shimmied them down her legs. As an after thought, she drew one foot out so that she could step out wide, saying, “I have nothing to hide, Judy. Honest, I was a good girl.” Judy knelt and peered between Joy’s legs, then peeled back her cunt lips and looked inside. While Judy was looking up her twat, poking and prying with her fingers, Joy looked at John’s astonished face and smiled with a look that said, “Believe me now, stud?” John could not believe his eyes as he watched his mother poke a finger up her sister’s pussy and dig around. She took her sweet time, then stood and said, “Okay, let me see your tits. If there are no love marks, I owe you a big apology.” Joy lifted her sweatshirt above her pendulous breasts. Judy examined them closely using both hands on each breast in turn, again, to excess. After playing with Joy’s breasts, Judy stood back and said, “Joy, I apologize. I feel just awful.” Joy was pulling up her pants as Judy continued, “I’ve treated you terribly since you got here. All those threats, and my constant challenges. Well, I feel like an ass and a real heel besides. I’m sorry, sis, I really am.” “Hey, forget it. The truth is, I came a hair’s breadth away from living up to your expectations. I haven’t changed, I’m just trying extra hard. I don’t want to be kicked out. I need you and your hospitality desperately.” “I know, and I’ve used that to make you feel insecure. I was a brat. Can I have a hug?” John watched a touching scene where Joy forgot about him and melted into her sister’s arms. They both started crying and hugging each other tightly. John lost his erection and began tearing up. He sat on the step and watched them wipe each other’s tears and kiss, not a sexual kiss, but a kiss on the lips, several, in fact. They hugged and kissed, and brushed each other’s long hair with their hands. They really did love each other, and John found that very touching and also very comforting. He didn’t know Joy that well, and her ideas sounded like she was out to destroy his family. He set those notions aside and thought about his headboard and the two sexiest women he knew, up to their nipples in Pampers. His hardon returned with a vengeance John eased up the stairs and got dressed for school. In the kitchen, Judy broke the loving embrace to reach for her purse. She drew out a credit card and handed it to Joy, saying, “I want you to have this, Joy. This card has a five-hundred dollar limit, but I want you to go out and blow it on yourself. You need some new clothes. Go crazy. Keep the card, because I’m going to pay off the balance at the end of each month. That means I’ll fill it up again next week, and each month after that. I want you to have your own money.” “Judy, this isn’t necessary.” “Yes it is. No, I want you to have your freedom. I don’t want you totally dependent on me anymore. I can’t handle that kind of power. I’ve proved that. Besides, I want you here to keep an eye on John. Now that I can trust you, I’ll feel better knowing there’s an adult in the house. Frankly, I worry about that sex fiend being around those girls. If he’d jump his own aunt, no one is safe, especially those two little minks.” “I’ll try, but I can’t promise you anything. Like I said, Judy, I haven’t changed.” “I haven’t either. I’ll still put you out if I find out you’re fucking him. You keep his magnificent, perfect cock out of your pussy, and we’ll get along. Keep his cock out of Brenda and Bonnie, and we’ll get along wonderfully. Do you think you can do that for five-hundred bucks a month including room and board?” “I’ll try, Judy, I’ll try. If I were you, though, I’d be on my guard. I pretty much set him straight about me. I don’t think he’ll try anything with me ever again. I saw something in the way he was posing for you that makes me think he just shifted his focus from me to you.” “That’s nonsense. He wouldn’t dare. I’d paddle his young behind if I thought that.” “You’d better take this seriously Judy. I saw that look in his eyes. He wasn’t seeing Mommy, he was seeing a hot chick. I found out something else. Those notches are for individual conquests.” “They can’t be. He couldn’t have had sex with twenty-four different girls.” “Three are grown women. One is fifty-five, and one is that Babs woman across the street.” “I doubt that. That sounds like hollow boasting.” “He’s not boasting. I have experienced his seduction technique. Someone, early on, taught that kid the ropes.” “If he did screw twenty-four girls, I’d say his first was an experienced adult. If you’d been around when the notches first appeared, I’d think it was you.” “When I told him you thought they represented fucks, he laughed and said, ‘If I carved notches every time I got laid, there’d be no headboard left.’ I believe him. I’ve seen his cock. I can see twenty-four girls, three of them grown women, spreading their legs for that cock every chance they get. I’m telling you, Judy. Watch yourself. The kid is a real pro. You might be number twenty-five.” Judy blushed at these words, then said, “Honestly, Joy, just because you fucked your sons, doesn’t mean every mother does. I certainly won’t, and I know I can handle that little shit. You worry about you. I can handle little Long Dong Silver.” “Fine, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.” John caught the last of that conversation, enough to put a smile on his face. He trotted down the stairs and came up behind his mother. He placed his arm around her waist and rested his hand boldly on her ass. Judy looked surprised at this and simply stood there looking at Joy’s knowing look, a look that was saying, “What did I tell you?” Judy calmly said, “John, sweetheart, if you don’t take your hand off my rear end, I’ll take your hand off your wrist.” John gingerly removed his hand. After shoving John through the door ahead of her, Judy leaned back in to say to Joy, “Not bad, huh?” “Yeah, but your ass still tingles, doesn’t it?” Judy’s smile left her. When she took her seat behind the wheel, her ass was still tingling. She knew she should re-assert here parental authority, but her ass tingled. She knew he deserved a good ass chewing, but her ass tingled. She knew to remain silent while he eyed her up and down in that cocky self-confident repose was stupid, but her ass still tingled. John knew her ass was tingling. He knew his bold appraising eyes kept the tingle going. The only thing that bothered him about Joy’s plan was following her advice to the letter. He was not without seduction techniques and proven abilities, and he hated the idea of winning totally with someone else’s methods. They rode in silence for several minutes, then John said, “Mom, I’m sorry I put my hand on your ass. That was rude to do that in front of your sister.” Judy’s face went flush. She said, “Yes it was.” In her head a familiar voice said, “You could at least put some anger in your voice.” He said, “I guess I was showing off.” “I guess you were.” In her mind, Judy heard, “Damn, can’t you say anything better than that? He said ass. He can’t talk about your ass and get away with it. Can he?” Her ass tingled. She thought, “He can when my ass tingles.” John said, “Sometimes, I can’t help myself. You have such a cute ass. There it was, facing me, looking cute and all. I just had to cop a feel.” Judy’s face was red and her mind yelled, “Oh my god! He is trying to seduce me. Do something! Don’t just sit there like an idiot.” She looked to John and said, “Be that as it may, I’m the mother, you’re the son. It doesn’t look right.” Her inner voice mocked, “That really showed him. Now he thinks as long as no one’s looking, he can finger-fuck your asshole.” John said, “I love your legs, Mom. Did I ever tell you that?” The car felt suddenly hot. She cracked the window, then said, “No, but it won’t work. I’m still taking you to school.” “I’m serious. I’m not trying to get out of going to school. I love your sexy legs. You have sexier legs than all of our cheerleaders put together. I’ve had them all, so I know sexy legs.” Judy took a deep breath then said, “Thank you, John. That’s sweet of you to say that, but…” “But what? Can’t I even give my mom a sincere compliment without being made to feel like a dirty old man.” Judy took another deep breath, then said, “It’s not that. It’s just that…I don’t think…I mean, you shouldn’t…” “What? I shouldn’t look at your legs. Is that what you’re saying?” “No, of course not. I don’t mind you looking at my legs, and I like hearing sincere compliments.” “Well, then what’s the problem?” “There’s no problem.” Judy’s mind quickly said, “Don’t stop there. Tell him to stop trying to seduce you. Joy was right. He’s after you now. You’re number twenty-five. Stop thinking of him as a kid. He’s no kid. He’s a pro. You just invited him to look at your legs and give you compliments on them. Your legs are your weakness, you idiot. At least put your knees together and drive faster, you slut.” John sat with his back to the passenger door facing his mother, and was again showing off an erection, this time one that ran down his right pant leg. He had his left leg cocked on the seat with his right leg out to stretch the jean material, giving Judy an accurate impression of his length and dimensions. Every time she looked over, her eyes darted down. The next time he caught her looking, he said, “I’m sorry about getting another erection, Mom, but I can’t think about cars, football, or school with you showing so much sexy naked leg.” Judy turned red, but looked at his erection before saying, “I understand. A woman should feel flattered when she sees one of those. I’m sorry I over-reacted back at the house. You’re right. It is a biological response. I shouldn’t have made you feel bad about it.” Judy kept looking at the enticing bulge the whole time she was talking, giving her inner voice no chance to butt in. When she stopped talking the inner voice started, saying, “I hope you realize you are making a complete ass of yourself.” To quell the inner voice, she added, “I feel I need to apologize for what I said…about the shorts, I mean.” John said, “What about them?” “About your wearing them without underwear. You should be able to walk around naked in your own house if you want to. I’m afraid I was trying to impose my code of modesty and my inhibitions on you. I don’t think that’s right, now that I think of it.” The inner voice mocked, “Yeah, now that you’ve seen how good it looks.” Another inner voice from deeper down in the primal sector said, “Shut the fuck up. She’s doing good.” John said, “I’d like to walk around the house naked, but I’ll probably get a hardon with all the females living there now. Won’t that make you angry, if you see me walking around you girls with a boner?” Judy’s face got redder and redder, but she said, “I’m sure I’ll find that a bit embarrassing, but like I said, that’s my problem, not yours. I promise, I won’t get angry again.” Both inner voices were fighting, so Judy couldn’t make out what was being said. John could not hear her inner voice chastising her, but he saw the internal struggle being waged and lost. He scooted closer. He sat in the middle, openly staring into her lap, running his eyes up and down her legs. He let her simmer under his skirt-penetrating stare. He noticed her trying to breathe normally and trying to act unaffected by his lewd staring. After a pregnant pause, he said, “I wish you’d wear your skirts shorter. You should be showing more of your thighs when you’re seated. Your thighs look sexier the higher up they go. When you wear knee-length skirts, you keep the best parts hidden.” “How, uh…How high do you think they should be?” Her mind recoiled, shouting, “That’s it! You’re on your own now. You’re just asking for it. Why be coy? Take the long way to school. Give the boy wonder time to work on you. Take the freeway; you know it’s backed up due to road construction. He’ll never be the wiser.” The other inner voice said, “Good riddance. We don’t need that prude bitch. Take the freeway. Let’s get this show on the road.” John smiled, scooted closer, then placed both hands at the hem where it laid on her lap two inches above her knees. She said, “I think the freeway will be faster.” As she turned onto the onramp, John slowly, devilishly inched the hem up her legs and didn’t stop until half her thigh was exposed. He said, “This is considered stylish. Most women, ordinary women with ordinary legs, show this much thigh when they’re seated.” Judy looked down, conscious of how this might look to other drivers as she slowed to join the pack that was converging into one lane. She said, “John, people are staring at us. They can see where your hands are and where you’re looking.” John looked around to confirm this, then said, “Who cares? We don’t know them; besides, you look like a woman that would have a young lover. That’s probably what they’re thinking. They don’t realize we’re mother and son innocently discussing your wardrobe.” Judy now had tingles running all over, but especially below the waist. John had turned both hands so that the fingers pointed down, laid along the sensitive insides of her thighs. He had the hem pinched between his thumbs and the edges of his hands so that his fingertips were two inches further up the insides of her thighs than the hem was. He said, “With your beautiful legs, I think you should wear shorter skirts than this. Much shorter.” Judy could hardly speak, but managed a weak, “How…how much shorter?” Again, the hands moved devilishly slow, but Judy mentally focused on the fingertips as they inched ever closer to the crotch of her panties. If they stayed on course, they’d hit each of her labia lips. The tingle moved to her pussy. Her labia filled with blood and swelled in anticipation of the collision, both the one in her crotch and the one with the car she almost hit. She felt herself becoming moist and wet, wishing she’d worn a mini-pad. The hem climbed up her thighs until most of her thighs were bare. The fingers stopped just a fraction of an inch from making contact, as did her front bumper. Judy looked down as John said, “I think you could wear them this short. I think you should show this much of your sexy thighs. This shows the best part of your thigh, the softest inner flesh just below your vagina.” Judy almost panicked at the sight of John’s hands holding the part he referred to, framing her sweltering vagina, causing her labia lips to squish open and closed each time he gently kneaded the flesh on both sides of her swampy twat. Gentle outward pressure moved her knees out until the left was stopped by the door, and the right knee touched John’s left. She felt obscene in this position, especially with her son kneading her crotch, or almost. His rhythmic squeezes caused her cunt lips to chew at the crotch of her panties, making driving in one lane a real chore. Fortunately, she had moved into the single open lane which crept along and no longer had eyes peering over from each side. John let his hands slide closer toward the center and felt her become tense. After a few good squeezes, he wisely released his hold on her tender inner thigh flesh. He sat back and placed his left arm around her shoulder, letting his hand rest naturally over her left breast. He waited to see if she’d tug her skirt down. Judy breathed a sigh of relief, but immediately missed the delicious feel of male hands on her intimate anatomy. She left the skirt riding high and made no notice of the hand that steadily increased pressure on her turgid nipple. She figured they had twenty more minutes of one lane inching along, then ten more to arrive at the school. A lot could happen in her current frame of mind, but at least he couldn’t screw her. She resolved never to play this game where he could, but she resolved to keep playing. She had never dated a man or boy with such excellent seduction technique. She truly felt like she was under the influence of a master, and she was awed by his skill. So far, he’d done absolutely nothing wrong, giving her no opportunity to wrest control. John waited and kept the heat going by staring where his hands had been. Without her even being aware, he unbuttoned two of her blouse buttons, and again, without her being aware, exposed the creamy upper swell of her left breast. Judy realized this for the first time when she felt a feather-light finger’s touch on bare tit flesh. When she saw that finger trace the border where her bra cup cut across the top of her tit, she almost ran off the road. Had they not been going so slow, the car would have ran up an embankment. After another pregnant pause, he said, “If I were your boss, and could make you wear your skirts where I wanted them, they’d be even higher than that.” Judy glanced over to him, looked down, then said, “In that case, I’m glad you’re not my boss. And, by the way, he has tried to get me to wear them this short.” His finger dipped under the cup and eased along the top crest toward a meeting with a friendly nipple. “Aren’t you curious?” Nipple met Mister Finger and they danced. “All right. If you were my boss, how high would my skirts have to be to please you?” He rolled and pinched the nipple while saying, “First, will you promise to let me place the hem where I’d want it, regardless of how high that might be?” “Well, I’ve let you go this far. I see no harm in indulging you. You’ve seen me in a bikini. You can’t expose more leg than that.” “Yes, but we’re talking about the length of your skirts from the waist. I don’t necessarily have to stop at the top of your legs, now do I?” Judy gulped, looked at John, looked at his impressive crotch bulge, looked at her lap, then said, “No, I suppose not.” “Well, will you promise not to stop me?” Judy bit her lower lip, looked to John’s eager face, thought about Joy’s warning, then heard an inner voice shout, “For God’s sake, woman. Get a grip.” “Let me think about it.” “Mom, do you know what I like best about your legs.” He nuzzled her ear as Judy barely made her reply audible, saying, “No…What?” “They’ve got pretty feet at one end and a juicy pussy at the other.” Judy suddenly blurted out, “I think I’ve had enough of this game. You get your hand out of my bra, scoot back over and sit quietly. I need to concentrate on driving, and you need to think about something other than female anatomy. Honestly, John, I think I need to get you into counseling.” John was smart enough to know that he went too far too fast. Joy would call him a dumb kid, and tell him he blew it. The thought that he might have blown it, kept him silent. He knew he needed expert help. They rode in silence for ten minutes as Judy’s tingles all disappeared, her complexion returned to a normal hue, and her breathing became regular. The silent calm was deceiving, for Judy was like a pressure cooker with the cap removed too soon. Suddenly the awful silence was broken by her yelling, “How dare you say such a filthy thing to me. I am your mother, God damnit! I am not some damn whore you can talk foul trash to and excite.” John winced as she sternly said, “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re up to. I let that charade go on to see how far you’d go. I want you to know, I am shocked and appalled. How dare you feel me up like one of your damn bimbos at a drive-in movie.” Her tone increased in volume and intensity with every sentence, and John cringed under her verbal assault as she screamed, “I am your mother; I am not one of those sluts you honor by carving notches in your headboard. I am not one of your little whores, and you’d better get that through your thick skull.” John now had to listen to his own inner voice say, “You dumb fuck. You should have listened to Joy. Now, you’re not getting anyone pregnant, and nobody’s going to be lining up to sample your loser cock. You dumb fuck.” Many long minutes passed in awkward silence. As the school loomed ahead, Judy, in a softer voice said, “I’m sorry I blew up at you. I know you can’t help yourself. You obviously have a hormonal imbalance that you’ll probably outgrow. I’ll try to be more understanding and tolerant in the future. I wasn’t really that upset, and I did enjoy the flattery to be honest.” When the car came to a stop at the side of the gym where there were no windows, they both turned to face each other. Judy patted, then squeezed his thigh, saying, “I’ll try to show more leg, and if I find your hand on my ass, I won’t dismember you. Just don’t ever try that in public again, okay?” John smiled warmly, his heart pounding with relief. Though he could see that the invitation was there, he fought the impulse to rub her leg or reach under her ass for a parting squeeze. He thought it would be best to consult Joy. When he gave her a parting peck on the cheek and went for the door, he detected a disappointed look. After he shut the door, Judy said impishly, “I guess you’re still mad at me, huh?” John gave her a serious appraising look, then walked around to her side as she let the window down. He leaned on the window’s edge and said, “No, Mom. I’m not mad at all. You were right. I forgot you were my Mom. I’ll try to remember, but I wish you weren’t so damn pretty and sexy. You really make it hard.” This put a smile on her face and a glow to her skin. They both caught the double meaning. She said, “I know I make it hard, but that’s what we pretty girls do best. [He smiled; she smiled] John, I am very curious. How high would I have to wear my skirts to please you if you were my boss?” She lifted her ass to free the skirt from beneath her, then sat and held the hem in both hands with the fabric stretched taunt across her upper thighs. He watched as she drew the tight line up until a gleam of white appeared at the center. She impishly said, “This far?” “No, much farther.” She boldly drew the hem past her pubic mound. With her legs unnaturally far apart, but not quite obscenely spread, John could plainly see the full crotch area, sopping wet and showing matted pubic hairs through the transparent material. Where her clit and inner lips were pressed against the fabric, pinkness showed through, and her labia lips clearly outlined the form and dimensions of her vagina. Judy was well aware of this vulgar display of her genitals, as she was looking into her crotch as well. The sight was too obvious to ignore. She said, “It looks like my legs are just the way you like them, unless you find me feet unattractive.” “No, Mom, your legs are absolutely perfect. You have very pretty feet.” “Finish it, John. I want you to.” John stared into her crotch as she spread her legs obscenely and tilted up her pelvis. He smiled and said, “And you have a very juicy pussy.” Judy smiled through a flushed face, then said, “Higher?” “Yes, much higher.” Judy moved the hem up past the top of her sexy panties, exposing three inches of bare tummy and her belly button. She said, “If I had to wear them this short, simply wearing a belt should suffice.” “If I were your boss, your work uniform would be a patent leather belt with matching high heels.” John reached in and hooked a finger in her exposed left bra cup, pulled out and visually examined the breast he became so familiar with. Judy watched along with him as her proud nipple showed off. She said, “You’d be a tough task master to work for.” John boldly unbuttoned her blouse all the way, then pulled the bra cup below her breast as he said, “If I had a fox like you working for me, I sure would be tough.” As an after thought, he went ahead and deftly released the center clasp. He uncovered both breasts as his mother watched in silence. He flicked first one nipple then the other before taking the left one between thumb and forefinger to roll it, saying, “I always wondered what kind of nipples you had. You have my favorite kind.” “What, a pair?” “No, Hershey’s kiss nipples, big ones. I like dark rubbery nipples. I’d like to see them when they’re not erect.” “That would be like seeing if the refrigerator light actually goes off when you shut the door.” She saw his puzzled expression and added, “If you are looking at my nipples, they’re going to be erect.” “Oh, I get it. I’d better go before I rape you.” John released her tit and stood. Judy said, “John, if you occasionally forget that I’m your mother, I’ll understand, just as long as we’re alone. That’s the best I can do.” “Great! That’s all I ask. Well…there is one thing more.” “What?” “Could you also, occasionally, forget that I’m your dumb horny son…when we’re alone, of course.” “I already did, at home when you stood on the stairs, on the freeway, just now, and a hundred times before today. I’m sure it will happen again. We must try not to forget at the same time, though. That could be dangerous if there’s a bed nearby.” “Mother, you make me blush.” “You never blush. Go on, you’re starting to look like a young Robert Redford, and the back seat is looking like a bed.” “Yeah, I’d better. You’re looking like Ann Margaret, and you’re right, that does look like a bed.” John leaned in the window and drew her face to his with a hand at the back of her head. He kissed her softly and eased his tongue into her mouth, just past the lips. At the same time, his left hand went into her crotch and lightly cupped her sex with his fuck finger pressing wet pantie material into her slit. Judy melted into that kiss and her tongue shot into his mouth. The kiss became stronger and more passionate as month-long seconds ticked by. John eased away after ten months. Judy tried to follow, but gradually let him go. John sauntered off, and Judy drove off. John sauntered better than Judy drove. He only tripped over a curb; she drove over one. When John arrived home from school that day, Joy was waiting, and she was livid. Judy was still at work, and the girls were with friends. Joy met John at the door. He took one look at her icy countenance and said, “I know, I know, I fucked up.” “You’re damn right you fucked up.” John dropped his books on the sofa and let himself be led to the dining table. Joy sat him down and took a seat across the same corner, saying, “You did some things very right, but too many that were very wrong. If you’re going to freelance, tell me now so I can start looking for an apartment.” “Look, I know I need you. I found out the hard way. You call all the shots from now on. I swear.” “It may be too late for that.” “I think everything’s okay, though. Before she left, she was feeling real good. I could have fucked her in the parking lot if I hadn’t left.” “Oh, she was feeling good, all right. She came straight home and took the whole morning off. It took me that long to calm her down. When she got home, she was so angry with herself, I thought she was going to ask me to whip her. An hour later, she wanted to take the day off and shop for micro mini skirts. An hour after that, she made me take a belt to her naked ass. Then right as she was leaving for work, she said she’d be home late because she wanted to buy at least one micro mini. She’s going through mood swings like a psychopath. That’s not good, Junior.” “I don’t get it. I’ve never had that trouble with any other chick.” “This chick is your mother, you dumb ass. She is so hot for your bod she can’t think straight. She’s also one of the straightest mothers I’ve ever met. She has never had an incestuous thought in her life, until today. Now, she can’t think of anything else, and it’s driving her crazy. On the positive side, though, I think the worst is over, and this just might move things along nicely.” “I thought we were home free when she drove off.” “You could fuck her this evening if that were the goal. It’s not. Just fucking her once, before she’s psychologically ready, won’t help one iota, and could spell disaster. Her recoil from that fuck might put you in your father’s house and me in the poor house. You have to fuck her when I tell you she’s ready, and you can’t fuck me until she is thoroughly accustomed to being your lover. When its all out in the open, and everyone has seen you two screwing, when she feels comfortable enough to walk naked through this house with your sperm running down her legs, then, and only then, can I approach her about sharing her boy toy.” “Holy shit! Do you think that’s possible? Could she ever get to that point where she’d walk naked in front of Brenda and Bonnie with my sperm running down her legs.” “I see you like that idea a lot.” “Fuckin’ ‘A’!” “If you follow my directions to the letter, I guarantee it. Here, picture things this way. See you mother as a pendulum. She’s resting on a table that’s on a boat. When you do something sexual to her, you set the pendulum in motion. Afterward, the arm swings the other way. Eventually, the swings will slow to a stop. Do it wrong and it’s like rocking the boat. Keep fucking up, and that’s like tilting the table while the boat’s rocking. The pendulum just gets wilder and wilder until eventually, it topples off the table. Now, that can mean anything from suicide to your being committed or sent away. Do you understand my analogy?” “Yeah, I think I do. That helps me a lot. Wow, Joy, you really know your stuff, don’t you?” “I know women, and I know your mom best of all. I am not about to risk toppling her from the table, so if you fuck up one more time— rock the boat or tilt the table—the deal’s off. I am not going to let her get hurt. I know what she wants, and I know how much she can take. Even after we get her onboard, I will tell you what you can and can’t do with her. If you ever defy me and hurt that woman, I’ll cut your fucking balls off. That’s all you need to understand.” “I do. I really do. I love her as much as you do, maybe more. I’ve learned to respect you. I trust you. I worried at first, but I do now. I’m glad you’re looking out for her. So, how can we fix things?” “Let things cool off. You don’t initiate anything. Keep showing interest in her legs, especially if you see her showing you some leg. Touch her ass a few times. I think she’d be disappointed if you didn’t take her up on that offer. By the way, how did you know about her legs?” “What about them?” “You just got lucky, huh? Well, you hit her right in her weakness. She loves her legs. Her legs are her number one erogenous zone; in fact, her legs are a sex organ. I can’t blame her. If I had legs like her’s, I’d be in love with them, too. I wasn’t going to tell you about her legs until we were ready to move in for the kill. Now that she thinks you’re a leg man, she expects you to pay attention to them. You’ll cause more stress if you don’t. When you see a come-on, you have to come on. This will make things very tricky. This will be like juggling dynamite. If you go too far, she’ll rape you; don’t do enough, and she’ll stress out.” “Shit, how will I know?” “I don’t know what to tell you, except when things look headed for a bed, you better find a sly way of cooling her off. Change the subject. Talk about school, football, or your car. Oh, by the way, she had your car towed to a shop. They’re fixing it as we speak.” John’s face lit up, “No shit! She’s fixing my MG?” “She’s forking out over two grand. That’s how much of an impression you made on her. It’s also a very bad sign.” “How can that be a bad sign?” “That, coupled with something she said earlier makes me think she’s falling in love. If that were to happen, all bets are off. You don’t want that, I can assure you. Your mother is a very possessive woman. She won’t share her lover with anyone, not anyone. Get my drift, stud.” “Whoa! That would be the shits. You know I got that same feeling when she left the school. She had those love-sick puppy eyes. It only gets worse. I know that much.” “I know. Let me work on that, but don’t you fuel the fire by talking lovie dovie and cutsie wootsie with her. When you do anything with her, be crude, childish, and embarrass her by not respecting her wish to keep this private. You’re a stud that likes to show off your conquests. This will play right into my conditioning scheme. I need her to get used to performing before an audience. First, she has to adjust to other eyes watching your seduction of her. The one good thing you did was not backing away on the freeway when the cars closed in and people were looking. You handled that beautifully, and she got a huge thrill out of the experience.” John beamed, stuck his chest out and said, “Yeah, that was cool. I could feel the steam coming from her cunt. I’m real good at making girls do things while people are watching. They all say they hate it, but they all get super turned on.” “It’s almost universal, but it was Judy’s first experience. She’s always been very private. I didn’t have your skill or experience when I was feeling her up and playing games with her. I only made things worse and caused her to develop a phobia about her body and especially being seen doing nasty things. You guys have never seen her naked or doing anything sexual, have you?” “No, never.” “That’s rare in a family. She guards her modesty like a miser guards nickels. You need to work on that. You’re probably better at that than I am, so that’s your mission. I think she’ll quickly fall out of love, but right into lust. Lust is what we’re after, and we want her to see you as her stud muffin, her boy toy, not as a lover. All right, are we all set and straight?” “Yeah, I think I understand completely. I won’t do anything new before checking with you first. I’ll cool the love bullshit, be more myself, and I’ll gradually get her used to embarrassing situations. I’ll be a bad boy. I can’t help myself. I have a hormonal imbalance.” He made a pouting baby face and said, “I’m sick, Mommy.” Joy smiled big, cupped his face and rubbed her nose on his, saying, “You are such an adorable little fuck. If you stuck your finger up Judy’s ass at a family reunion, then made that face and said those words, she’d hold you like this and say, “I know, precious, but Mommy can’t let you finger-fuck her butt hole at the dinner table with the whole family watching.” John burst out laughing and said, “You know, I can see her saying that, too. Well, not yesterday, but I can today. What’s more, I can see me bending her over the table, pushing her dress up, yanking down her panties, and finger fucking her asshole while she squirms and tries to get away.” “I can see you doing that, too. I can see Judy fighting hard enough to look good without fighting hard enough to get away. Most importantly, I can’t see her loving the guy that did that to her.” “Me neither. I think we’ll make a good team, Joy.” “I must say, I am much more encouraged. Say, John, this morning you said you nailed one of those people I mentioned, someone other than the moose or the mouse. Expound on that. I know it wasn’t sister, aunt, niece, mother, or great grandmother. The only one left is grand mother, and the one on your father’s side is in Germany. By my calculations, that leaves my fifty-five-year-old mother.” John smiled then pouted, “I’m sick, Aunt Joy.”


     *


John was out with his friends when Judy arrived home. The girls were still gone, so she made a beeline for Joy. She found her in the kitchen preparing dinner. Judy dropped her bags on the counter and said, “Is anyone home?” “No, John’s out with some bimbette, and the girls are at Debby Foster’s.” “He’s out with a girl?” “You look surprised. When is he not out with a girl?” “I would think…well, never mind. Joy, I’ve had a lot of time to think about this situation. If this keeps up, he’s going to fuck me.” “It wouldn’t be the end of the world. Worse things can happen to you. You might win the lottery, for example.” “Very funny. I’m being serious; I’d like you to be serious as well.” “Hell, I was serious. So, what’s your problem?” “I can’t shut him off. He’s preying on pussy in this house. He failed with you. If he fails with me, the girls are next. I can’t trust you to protect them. I know you’d get off on watching him fuck them. Don’t even deny it, Joy.” “Fine. I told you I hadn’t changed, but I would have tried. Maybe not very hard, but I would have tried.” “I have no choice but to keep his attentions focused on me.” Joy gave her a knowing look and said, “That’s very noble of you.” “Don’t give me that look, Joy. I can handle him. The girls can’t, and you’d better not. I’m on my guard now. I’m not going to let him sweet talk me. I’m putting a stop to this love business right away. I can’t afford to have him fall in love with me.” “Or you with him.” “That never was a possibility. I’m not a little teenager, he just made me feel that way for a few fleeting moments. I think I can get that under control, but if you see me acting giddy and silly, slap my face.” “Sure. That’ll be a pleasure. Ready for your first? You look like you use it. You look hot to trot.” “Have you used the credit card, yet?” “I haven’t had the chance, why?” “Give it back.” “What gives?” “Just give it back.” Joy went to her purse and retrieved the card. Reluctantly, she handed it to Judy. As soon as Judy had the card in hand, a new bearing came over her. Her tone changed. She folded her arms and said, “I refuse to compete with you in my own home. I want his attention focused solely on me. Do you understand?” “Yes, but they are anyway. I set him straight. When he came home, he hardly paid me any notice.” “I’d like to believe that, but I see you’re in a short skirt with no bra. Unless I miss my guess, you have no panties on. Pull up your skirt. All the way up, and hold it up.” Joy did so, then planted her feet wide apart in hopeful expectation of a vaginal inspection. She sensed there was something different about Judy right away. There had always been lesbian overtones to the vaginal inspections, but neither acknowledged that fact. Joy kept quiet about her suspicions to encourage Judy. Judy masked her activities behind a facade in order to carefully guard her secret desires. In recent weeks, she didn’t feel the need to mask so hard, and her present demeanor suggested she hardly felt the need at all. Joy felt the excitement building rapidly and assumed a provocative pose with her pussy presented in outhrust submissiveness. Judy noticed the striking new pose, and felt inspired by Joy’s submissiveness. She casually went for a chair, then sat, pulling the chair close. Joy watched with eager anticipation. Judy never had her face so close to her beaver before. She toyed with the fleshy parts while studying those parts intently from mere inches away. She paid no attention to Joy, as though she had a disembodied vagina in her hands and was appraising the cunt for possible purchase. She fingered her sister’s pussy, rubbed her clit, and ran her fingers over every square centimeter repeatedly. After a few minutes, she simply said, “Now turn around and bend low. Grab your ankles.” Joy quickly assumed the new pose, insuring that her ass was close to Judy’s face. Judy did not have to lean forward. Joy made sure the skirt laid high on her back and placed her feet over a yard apart, opening the full plane of her sex and ass. Judy touched Joy’s puckered rosebud, a first, then sank her fuck finger in slowly, saying, “It just occurred to me that I never checked your asshole. You let dogs fuck your ass. Why not horny little boys? You’re lucky there’s no sperm in here, damn lucky.” Joy remained silent while the finger fucked in and out, twisted, pulled out, pushed in, felt around the rim, then fucked a few more times. Judy then got up, walked to the sink, and washed her finger. She returned, took her seat, then reached between Joy’s legs to push the tube top off Joy’s breasts, saying, “Look at the floor. I don’t want to see you looking at me while I’m examining you.” Joy looked at the floor while her nipples got played with. To reach that far, Judy had to get her face right in Joy’s pussy without touching anything wet. Joy could feel every breath in the core of her open maw, knowing that Judy was breathing her female musk on each intake. After a little tit play, Judy kicked off her right pump and thrust her bare foot under Joy’s face, saying, “Suck on my big toe so I’ll know you can’t look up.” Joy slipped her mouth over the toe as Judy resumed her vaginal exam by using her thumbs to pry the lips apart. Joy could feel Judy’s penetrating stare right up her hole. Joy soon felt like a hollow tree with a beehive in the trunk. She also felt like a hungry bear was reaching in to gorge herself on honey. Joy sucked the toe as she would a cock. Judy feasted on slimy fingers for several minutes, then used her index finger to explore the rim of Joy’s pussy hole, saying, “Exactly how far in did John get his cock. This far?” Joy gave the toe a final suck, then said “No, farther.” Judy’s finger went in past the vaginal ring by half an inch and said, “This far?” “Maybe a little farther.” “Judy slid her finger all the way in and said, “Was it this far in?” “Yes, that feels about right.” Judy pursed three fingers together and pushed, saying, “Tell me when this approximates the sensation of his cockhead entering. He has a large cockhead, doesn’t he?” “Yes, very large. I think you’ll need all four fingers.” Judy got all four up Joy’s cunt to the last knuckles as Joy pushed back to keep from being shoved away. “Does this feel right?” “Yeah, that’s about it.” Judy played with the pussy openly. While doing this, and driving Joy to distraction, she said, “From now on, you are to wear jeans and a sweatshirt around John. Furthermore, I want you in shoes and socks. You are to wear no makeup whatsoever. I bought you an athlete’s bra and a panty girdle. You are to wear those as well. Joy, you’re not going to like this, but I must cut your hair short.” Joy moaned. She had plenty of wigs to wear out, so she didn’t really care, but she didn’t want to act like she didn’t care. She said, “Please don’t do that, Judy. You know I love my long hair.” “Don’t make this more difficult than it has to be. You can always pack your bags if you won’t cooperate.” “You know I’ll cooperate. I’d be destitute without your help. You could shave my head and I’d sit still for it.” “I know, but I won’t shave your head. I won’t give you a nice haircut either. I’ll use shears and cut your sexy hair off in clumps. I doubt you’ll have any hairs over one inch long. You can wear your wigs to do the weekly shopping. Other than that, I see no need for you to go anywhere. You’ll have no money until this crisis passes. It may last a while, so get used to it.” “Do I have a choice?” “No, not if you choose to remain here. Furthermore, I am putting you in charge of keeping my feet and legs looking sexy. I want you to shave my legs daily and keep my toe nails nicely painted. What did John think of your shaved twat lips. Does he have a preference?” “Yes, he liked it a lot, but he likes his pussies shaved bald.” “Very well. In that case, you are to let your cunt hair grow, and you will be shaving my pussy bald each day when you shave my legs. He might get that far, and if he does, I want him to remain interested.” “That would be awfully risky, Judy. If he ever sees your naked pussy, nicely shaved, he’ll attack you. He’ll rape you. I’m much bigger and stronger than you, and I could barely fend him off.” “Let me worry about that. If he rapes me, I’m sure he won’t hurt me. Like you said, if he fucked me, it wouldn’t be the end of the world. If I must let him rape me to protect my girls, then I must, mustn’t I?” “I suppose you must, mustn’t you.” “Joy, I want you to take the girls aside and explain this situation to them. Take them into your room, but I’ll be listening at the door. You’d better make me out to be a sacrificing hero in their eyes. I’m sure they’ll be seeing things. My attire alone will cause confusion unless they understand my motives. Be very careful how you break this to them, but I want them prepared for anything that might happen. I want them to understand that I might have to go all the way. Put it that way, don’t say fuck, and don’t tell them that their brother might rape me. I don’t want them living in fear, understand?” “I’ll be very diplomatic. Don’t worry, I’ll make them feel safe and secure. I’ll let them know that there’s nothing their mommy won’t do to keep John’s interest focused on her. I think it would be wise if they wore jeans and sweats, too. I think they should shower as soon as they come in for the night, then leave their makeup off and leave their hair untended and wet.” “Yes, that would be good. I can’t be cropping off those girl’s beautiful locks, now can I? Let’s go into my bathroom. I want my legs and pussy looking and smelling sweet. I bought several sexy new micro minis. I want to make a stunning first impression. Find the shears and bring them to me naked.” The session in the bathroom went down as one of the highlights of Joy’s sex life, and that took some doing. Judy was naked when Joy entered with the shears in hand. Judy ordered Joy to cut her own hair, then began masturbating as the waist-length clumps fell at her sister’s bare feet. Judy reached a climax as the last clump fell. She masturbated through a pedicure, masturbated through a leg shave, and toyed with her clit while being denuded of all pussy hair. She almost had another climax when she saw her bare cunt in a mirror held by Joy. She had another climax after ordering Joy to lick her pussy for her to make sure there was no stubble. Actually, she came while fucking Joy’s face long after Joy determined there was absolutely no stubble within a foot of Judy’s twat. The girls arrived home first, and were startled to see Joy without her beautiful hair. Judy hid in the kitchen as Joy ushered them into her downstairs bedroom. Judy quickly padded to the door and eaves dropped, satisfied that Joy was being true to her word. The girls were shocked, then awed, then accepting, and ended by praising their mother for her courage and sacrifice. Judy tip-toed away wearing a big smile, entered the kitchen and played with her pussy until she heard Joy’s door open. Judy busied herself at the stove, attending the meal that Joy began hours earlier. She had her back to the three as they entered, presenting them with a provocative display of feminine legs from her four-inch open-toed high heels, to the patent leather micro mini skirt that just barely covered the lower crests of her ass cheeks. A slight dip of their heads and they would see a naked pussy absent of all hair. Joy dipped, but the girls didn’t dare. They were awestruck by the vulgar vision their mother presented. Judy felt their stares on the backs of her legs, very high up, and anxiously wondered if her naked cunt lips were showing. The way they tingled and swelled, she felt certain they were. She wished the girls would make their presence known so she could turn around. The front hem came lower down, at least an inch below any portion of her inflamed vagina. They had all stopped to stare, and it was painful seconds before Joy said, “I told them, Judy.” Judy set the label down and turned to face the three who were now within arm’s reach in a semi-circle around her. Brenda, her fifteen-year-old, looked Judy in the face and said, “Joy told us all about John’s problem, and what you’re doing to protect us. That’s really sweet of you, but John has never made a pass at us. He always protects us, and fights any boy who gets fresh. I don’t think you have to worry about John messing with me or Bonnie. I don’t think you have to do this.” Judy was struck by Brenda’s sincerity. Brenda avoided looking down. Bonnie, on the other hand, never looked up. She boldly stared at the juncture of thigh flesh with a dirty little twinkle in her eye. After Brenda finished, Bonnie, still looking down, said, “I don’t know, Brenda, I’m scared. I want Mommy to save us. When John sees her dressed like this, he won’t even know we’re around.” Judy almost cracked a smile. She ruffled Bonnie’s hair and said, “Well, we’re not taking any chances. If this doesn’t do the trick, I’ll do something more drastic.” Bonnie’s face broke into a smile as she said, “Maybe you ought to go naked.” Judy laughed. This eased the tension. She said, “We’ll see. If it comes to that, I will go naked.” Joy said, “If you’re going to do this right, you need to do something with that blouse.” Judy looked at her braless white blouse and said, “What’s wrong with the blouse?” “You’re not showing enough bare skin where it counts. Here, let me fix it for you.” Judy stood still while Joy unbuttoned the blouse, feeling certain this was just a ploy to expose her breasts to the girls. Judy came close to stopping Joy, but knew she needed to overcome her shyness. When Joy had the blouse undone, she began tightly rolling the right side inward until she had a roll of material the thickness of rope that went down right side of Judy’s body. Joy asked Judy to place her hand over the roll she’d just made while she did the same to the left side. Judy stood with both tits bare, inspiring Bonnie to say, “Wow, Mom, you really have nice looking boobies. John will really like those.” “Thank you, Bonnie, but I’m not wearing my blouse like this regardless of what Joy says.” Joy said, “Just hold on. I’m not finished yet.” Joy pulled the back portion of the blouse up Judy’s back, then brought the two rope-like tails together under Judy’s breasts. She told Judy to breath out and hunch her shoulders. While Judy did so, Joy made the square knot tie. She then told Judy to relax and stand naturally while she adjusted the two sides so that the ropes rested over nipples. She then stood back and said, “That’s how you wear a blouse to attract a hound like John.” Judy looked down at the vast expanse of bare skin between her shoulders and her neck. Even her bikini top covered more skin. The tight pull of the two sides pressed her breasts together, bulged the breast flesh and exaggerated her cleavage. Joy’s modification did make her already ample breast appear even fuller and firmer, but also made them look comically lewd. Judy said, “I think this is a bit much, Joy. I’m going for sensual, not obscene.” “Well, John prefers obscene bait. If you’re serious about drawing him away from the girls, I suggest you use the right bait. Before you make up your mind, square your shoulders back.” Judy squared her shoulders and felt the rolls begin sliding outward, then suddenly popping out from her nipples, distorting her tit flesh while sending one nipple pointing east, the other west. The girls broke up laughing, and Judy broke a smile saying, “Very funny, Joy, now undo the knot.” “It’s not meant to be funny. John won’t find it funny. When a guy sees this, all he sees is tits bursting out. This really gets them going. Trust me. You’re on my turf now.” “I don’t know, Joy. I think he’ll laugh. I’ll tell you what, though. I’ll wear the blouse this way, and just keep my shoulders relaxed. I do think he’ll like all the bare skin. If that can keep him from thinking about my daughters, I won’t mind the exposure.” “You’re a real trooper, Judy, a real trooper.” Brenda said, “You’re not going to wear that outfit anywhere outside are you, Mom?” “No sweetheart. This is just for indoor wear. I’d get arrested if I went outside.” “Does the skirt really have to be that short? I think John would be more than interested if it came to mid thigh.” “Sweetheart, John wants them shorter. He made that quite clear when I took him to school. This is as short as they make them in my size.” “I can believe that, but if you have to sit or bend over, your panties will show.” “Honey, I’m afraid I’m not wearing panties. He hates those too.” Bonnie eagerly said, “Can we see?” Brenda tried to shush her sister as Judy said, “I’m sure you’ll see soon enough. I’m afraid I’d be a little too uncomfortable lifting my dress and showing myself like that.” Bonnie countered, “How come? We’re all girls here. We all have one.” “I know, but we don’t show each other, do we?” “Joy showed us hers, and we showed her ours.” Brenda slugged Bonnie and said, “You stupid! You’re going to get Joy in more trouble.” Joy shrugged her shoulders in an I’m-busted gesture as Judy gave her a hard stare. Judy said to Joy, “I’ll deal with you later.” She looked to the girls and said, “There’s something else about my vagina that I’m embarrassed about. Mine is shaved of all hair. I feel extra naked down there.” Bonnie pleaded, “I wanna see. Please! I’ve never seen a grown-up one all shaved.” Joy interceded, saying, “I wish you’d stop calling it a one. I told you girls you could talk freely with your mother and use any terms you like. Say whatever comes naturally.” Judy didn’t recall hearing anything like that, but she wasn’t opposed to the idea under the circumstances. When Bonnie rephrased her request, saying, “Can we see your shaved pussy, Mom?” Judy felt a rush. She smiled through a flushed face and said, “If you want to look, I won’t stop you. Just don’t ask me to show you my pussy, okay?” Bonnie immediately dropped to her knees and gazed up her mother’s legs, bringing a fast flush to Judy’s cheeks as Bonnie exclaimed, “Wow, Mom’s pussy is really neat, Brenda. You ought to see it close up. Come on, Mom doesn’t care.” Brenda looked sheepishly to her mother, then got a nod from Joy, then went with the tug of Bonnie’s hand. Judy suddenly found herself with both girls on their knees, gazing between her slightly parted legs. She folded her arms and glared at Jay, even as her pussy blossomed before her daughters’ eyes. Joy defensively said, “Don’t blame me. You picked out the skirt and ordered a close shave. I just do as I’m told.” “The trouble is, you do more than you’re told.” Judy felt Bonnie’s small hands pushing out on both knees. She resisted for a few seconds, but then went with the pressure and let her right foot slide outward. Though her feet were wide, this still wasn’t enough for Bonnie. Judy had to assume a half squat and felt absurd doing so, because she had to lean back on both arms to get support from the counter to her rear. This made it appear that she was thrusting out her crotch in obscene offering. Joy made things more obscene by stepping up and reaching for the front hem at the crotch, saying, “Here, allow me.” Judy gazed down her front, over her bald mound, at the fascinated faces staring into the core of her being. Never, in her wildest dreams did Judy imagine such a scene. Joy gave the girls a guided tour of their mother’s vagina with her free hand while holding the skirt up with the other. She pulled, prodded, and poked, then invited the girls to do likewise. Bonnie was eager, but Brenda needed coaxing. Judy let this bizarre show and tell exhibition go on for several long minutes, then said, “All right you two voyeurs, I think that’s enough. You’ve seen more of me then daughters should. Go about your business and try to ignore what goes on between me and your brother when he gets home.” Bonnie said, as she reluctantly stood, “We can still watch, can’t we?” As Judy stood straight and adjusted her skirt, she said, “If you accidently see something that amuses you, watch if you want. I’m sure John would like showing off what he can do to me and get away with. Just don’t make a peep. Don’t encourage him or discourage him. Be like ghosts. I’ll pretend I can’t see you. If you make it so that I can’t pretend, we’ll have a problem. Remember, I’m doing this for you girls.” They both smiled back knowingly before retiring to the living room and turning on the TV. Joy put an arm around Judy and said, “Good try, kiddo, but they didn’t buy one word. Face it. They see right through you, and now they’ve seen right up you. We all know you just want to get laid. Why is that so hard for you to admit?” Judy shrugged free of the knowing arm and said, “I don’t care. So what if I do? I know I’m doing the right thing. I pay all the bills around here, so you’d better pass that along to the other moochers that I had better not see those smiles again. If I see them looking at me like they know, I’m holding you responsible.” “I’ll pass it along, but let me pass this along to you. You’re going off the deep end. You’re in-love. I can see that. Aside from the fact that he’s your minor son, he’s a cad, cut from the mold of everything you hate about guys. You are in for a major heartbreak if you don’t wise-up fast.” “Joy, I’ll thank you to stay out of this. I think I know my own son and what kind of person he is. I’m getting this under control. I can handle this. I can change him. He needs to be molded and shaped. I have to become intimate with him in order to influence him. I want you to butt out and mind your own business.” “I will. I just don’t want you hurt. I can’t believe you still feel you can change men. John is no different from any other hound. He’ll fuck you, use you, brag to everyone while he’s doing it, then dump you when the next jiggling bunny crosses his path. You’d better wake up and smell the coffee, girl. That’s all I’ll say on the matter, though. You’re on your own.” “Thank you. Now finish the dinner.” Judy went off by herself where she could keep an eye on the driveway. Dinner was on hold for thirty minutes when Judy came storming down stairs to confront Joy as she sipped wine at the prepared table. “What is the matter with that boy? I thought he’d rush home after the way we parted company. He could not have misconstrued my message, could he?” “No, I think you made yourself quite obvious. If you ask me, he’s out knocking off number twenty-five. He probably has renewed confidence. Perhaps all he wanted was to know that he could have you begging for a fuck.” “You hold your voice down. The girls don’t need to be hearing shit like that. And it is shit. Besides, he wouldn’t do that to me. I’m number twenty-five, god damnit!” “Whatever you say, Judy.” “Don’t patronize me, Joy. I hate when you do that.” Another hour passed with no sign of John. Judy had the girls calling all of his known hangouts and friends to no avail. Finally, Judy said, “Let’s eat. I’m sure he’ll be along soon.” The dinner was a somber affair. They all knew Judy was frustrated, and she felt ridiculous sitting in a wooden chair, practically naked with her bare ass kissing timber. The girls seemed to be holding back snickers at the unusual dinner attire and more unusual situation, at least, Judy felt they were. Half way through the meal, Judy slammed her fork down and declared, “God damnit, I’m sick of this!” Unfortunately, she also squared her shoulders; tits popped out, east and west. Judy glared, saying, “If you girls want to laugh at me, go ahead. I dare you. And you, you slut. You sit there all smug and holier-than-thou…” Judy turned to the two stunned teenagers and said, “You think she’s so cool, one of the girls, cool Aunt Joy. Let me tell you about your cool Aunt Joy. She’s the biggest slut that ever lived. She not only screwed all three of her sons, she screwed every guy she ever met, including your father more times than I care to count. She even screwed dogs to entertain her boys and their friends. Yes, Brenda, your Aunt Joy had sex, anal, vaginal, and oral sex with dogs, any male dog would do. Your Aunt Joy is a bitch, a real bitch.” Joy listened unaffected, continuing to eat her meal. Brenda appeared genuinely shocked at her mother for bringing this up at the dinner table. Bonnie found the revelation amusing, though she tried not to let it show. Judy was hoping for disgust, or for someone to get up and leave the table to throw up. Her girls were not even close to disgust. If anything, they looked upon Joy with new respect and awe because of the way she was taking the abuse in stride. Judy saw this and said to Joy, “Jesus Christ, have you corrupted these girls so much that they can accept that behavior, even admire it?” Joy said in defense, “Look, regardless of what you think, I have not made a move on these girls. Yes, we’ve had frank talks about sex and boys, and we got involved in a little show and tell. I just did what you never had the guts to do. I told them about the birds and the bees; and yes, I told them about dogs, too. I even showed them pictures.” “Well that’s great. Now I’m going to have my piece, and you’d better all listen up. John and I have a unique relationship. It’s not sick and tawdry as Joy’s was with her sons, so I’m sure you girls will be disappointed. There won’t be any perverse acts to ogle at, or dogs to cheer on. You’ll just see plain old ordinary lovers doing what lovers do. I’m sure you’ll all be bored to tears. “You three can all get naked and climb into bed with each other. You can all take turns licking everything that smells bad. Lick each others cunts. Suck each other’s pussies until your jaws ache. Have yourselves a lesbian love fest and invite all the horny mutts in the neighborhood with my blessing. John and I will try to ignore you. You leave us alone, and we’ll leave you alone.” Joy interrupted, “Judy, you’re making a huge ass of yourself.” “Fuck you, bitch! You slimy dog-fucking piece of crap. You incestuous whore. Stand up!” Joy stood with resignation. “Drop your pants, girdle, panties…fuck it, take off everything.” Joy did so with casual aplomb. “Now stand on your chair.” Joy climbed onto the chair and stood with her feet at the outside edges. “Now play with yourself while you admit you’re a whore.” Joy rolled her nipples while crudely finger-fucking herself in a squat, saying, “I’m a whore! I’m a whore! Can I finish my meal now, Mistress Judy.” Judy stormed from the table, went upstairs, and slammed her door. Twenty minutes later, she came prancing down the stairs excitedly saying, “He’s here! He’s here! Everybody go to the living room and act natural. Damnit, Joy, why are you still naked?” “Those were my last orders.” “Quick, slip your robe on, but if I so much as see a wisp of a cunt hair, I’ll pull them all out with pliers.” When they were all situated in the living room, Judy turned her back to them and said, “How do I look?” While slipping on the short robe, Joy said, “You look like a bitch in heat.” Judy turned wearing a smug smile and said, “I hope so. I want him to fuck me. We’re going to make love, but don’t worry, we’ll start in here to give you perverts the show you want. I’ll make it nasty. I know you’ll all like it better that way. I’ll be in the kitchen. I’m sure he’ll be looking for me. Just send him in.” She sauntered off with a flip of her skirt to show her ass. When John entered he saw Joy sitting on the sofa with Brenda and Bonnie at her feet, lying prone on the floor facing the TV. Joy was silently motioning for him to go upstairs and not say a word. John got the message and bounded up the stairs. He was halted halfway up by Judy’s astonished cry, “John, I’m in the kitchen.” “Yeah, that’s where I figured you’d be. I’m not hungry.” “John, I was hoping we could talk.” “I was just going to shower and relax a bit.” “Can’t that wait?” John looked to Joy and saw her nod toward the kitchen. He said, “Yeah, I guess so.” He walked slowly into the kitchen and froze on seeing his sexy mother washing dishes with her legs fully exposed and never looking sexier. The invitation and purpose was obvious. He just stood and stared for the longest time as his mouth watered and his dick became rampant. He couldn’t believe his eyes when his mother bent slowly forward and revealed her shaved pussy. When she reached through with one soapy hand and used her painted nails to tease the slick flesh, he felt weak in the knees. He watched a sudsy finger go inside, then draw through the glistening slit. He knew right away that things hadn’t gone well. He was on his own, but tried to recall the principles. He came up and casually ran his hand up the back of her right leg, up under the skirt, and let it rest on the most luscious piece of bare ass he’d ever felt. He thought, “Oh, God! How the fuck does Joy expect me to resist this?” Judy stood straight and turned into his arms with a sultry smile. She smiled when his eyes lit up on seeing her top. On impulse, she squared her shoulders. Her smile broadened as she watched John’s wide eyes dart east and west. She touched his nose with her slimy finger and cooed, “Did I surprise you?” “Yeah, you surprised me. I love your top. You even shaved your cunt.” Judy pushed him to arm’s length and looked stunned, even hurt, saying, “Don’t be crude, John. I find that unbecoming.” “It looked to me like you wanted to be crude.” “I was being sensuous, not crude. I thought you’d know the difference. Well, I’ll teach you the difference.” Judy pulled him into a belly to belly embrace and draped her arms around his neck. She kissed the wet spot on his nose, then whispered sexily, “I had a talk with Joy and the girls. I told them about us. You needn’t be bashful around them. I thought you’d like that. We can both express our feelings for each other openly, anywhere in this house. Are you happy?” “You mean I can fuck you in front of everyone.” “John! Why must you put things like that? We can make love in front of them, if you wish, but I prefer making love in private. It’ll be much better in private. I won’t be inhibited in the bedroom. Would you like to go sit out there with them and love on each other. I’d like that.” “Yeah, I guess. I am kinda hungry, though.” “John, honestly, I wonder if you really care. Eat if you want. I’ll be in my room.” She brushed past, but he caught her by the hand, spinning her into his ass-cupping embrace. He smiled and said, “I was teasing you, being sensuous. I’d like to see you go out there in your uniform. I dare you.” “You mean just wear the belt and heels?” “I think I’d like that top to be part of the uniform, only let me fix your tits.” Judy passively watched as John pushed the rolls fully outside each breast, forcing the twin mounds high on her chest and close together, in obscene offering. Judy looked at her out-thrust hooters and laughingly said, “This looks obscene, but it’ll be perfect. I’ll take that dare. Would you like the honor of removing my skirt?” John unbuckled the two-inch wide patent leather belt, saying, “You’re really going to go out there like this, huh?” He handed Judy the belt and worked on the skirt’s fastener and zipper as Judy replied, “You dared me. I must.” John dropped to his knees to drop the skirt. He dropped it fast, and planted a wet kiss to his mother’s clit after she stepped free. He then stood back as she posed seductively, looking like the ultimate whore, saying, “Well, how do I look?” “You look like a whore.” “JOHN! Oh, what am I getting upset about? Of course I look like a whore. I forgot how I was dressed, or not dressed. I’ve got to tell you, I feel more naked than absolute naked. I feel vulgar.” “That’s how I like my women, vulgar. Come on. Let’s go show them how it’s done.” Judy smiled, but said, “Woman, John, not women,” then walked hand in hand beside John into the living room. Joy relinquished the sofa, and they sat while all eyes turned on them in amused surprise. John immediately hung an arm around his mother’s shoulder and dipped his hand to cup her naked right tit. He mauled that tit. Judy turned redder and whispered, “John, don’t be so crude. Stroke, don’t knead them like dough.” John eased up a bit, but was soon back to honking her hooters. He ran a hand up her leg and grabbed her by the cunt. She tore his hand away and told him to settle down. She tried to give him a tender kiss, but he licked her lips like a dog. She wiped her mouth and settled for a snuggle in the crook of his arm. John pulled her steadily until she laid across his lap. Judy didn’t like being pushed, and resisted. She soon found herself over his lap with her naked ass in the air. He pinned her in place with a firm left hand in the center of her back as she looked up at him and cried, “John, stop this. What do you think you’re doing?” John ignored her protest and ran his hand over her luscious ass as the others moved closer to look at her ass. Judy began kicking and struggling hard, but not hard enough to break free, even as John’s finger rudely skewered her defenseless asshole. She reached back with both hands to pry his hand off her back, but only succeeded in getting those hands trapped my John’s one hand. The girls thought this was marvelous. Judy continued shouting protests, flailing her legs. She looked to Joy and shouted, “Do something.” Then back at John shouting, “Damn you, John! Stop that this instant. John, I’m not playing around. Get your finger out of my ass, you son-of-a-bitch.” Judy wasn’t aware, but Joy had shucked off her robe. She sat at Judy’s head, then turned in place to face Judy with her leg’s straddling her shoulders. Judy looked up just in time to have her head grabbed by Joy’s strong hands and shoved face first in Joy’s wide open beaver, muffling any further protests. The kids were awed, and just stared with open mouths. Judy’s struggles were real and real hard, but with two people securing her, real futile. Joy had her hands cupped over Judy’s ears. She reclined against the arm of the sofa and said, “John, keep up the finger fucking of her ass. Bonnie, you help by using both hands to pull her cheeks wide apart. Brenda, purse your fingers and thumb and shove your whole hand up her cunt.” Brenda cried, “I can’t do that. It’ll kill her.” “Just do as I say, Brenda. I was doing that to your mother when she was your age, and my hand was as big as it is now. She can take your little hand easily. When you get inside, make a fist and fuck her, not hard, but not easy. Do it. I’ll explain latter.” Judy heard none of this, though she was sure Joy was directing the assault. She struggled, though the effort was wasted. She accounted for everyone’s hands but Bonnie’s, so the hand pushing into her pussy had to be her little angel’s. Judy, grimaced into the cunt, then realized she had her mouth firmly against her sisters cunt. She couldn’t help but lick, then probe with her tongue. Twenty-one years of dreaming about doing so had a powerfully numbing effect. Though strong sensations were flooding her mind from below, especially after Bonnie made a fist and began fucking motions; still, Judy focused mostly on the pussy in her face. She gradually stopped struggling. Topside, Joy said, “I want to show you kids something about your mother. Just watch and learn.” Bonnie was straining to see her mother’s face in Joy’s crotch, and said, “Aren’t you afraid she might bite you?” “No, sweetheart. The thought never crossed my mind.” “Can she breathe?” “Yes, her nose is clear.” “What’s she doing?” “She’s trying to lick my tonsils from the back side.” “I wanna see her tongue in your pussy. Can I?” “Just wait. She’s almost there. Watch her closely. See how she’s going totally limp. John, release her hands.” John looked puzzled, but relaxed his grip. Judy’s hands came down slowly, then settled on Joy’s inner thighs. Joy said, “Now, I’m going to let go. Don’t say anything with her ears uncovered. Just do as you’re doing. Watch what I do, and watch what she does. Okay, she’s ready. I’m letting go.” Joy relaxed her grip then eased her hands away. With her head free, Judy didn’t raise up. She used her freedom of movement to move her mouth over yet unlicked portions of Joy’s crotch. The kids watched in rapt fascination. Joy used her hands to widen the spread she offered her sister, then made the offering more obscene by pulling her knees up to her shoulders. This rolled her loins up and made the asshole easily accessible. Judy ran her tongue over everything, and probed deep in both holes while her kids watched in awe. Joy slowly lowed her feet to the sofa on either side of Judy’s shoulders, then began humping her cunt in Judy’s face, face fucking her as Judy had face fucked her earlier. After a minute of this, Joy eased her ass to the sofa and placed her hands back over Judy’s ears. She moved Judy’s head wherever she wanted it while saying, “Look at her legs, now. See how she’s welcoming what you guys are doing to her. See how she’s wiggling and squirming.” Brenda said, “She sure seems to like it, now. Boy, this really feels weird, neat, but weird. I thought she’d be screaming her lungs out.” Bonnie said, “Look, I’m in up to my forearm. God, this is so neat.” John said, “I’ve never seen anything like this, Joy.” “I learned this as a teenager, but I never had the guts to make her eat me. I could kick myself now. I did everything else but. She lost her cherry this way, and got gang banged this way a bunch of times. She even got pregnant twice in high school. Mom made her get abortions, that’s why your mother won’t ever get another. She never ratted on me, though.” Bonnie said, “Wow, Joy, you are so cool.” “Okay, pay attention. Your mother will fight almost anything sexual that is forced on her, but when she realizes that resistance is futile, she’ll gradually surrender and relax. You saw that. Now, when she is totally relaxed, that’s a turning point. She somehow clicks into another personality. I call it her slut mode. If you keep up the stimulation without hurting her, she gets hornier and hornier, sluttier and sluttier. She can’t help it. She can’t fight it. She can’t resist. That knowledge may come in handy some day, so remember it. “Okay, here’s the plan. I’m going to let go of her head and have myself a good cum. John, when you see me get my nut, you brush the girls away and start wailing the tar out of her ass. I mean, spank the shit out of her, hard and fast, one right after the other. She can take it, trust me. You’ll have to do it hard to break this state she’s in. Can you do that?” “Yeah, sure, if you say so.” “Good. You girls might want to move down here at that time. I think you’ll get a good show, because your Mom will want to eat my cum from my pussy hole in spite of the spanking. That should be fun to watch. Get right in close, because she won’t even know you’re there. All she’ll be aware of is juicy pussy and a fire burning on her ass. Sooner or latter, though, she won’t be able to take anymore, and she’ll fight her way off. That would be a good time to get out of the way, because she’ll come flying of John’s lap. Don’t stop her, John. Let her go.” John said, “She’s going to be pissed, Joy.” “She’ll be madder than a hornet. Don’t worry. Her bark is worse than her bite. Let her vent, and she’ll quickly calm down. You girls just sit there and don’t act intimidated. I wouldn’t smile at her, but don’t shy away or look sorry or guilty. John, I’m counting on you to pour on the charm. I think she’ll respond after she vents her steam. Don’t stop being a jerk. Be a bigger jerk. Remember what we talked about. Nothing’s changed. What we did should help, but I doubt we changed the way she feels about you. She’ll blame this nasty interlude on me, not you.” “Good. She should.” “She always gets embarrassed by the way she acted, and that’s understandable. She always gets over it, though, and ends up blaming herself. That’s why I say, don’t worry about her threats. They’re hollow, and whatever she threatens you with, she’ll undo. Okay, are we all set? Here we go.” Joy released Judy’s head and got in position for a face fuck. She planted her feet as wide as the sofa allowed and laid her knees out as well. When she lifted her ass, the kids could see their mother devouring their aunt’s beaver like a mad woman. They all strained to see better while doing their respective jobs. Joy cried out, “Oh, yes, Judy, eat my cunt, you whore. Suck my pussy, bitch. You know you love it, you little cunt lapping slut. Move your head from side to side so your kids can see your tongue in my pussy. Show your kids how much you love eating your sister’s nasty cunt.” The kids watched in amazement as their mother eagerly followed Joy’s lewd suggestion with enthusiasm. She first laid her cheek on Joy’s left thigh so the girls could see her extended tongue licking feverishly up and down the wide slit and inside the hole. She laid her cheek on the other side to show John the same thing. She repeated this while Joy’s cunt fucked her face, and while Joy heaped filthy insults that spurned her on. The kids watched the most erotic spectacle they’d ever seen, and it lasted ten minutes. Joy came explosively. John brushed the girls away, and they immediately took places at Joy’s left hip, overlooking the scene where their mother’s tongue lapped furiously in Joy’s hole. Joy had stopped humping and pulled her cunt lips apart to further expose the hole as the first hard smack came down on Judy’s ass. Judy jerked in response, but the surprising smack didn’t slow her down. Slaps came one after the other, and they soon had Judy squirming and flailing her legs. Still, she licked at the pussy. Still more slaps fell, and Judy’s ass turned bright red all over. She tried to protect her ass with her hands, but John always hit where they weren’t until Judy finally broke contact with the pussy and shouted, “STOP HITTING ME, GOD DAMNIT! JOHN! John! God damn you. STOP!” In a wild flurry of flailing arms and legs, Judy came flying from John’s lap to land at his feet. She sat up quickly with a face red as a fire engine. She glared at the girls who immediately sat on the floor. She stood and glared down on Joy, still sprawled obscenely, saying, “You fucking bitch! You get out of my house. I hate you. You slimy cunted whore.” She turned to her daughters and yelled, “As for you two bitches, you’re both grounded for the rest of the school year. No more phone. No more TV. No more allowance. How could you two humiliate me that way? Her, I understand. I know she put you up to it, but you both have minds of your own. You could have said, no. Well, you’ll wish you had.” She then turned to John and said in a softer, more hurt than angry tone, “And you, how could you do that to me? You hurt me, John. You humiliated me.” She was about to ream him royally when John pouted and said, “I’m sorry, Mom. I can’t help myself. I must be sick.” As predicted, she melted. She knelt on the sofa and cupped his face, softly saying, “John, don’t you ever do anything like that again. You must try to control those urges, at least in public, even here at home. That wasn’t what I meant when I said you could do anything.” “You’re pissed at me, aren’t you?” “No, sweetheart. I’m not pissed. Look, let’s just start over.” She snuggled back into his shoulder, saying, “You girls better just sit quietly. I told you if I couldn’t ignore your presence, there’d be trouble. I’m going to give you a second chance to redeem yourselves. If you’ll sit quietly, and just watch, you can forget what I said.” Joy was still sprawled beside her; in fact, Judy had to squeeze by her to kneel before John. Joy’s pussy was now against Judy’s bare hip. Judy looked to Joy, then looked at her cunt, then back up to say, “Forget what I said about leaving, but I’m still upset with you. You’ve earned yourself a shaved head, but I’ll forgive that too if you’ll just sit quietly and not interfere. And cover yourself. You’re being disgusting.” Joy pulled her lips apart, drawing Judy’s eyes to the spread as she said, “Are you sure you wouldn’t care for more pussy cream before I cover it up.” “Stop it, Joy. You’ve had your fun, now behave yourself.” Joy sat up and reached for her robe. While putting it on, she said, “That was a great cum, sis. Thanks for eating my pussy.” “Joy!” Judy turned away from Joy to John saying, “Forget her. I’ll deal with her later. Now, where were we?” Her left hand drifted over the bulge in his jeans, and she lightly caressed his manhood. John unbuttoned his fly and pulled the fly open. Judy did not want to go this far, but considering where they’d already been, her curiosity got the best of her. Her hand went inside his BVDs and soon encountered a throbbing male hardness, a sticky male hardness. She brought her hand up to her nose and instantly made a face on getting a whiff of very ripe pussy. She pushed away to sit up and glare at him, saying, “You were out with another girl?” “Yeah. Why?” “I suppose you knocked off number twenty-five.” “No, I was polishing two old notches. What’s the big deal? I can manage three, four, or five in one night.” Judy slumped with disappointment, but let her hand return to the exciting cock. John whispered, “Are you mad at me?” “I’m disappointed. We’re going to have to work on that, John. I’m not mad. How could I be mad at you, sweetheart. At least you came home to me.” “Prove you’re not mad. Kiss my dick. Lick it, too.” Judy tried not to convey her surprise at his lewd suggestion. Her surprise was obvious, though they couldn’t hear the reply. She leaned to his ear and whispered, “How could you ask me to do such a thing in front of them? If that really turns you on, I’ll do it in the bedroom.” John whispered, but not softly enough so that the others couldn’t hear, “It would really turn me on if you licked my dick in front of them. They know I just fucked two girls. I want them to see you licking their pussy juice off my dick. That would really turn me on.” “John, please don’t ask that of me, and whisper quieter. They heard every word you said.” “I really, really want you to do that, though.” “All right, I’ll kiss it, but I won’t lick it until we get in the bedroom.” John spoke in a voice that was loud and clear, “I want you to lick every inch of my cock and balls. I want you to clean my crotch with your tongue. You said we could do anything. Well, that’s what I want to do.” He punctuated this statement by rudely grabbing her by the cunt while shoving his two middle fingers inside. Judy had enough. She tore his hand away, struggled free, and led him up the stairs. Once out of sight and ear shot, in the upstairs hallway, she backed him to the wall and said, “Slow down! I am not a piece of meat. We won’t be doing that again until you’ve had a few lessons.” She then smiled warmly and said, “You really liked what happened down there, didn’t you?” “I loved it. I love watching you suck cunt.” “John, we’re alone now. You can stop showing off. There’s no one to show off to but me, and I already told you that I hate that kind of crude talk. Look, that wasn’t the real me down there. Joy has that effect on me. She makes me do crazy things, things I have no control over. I hate when she does that, and she knows it. I’ll straighten her out later, but you must remember not to ever treat me like that again.” “But it was fun. I liked treating you that way.” “I know. Look, we can play games when we’re alone. You can spank me, if that’s what you like. I know other games you might like to play, but they’re just games. I’ll tell you when I’m in the mood to play a game, then we’ll mutually decide what game we’ll play. I am not in a game-playing mood now. I’m in a loving mood, and I’m loving you. I bought you something.” “Yeah, I heard you are having my MG fixed.” “Not that, something sexy. It’s on your bed.” “Well, let’s go check it out.” On the bed was a pair of leopard skin pattern speedo briefs so thin they looked like they’d blow away with a puff of air. She knelt before him and held them open as though for him to step in, saying, “Take your pants off. Let’s try them on. Wear them for me, and I’ll clean you with my tongue afterward.” John grabbed the briefs and tossed them to his dresser, saying, “I’ll try them on later.” Judy frowned and stood. John said, “You look a bit tired. Why don’t you lie down on my bed.” This brought a smile to her face. She reclined on her back in the center of the bed after kicking off her heels. She stretched her arms overhead and ran her fingers along the notches. John sat at her hip, facing her head, and trailed his fingers up the inside of her left leg while his other hand toyed with her compressed tits, now arching skyward. As he rubbed her tits, she said, “So, is number twenty-five reserved for anyone special?” “Yes.” “Anyone I know?” His finger stroked through her moist slit as he said, “Oh, yes. You know her intimately.” “Does she have any hair on her vagina?” John peered between her legs after he forced her legs wide. He examined every inch with a rude finger then said, “Nope, her cunt’s as bald as a baby’s ass.” This time, she laughed, then raised her head to watch him toying with her clit. She said, “John, you’re impossible. I’d much prefer you called it a vagina. There’s times when street talk is appropriate, but not during foreplay. Actually, nasty talk turns me on when I’m nearing my climax, but never during foreplay.” He slipped a finger inside and began a crude finger fucking motion saying, “Is that what this is called? I thought it was finger banging. Your cunt sure recovered fast. I thought Bonnie ruined you.” Joy struggled up on one elbow and stopped the assault with a firm hand, saying, “John, stop being crude and grabby. I find this behavior very upsetting. Touch me gently, softly, and whisper sweet nothings in my ear. I respond to that. I turn off to being finger banged. Forget what happened down there. I don’t want to be reminded. As for my vagina recovering [she smiled] I work on that with vaginal exercises. I think you’ll find me nice and tight when I squeeze your penis while it’s inside me. Touch me gently and you’ll find out.” “Other girls aren’t this much trouble.” Hurt and angry, she said, “If you want other girls, what are you doing with me?” “I want you, too, Mom. I want you to be number twenty-five.” Judy sat up and took John by the shoulders, looking deep in his eyes. She said, “Let’s start over. I think this mother son thing is getting in our way. You know, I think I’d like to call you Robert. Why don’t you call me Ann.” “I’d rather call you whore.” Through a pained face, she said, “WHAT?” “Yeah, I always dreamed of having a whore for a mother. I fantasize a lot about you being a whore that’s always out fucking guys. You’re always horny and acting slutty, and you like when I call you a whore.” Judy pushed John away, then got up off the bed, saying, “I was such a fool to think you were any different than any other man. I thought you cared about me as a woman, but to you, I’m just another slut for your headboard. Well, I have news for you, mister; I am not a whore, and you can start looking for another number twenty-five.” At the door, she paused to say, “I’m not blaming you. I’m mad at myself. You were just being you; I was just being an old fool. I won’t hold any of this against you. Let’s just try to get along, okay?” “Sure, but I’ll keep twenty-five open for a couple of weeks, just in case you change your mind.” “Suit yourself, but I seriously doubt that.” Judy went to the top of the stairs and called Joy to her bedroom. Joy entered and found Judy, face down in a pillow, sobbing, her cute little shaved pussy peeking out from between her legs. Joy sat on the bed at her hip and laid a hand comfortingly on the back of Judy’s right thigh. She then began rubbing in circles. Judy turned her head on the pillow to look at Joy, saying, “Joy, I’m such a fool. You were so right. You were right about everything.” “I know, I know. At least it didn’t take you long to find out.” Joy’s massaging hand made bigger circles and were soon riding up on Judy’s bare ass cheek. Judy ignored this intimate massage and said, “Yes, but not before I made a complete ass of myself in front of everyone. I know why you did what you did. You were trying to bring me to my senses, weren’t you?” Joy’s hand crossed over, brushing over wet pussy lips on their way to the left cheek and thigh, saying, “True, but I still had a ball doing it. You did make an ass of yourself, but thanks to me, the girls were prepared. You didn’t shock them. They were quite amused. You look good eating pussy.” Again, Joy’s hand crossed over, only this time each finger made firm contact and got wet in the passing. Judy felt the cool trail drying on the far cheek as the fingers continued to wipe themselves dry on fresh skin. It felt good. She said, “Yeah, I’ll bet they were amused. Actually, I want to thank you for doing what I never could. They needed that talk. I’m sure, if you covered dog sex, you covered everything.” This time, Joy reached the crack of Judy’s ass and turned her fingers down, then massaged between Judy’s legs, saying, “Yeah, I covered the shit out of dog sex. They had a million questions. I was very thorough, so you needn’t hide in shame. You’re still the mom and the bread winner. They still respect you, and love you, even though you never fucked a dog.” “They really admire you for that, don’t they?” “Yes, they do.” “I’ve been a good girl, and they think I’m sick.” “They just think you’re very hard-up and horny, that’s all.” Joy’s massage was more a masturbation from the rear as her fingers slightly delved inside the hole and rubbed the clit on each pass. Judy signaled her acceptance of this obscene service by moving her legs apart. Joy signaled her understanding by sending her two middle fingers deep in the hole as Judy said, “Tell me about the dogs. I know I always shut you off, but now I’m curious. You said you showed the girls pictures. I didn’t know you had pictures.” “Five albums full in my room. Did you think that one you saw was the first?” “No, but I thought Jack would have any others.” “He has albums too. That one he took and mailed was the worst one. It didn’t even show the dog’s dick in me. He needed something current. We hadn’t taken any pictures in years. We had plenty.” “What’s it like, really, to live the way you did. Those first years with Jack must have been pure hell.” “Those were the best years. I was on a sexual high for the first three years. Everything was new and exciting. After a while, that shit gets old. It never got boring, but it did get old.” “You once told me he made you wear a dog collar everywhere.” “Yes, for the first three years. Remember, it had the inscription, ‘Bitch Whore’ engraved on a brass plate. Wear something like that to the Piggly Wiggly and see if your cunt doesn’t wake up.” “I can’t even imagine how you got away with that. Didn’t you get arrested every time you left the house?” “Not once. I was cited a dozen times for public indecency, but never arrested. Those are like speeding tickets and they usually come with a fuck from the cop.” “That’s unreal. You wore it everywhere?” “Sometimes, I’d wear a turtle neck sweater or a scarf. It all depended on where I was going and what I was doing. I got used to it in time, and the last year, I hardly ever hid it. Why, are you thinking of getting one? I still have mine.” Judy laughed. “That would be a trip, me wearing a dog collar.” “Yeah, that’s right, you have a job. They probably wouldn’t like that around the office.” “You don’t know Gary Edwards. He’d love it. In his business, that would be a plus. He wheels and deals with some of the sickest, skuzziest perverts around; besides, we don’t deal with the general public. The office I work in is private. No, if I ever showed up wearing a dog collar that said ‘Bitch Whore’ on it, I’d be screwed royally. It would be open season on pretty Judy McDuff. My lesbian front wouldn’t stop him if he saw me wearing that.” “It’s a front? You sure fooled us.” Judy laughed and said, “I got carried away, didn’t I?” “Just a little bit, but I didn’t mind.” “I recall.” A pregnant pause followed, then Judy said, “He wants to treat me like a whore, Joy. John does. He wants to call me a whore. He expects me to smile when he calls me a whore.” “Look at the surprise on my face.” “I can’t believe what I made you do to your beautiful hair. God, I am so sorry.” “Hair grows back.” “Joy, when you’re finished playing with my pussy, and I do want you to finish, I want you to go get that credit card from my purse along with any cash you find. There should be over a hundred. Don’t ever give that card back to me. As long as you’re here, and you can stay as long as you want, I’ll clear that five-hundred dollar line of credit each month. I won’t ever threaten you with having to leave. I don’t care what you do. You have my word.” “Judy, I love you. You just lifted the world from my shoulders.” “You deserve a better sister than me. I’m scum. I’m a slut. You are too, but you have the courage to live your life with your head held high. I’m a chicken-shit slut with my head in the sand.” “You can always pull your head from the sand. John will still be after you. You still need to protect the girls; although, to tell you the truth, they don’t want protecting. They are both wannabe sluts.” “Yeah, I got that impression while I was fondling John’s cock. They were eager to see me pull it free of his shorts. I suppose I need to put those girls on the pill. I don’t expect you to protect them. If I came home and found you holding Bonnie’s legs apart for John, I would not be at all surprised or upset.” “That’s good to know. And if John’s fucking me?” “I’ll hold your legs apart. Have at him. You two were made for each other.” “And what about you?” “I guess I’ll take one day at a time and try to put Humpty Dumpty back together again. I can’t go back to being plain old Mom, I know that. I’m putting this slut on the pill first thing tomorrow. After holding that boy’s cock, I know I’m in trouble if he catches me in the right mood and approaches me the right way. Knowing you, he’ll get good coaching.” “Well, I’m happy to see you have the proper attitude. I would like to see your notch on his headboard. It might interest you to know who number one was. Remember we guessed that it was an adult, that whoever started him off taught him the ropes of seduction. We were right, but you’ll shit when you hear who it was.” “If I’m going to shit, get your thumb out of my ass.” “It was Mom, Judy. He screwed our mother, and he’s still screwing her about once a week.” Judy twisted half around, total shock registering on her aroused face as she cried, “I don’t believe it! That can’t be true.” “It is. I confronted her about it right after he told me. She broke down and fessed up. You can call her if you want. I’m not lying. That’s where he was tonight. Dad’s at a gun show. He took his little bimbette there and they had a threesome. Mom put him up to asking you to lick his dick clean. She told me to look for that to happen, then call her back if it did.” Judy’s head fell to the pillow. She got up on her knees to present Joy a provocative target for her masturbatory massage, saying, “The bastard tried to make her happy. You know damn well he dipped his dick in Mom’s twat last.” “He’s a pip, ain’t he?” “Oh, he’s a pip all right. He’s a pip like his dad. Mom has some nerve. You know those notches started over two years ago, and she gave him that headboard. I thought that was a strange gift to give a thirteen-year-old boy for Christmas, but there it was. Now I remember when I first told her he was carving notches in it. She said, ‘It’s his headboard, he can carve on it if he wants.’ That sly bitch gave my son a trophy headboard and taught him how to put the notches on it.” “She is a stinker.” “Jesus Christ. Oh, Joy, that feels so good! Keep doing that and I’ll drench your fingers.” Joy pulled her hand away and gave Judy a playful parting slap on the ass, saying, “Sorry, kid, but I want to leave you horny and frustrated.” Judy collapsed, then rolled to her back, pleading, “Why, because I ruined your hair?” “No, I just want to. I’d like you to talk to John, and I want you horny when you do.” “Again, why?” “He’ll try to fuck you, and I don’t think you’re in any condition to resist.” “You’re right, but I can’t risk it. I’m ovulating, Joy. That’s why I’m acting so weird and so horny.” “That wasn’t going to stop you a while ago.” “This is super dumb, but I was in-love. I didn’t care. I was going to let John decide. If he wanted to get me pregnant, I was willing. I’m not willing now. No way do I want that shithead’s rug rat. He’d take me down to the pool hall, barefoot in my ninth month, and show me off to his buddies. I can see him patting my big belly saying, “Yeah, I knocked up the bitch. I’m all man.” “Yeah, I picture that too. That’s why I want you to take the risk.” “I’ll talk to him, if that will please you. I owe you that much, but don’t get your hopes up about me letting him screw me. I can’t let that happen, and there’s no way I’d trust him to pull out. Not now, anyway.” “I understand, but I think this will be an even match. I think it’s a fifty fifty shot, but I’m going to go talk with John first to give him a few pointers. I think that will make it a seventy-five/twenty-five chance that he’ll at least get to fuck you. Give me five minutes with him, then you have to spend one hour with him, here, in your bedroom, dressed just as you are. Oh, and me and the girls get to sit in chairs and watch quietly. Do we have a deal?” “I don’t want to get pregnant, Joy.” “Then don’t let him stick his dick in your pussy.” “If you talk to him the odds will be 100% in his favor.” “You owe me, Judy. I didn’t want to fall back on the haircut, but look at me. It’ll take me at least nine months to look decent again. We’ll be in the same boat if you fuck up. The odds will still be fifty/fifty, though.” “How do you figure?” “Look, if you get him to agree to pull out because you are ovulating, I’d say the odds are even Steven. He might; he might not. I honestly think he’ll honor your request, or want to. I think a lot depends on you at the time of ejaculation. If you remind him, he’ll probably pull out. If you get caught up in the throes of passion and forget, you’re fucked. Again, I think those odds are fifty/fifty, too. Anyway you look at it, you have a fifty/fifty chance of ending up pregnant if you meet with him for one hour.” “I don’t know, Joy.” “Let’s sweeten the pot. We both know he’s going to fuck you. If he cums in you, you become his whore for one year. That means you fuck when he wants, how he wants, and who he wants. You can deny him nothing. If he wants to see you sucking pussy, you suck pussy. That means if he wants you pregnant, and tonight fails, he can keep on trying. If he wants you putting on doggie fuck and suck shows, you will. Conversely, if he fucks you but no sperm winds up in your pussy, I’ll be his whore for a year, and I’ll let him knock me up. To further sweeten the deal, if he doesn’t fuck you, I’ll be your sex slave for as long as you want me.” “All right, Joy. You’ve just given me the incentive to win. He’s not fucking me. I want you, Joy. I would love to have you as a sex slave. I don’t have to let him touch me, and he can’t know anything except that if he fucks me, he gets a whore. That’s got to be part of the deal.” “All right, he must ask permission to do anything sexual, including touching.” “Go get the girls. Go talk to him, then send him in.” “That’s the spirit. This will be fun. You’ll see.” “Oh yeah, loads of fun. Possibly nine fucking months worth of fun for somebody.”


     *


John was on his bed slowly jacking off when Joy walked in. She gave his cock a few pumps, then said, “Kid, you are about to enter the contest of your stud career that will test your true abilities, and you’ll be on your own. Your mother and I agreed on a contest. She has to spend one hour with you on her bed, wearing what she had on when you last saw her. You can’t do anything sexual to her without first obtaining permission, but your goal is to fuck her. If you fuck her, you’ll get a whore for a year that will do anything you want, anything. Your whore can refuse you nothing.” “Mom went along with this? If I fuck her, she’ll be my whore?” “I didn’t say that. I said if you fuck her, you’ll wind up with a whore. It’ll be her or me depending on a side bet we have that you can’t be privy to. Well, are you up to the challenge?” John sat up, excitement written all over his face. “Fuck, yes! I know I can fuck her in ten minutes. In an hour, I can fuck her three times. I can fuck her in the mouth, ass, and pussy in that time.” “You just see that you fuck her pussy, and don’t be over confident. She has a lot riding on this. She can control what she thinks, and you can’t touch her. Don’t go in there all cocky, swaggering, and confident. If you never made love before, you’d better learn how fast. If you don’t know foreplay, you’re not dipping your dick in anything moist.” “I know what she must have told you, but I’m an expert at foreplay. I can make any woman cum without touching her. She’s fucked, Joy. I guarantee it.” Joy stood smiling and said, “You’re on stage in one minute, stud. By the way, your sisters and I will be watching and rooting for you, but don’t think about us being there. You concentrate on Mommy. Good luck.” “Wait! What the fuck happened to your hair?” “Your mother made me take shears to it so you’d look at her and not me. Cool, huh?” “Yeah, real cool.” Judy had a few minutes alone with her daughters. They had brought chairs with them and set the chairs at the foot of the bed. Judy explained the wager, even the side bet. She warned them not to say a word, and told them there was no chance they’d be seeing a sex show, so they needn’t look so eager. Joy returned earlier than expected and took her seat between Brenda and Bonnie as Judy moved to the center of the bed, straightened her top, pressed her knees together, and reclined on two pillows, saying, “You didn’t tell him about our side bet, did you?” “No, all he knows is that he gets a whore for a year if he gets his dick in your pussy. He knows it will be you or me, but he doesn’t know how that’s to be determined. And don’t you tell him, either.” “I won’t, but it doesn’t matter. He’s not getting that far. Go ahead and smile, but I have never been more determined, and I don’t have an aroused cell in my body. The sooner this is over with the better. After that, they’ll be leaving, but you’ll be staying a long time. You can start practicing tongue exercises.” When the door opened, Judy looked, then immediately dropped her head to the pillow. She looked at a point on the ceiling and began reciting the Lord’s prayer: “Our father, who art in heaven, hollowed be thy name…” John entered wearing only the leopard skin briefs. He smiled to Joy and the girls, then advanced to the bed. He crawled up and laid alongside his mother without touching any part of her with any part of him. He laid his head on the pillow with his mouth by her ear. She continued her prayer, focused in space, her arms held stiffly at her sides with her legs held tightly together. He talked softly over her words, saying, “Mom, I’m sorry for the way I acted. I was a jerk, but I had to do that. [Judy kept reciting the Lord’s prayer, but in a lower voice where she could hear what he was saying.] I knew I had screwed up earlier this morning. I went after you the I would any other girl. I never would have had the courage to try, but I spied on you and Joy when you went into the kitchen. I heard you talking about my cock, and talking horny.” Judy was on her third Lord’s prayer, but missing words unless it goes: “Our kingdom done, our will be come.” John talked on, saying, “I saw you feeling up Joy, and I saw you differently. I thought I had a chance to realize a dream I’d had for years and years. Mom, I’ve wanted you as far back as I can remember. Even as a little kid, I’d get hardons thinking about you naked. Just looking at your sexy legs got my little dick hard. I thought I had a chance, so I went for it the only way I knew how, by making the chick fall in love with me. I’m good at that. It never fails. I wasn’t thinking about how that might hurt you. I was only thinking of myself. I wanted it that badly. I didn’t care how that might affect you.” And Judy said, “Forgive us this day our daily bread and give us our trespasses…” “When I got home, Joy told me how upset you were, how crazy you were acting. She told me what a dumb thing that was to do, and I felt really bad.” Judy stopped praying to say, “So you ran right out and fucked somebody.” “No, I went and got laid twice, hoping by doing so I’d be able to control myself when I saw you again. I knew I had to undo the damage I’d done, but I was afraid that if you even looked at me with those sexy eyes, I’d melt. I didn’t dare come home horny. That’s why it took so long. I couldn’t get you out of my mind.” “Four score and seven years ago, our fathers which art in heaven..” “I knew I had to treat you rotten if you had that lovie look in your eyes. I hated to do it, Mom. I really did, but I knew I had to make you stop loving me that way even if it cost me the one thing I wanted more than anything in the world—you on my headboard. I really am a jerk, Mom, but I’m not that bad a jerk. The truth is, I love you and respect you. I adore you, but I still want to fuck you and add you to my list of conquests. I still do.” Judy stopped talking and got up to face John on one elbow. She looked him in the eyes and said, “John, you look right in my eyes and tell me what you just said is the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.” John looked hard in her eyes and said, “I swear on my love for you, not romantic love, but the love a son has for his mother, every word I said is the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me God.” Judy got up on her knees, and John got up to receive her hug. Judy embraced him tightly while saying, “Oh, John, I just knew you couldn’t be like that.” She broke the embrace to cup his face in her hands, saying, “Everything you said makes sense, now. You’re good, John, you are so good. I fell head over heels in love with you. I haven’t felt like that in years, but don’t worry, I’m wide awake now. I see what happened. I was starving for intimate affection. I was ripe for the plucking, and I admire you for not taking advantage of me in that condition.” She turned to Joy and said, “And dear sister, I love you more than ever for what you said to him. I would have thought you’d tell him to go for the kill. Joy, that was really sweet.” “Sweet, schmeet, fuck the kid. You owe him.” Judy smiled, then returned her gaze to John, saying, “I know why you’re here, but I can’t let you fuck me. I can’t explain now, but after this hour is up, after I get on the pill anyway, I’m going to give you the best fuck you ever had. And, I want it raunchy dirty, too. I’m ovulating, John. That’s part of the problem. I can’t take any chances. You’re a scoundrel, and I know that. I’ll make it up to you, though. When you call me a whore, I’ll smile big, even in front of your friends.” “You know I have to try, don’t you?” “I know, but I’m telling you straight out, you may not put your magnificent cock in my very wet and horny pussy. There is one thing we can do that I’m sure you’ll like. Remember what I said I’d do if you’d wear these briefs? I’m still willing, and they came for a show. I’d hate to disappoint them.” “Mom, there’s something I have to tell you about that.” Judy smiled and said, “I know. Joy told me. I don’t care. Maybe the girls don’t know. Why don’t you tell them.” John turned to his sisters and said, “I’ve been fucking Grandma for several years. She was my first, in fact. I fucked her right before I came home. Grandma wanted me to get Mom to clean my dick and balls with her tongue.” Bonnie said, “Yeah, we know. Joy told us. Let her do it, John. We want to see Mom lick Grandma’s pussy juice off your cock. She loves pussy juice.” Judy said, “Hear that, John? We have the audience in the palm of our hands. Why don’t you lie across the foot of the bed where they can all get a good look at this. Let’s give them a good performance. Let me know if you feel like cumming. I want to jack you off in my face.” John got in position on his back, his stiff dick stretched the fabric to its limits. The waist band was stretched two inches clear of his washboard stomach, and a dark spot stained the material that went over the crown of his dick. Judy knelt facing the girls and began untying the top, saying, “I think I should be naked for this.” Judy stripped her blouse off in a sexy tease, then rolled her nipples and molded her breasts. She then stood on the bed and undulated her loins while teasingly removing the belt. She ran a finger into her moist slit, then entered her hole for a sensual finger fuck. She withdrew the finger and sucked it, bringing smiles to everyone. She stood naked with her legs apart. She framed her sex and did a bump and grind. She then dropped to her knees and kissed the wet spot over the head of John’s dick. She took the waist band in her teeth and tugged it over the top and down past his balls. John’s arching cock shot up, pulsing with his heartbeat. Judy used her hands to work the briefs down his legs and off with a twirl. Joy said, “Wait, Judy. Let me get Mom on the phone. I know she’d like a blow-by-blow.” Judy said, “I’m sure she would. Go ahead, but I don’t want to talk to her.” Joy got up and used the remote phone to make the call. She returned to her seat as Emily answered. “Mom, this is Joy. You’ll never guess what I’m looking at….Okay, you guessed….yes, they’re right in front of Brenda, Bonnie, and me, stark naked on Judy’s bed. John’s lying on his back across the foot of the bed, and Judy is kneeling at his hip ready to lick his slimy dick….No, it wasn’t her idea. I thought of calling you, but Judy liked the idea….Yes, she knows….It was my pleasure….No, she’s waiting for my go-ahead. I’m waiting for yours….” Joy looked to Judy and said, “Start licking your mother’s pussy juice off your son’s cock. Her words, not mine.” Joy returned to the phone, saying, “Yes, Mother, she’s licking up and down the shaft….Yes, we’re all leaning forward with our elbows on the edge of the mattress. We want to see that she’s licking it good, and she is….She’s making a face, but a pleasant face. She has this look that says she’d love to lick the cunt that could produce such a wonderful flavor….I’ll pass that on. Hold on…. “Mom said she’ll spread her legs wide for your tongue any time.” Judy stopped to say, “Tell her I’ll take her up on that offer.” “Did you hear that, Mom?…I agree, she’ll make an excellent cunt lapper. The taste certainly agrees with her. She just noticed all the wet areas around the base of his cock, and she’s now licking the wet part of his nut sack….She’s in heaven, Mom. She’s changing positions. John wants her pussy over his face. There, she’s straddling his head and sucking his cock….Yes, he’s starting with thigh nibbles….Bonnie’s got her head in the way…there, that’s better. He’s nibbling all around it, just like you taught him….Yes, he’s driving her mad. She can’t keep it still….Okay, hold on.” “Mom wants to know if you’ll bring John by sometime and lick them while they fuck.” Joy spoke to the phone, saying, “She has a mouthful of cock right now, Mother, but she nodded eagerly….Yes, she is a horny little bitch. She has Brenda playing with her tits, and Bonnie’s at the other end fingering her pussy. Correction, now she’s fingering her asshole….I’ll check….Yes, he’s eating her pussy, but he had no choice. She’s fucking his face. Judy suddenly spun around and laid over John, taking his head in her hands. Joy held the phone beside their mouths. With a face filled with uncontrolled lust, Judy said, “I want your cock in me, John. If you swear you’ll pull out before you cum, we’ll try fucking. Look me in the eyes. Promise me.” “I promise. I swear to you; I’ll pull out in time. Please let me fuck you.” “John, listen closely. I want this as much as you do, but you can’t cum in my pussy. I’ll hate you if you break your promise.” “I wouldn’t do that to you, Mom. I swear I wouldn’t. I know that would get you pregnant. I know you’d have to have the baby. I’m not that perverted.” “John, I’m going to trust you, but if you let me down, you can kiss that MG goodbye. I mean that. I’m going to be on top. I want you to have your hands under you. I’ll know when you’re about to cum if you’re anything like your father. If I feel those signs, and you haven’t said anything, I’ll get off and never get on again. Do you understand?” “Mom, I gave my word. I can control my orgasm if you go slow. If you start going fast, I’ll even warn you to slow down. I’ll know long before I cum, especially since I’ve had three nuts in the past two hours. I don’t cum easy the forth time.” Judy smiled and said, “I’ll make it good. When you’re ready, let me know. I want to suck the cum out of your mother fucking nuts and swallow every drop.” “I like that better than a twat shot anyway.” “I thought you might. Okay, lie lengthwise on the bed with your knees over the foot of the bed. I want to mount you backwards so I can face everyone. I want them to get a good look at your big cock going up my pussy.” The girls took their seats as John and Judy got in position. She had to squat to get her pussy high enough for entry. Both girls were leaning forward with their hands folded on John’s thighs and their chins on their hands, looking at the cock poised to enter their mother’s pussy just inches away. Joy was sitting back smugly giving Emily the blow-by-blow as Judy slowly sank on the stiff shaft. When she sat with John’s pubic hairs matted beneath her cunt lips, Joy held the phone to Judy’s lips to capture the swoon. Judy sat impaled and said, “Oh, fuck, this feels so damn good. Thank you, Mother. Thank you for making this possible.” Judy checked to insure John still had his hands under his ass before slowly settling to her knees and beginning a steady ride up and down the shaft to go along with a rocking motion that continually changed the angle. She fucked herself on the bottom half of his cock, enjoying the raptured looks the girls had on their faces. Brenda was on her left; Bonnie was on the right. Judy leaned back on straight arms affording them an even better look at their joined genitals as she moved her pussy up and down the shaft. Judy addressed Brenda, saying, “Do you like watching your brother’s big cock fucking your mother’s bald pussy, sweetheart?” Brenda looked up, smiled, and said, “Yeah, I really do. You like it, don’t you?” “I love it. I’ll bet this is making your pussy wet, isn’t it?” “Yeah.” “Let me see your wet pussy, Brenda. Show Mommy.” Brenda blushed, looked to Joy for the nod, then sat back in her seat and hiked her skirt. She had no panties on. She bashfully parted her legs to reveal the pink, wet slit. Judy smiled and said, “That’s a pretty pussy, Brenda. Did you shave it?” This inspired Brenda to finger her slit teasingly as she said, “No, Joy did.” “That figures.” Judy turned to Bonnie and said, “Are you getting


off on this too?” “Yeah, wanna see my wet pussy?” “Of course I do.” Bonnie eagerly sat back and brought her legs up making a wide ‘V’. She pulled her tight lips apart to show her wet pussy hole, saying, “She shaved mine, too. Do you like my pussy, Mom? Would you like to lick it and suck it?” “I love your pussy, sweetheart. I’d love to eat you all up. I’ll bet you want this cock, too, don’t you?” “Yeah, can I try it next.” “We’ll see. When the time comes, I’ll hold your legs apart. First, you and Brenda are getting on the pill.” Judy addressed herself to Joy, saying, “As for you, I have big plans for your ass. Wipe that smug grin off your face. You haven’t won shit. John will honor his word. He’s no dummy. He knows where his bread is buttered. He knows if he keeps his word, he’ll have his whore and he’ll have his mommy anytime he wants her. I’ll tell you something else, smartass. He’ll be nice to his mommy. He’ll give her what she wants. Mommy wants a pussy slave, not a sex slave, a pussy slave. Guess who?” Joy smiled and said, “You talk big for a slut with a virile cock up her fertile twat. You know what happens every time you get over confident. I’d think you would know better by now.” “No, Joy. You went and out-smarted yourself this time. I’m going to get everything I want, and you’re fucked. I’m not the gullible and trusting kid you molested and took advantage of twenty years ago. My eyes are wide open, now. You think I’m going to get carried away and beg him to cum in my pussy. I won’t. I can fuck like this all day long and not loose it. If John wants to cum before his hour is up, he’d better tell me. You lose, Buckwheat.” “I never lose, and you never learn.” “We’re going to change that starting today. You’re going to be fucking and sucking dogs to amuse me and the kids. We’re going to watch your belly grow, and when you’re not getting screwed, your face will be wedded to my cunt. Babs taught me how to appreciate the joy of pussy, giving and receiving, but I prefer receiving. I’m going to fuck your face all over this house, my little pussy slave.” “Promises, promises.” “Go ahead, make fun. We’ll see who laughs last. If you think the family liked that poorly made shot of you screwing Mickey and the dog, wait till they see the album I’m going to make. I’ll get you over John with his dick in your ass, and have the dog mount you while you face him the way I am now. I’ll put his paws on your tits and take the shot up your leg so I get a good picture of the dog’s cock in your pussy with your face in the frame. I’ll take pictures of you sucking dog cocks while they cum in your mouth. That dog collar goes back on, too, bitch. Bitch whore. Oh, I have big plans for you. Laugh all you want.” “Brenda, you wouldn’t know where to begin when it comes to humiliating a woman. I’ll teach you. I’ll show you how to be a good bitch whore. I’ll show you what a pussy slave is. I see you’re not so confident that you’ll let him get his hands free. I see you keep checking. You wouldn’t be talking shit if your positions were reversed, would you?” “All right, Joy. I’ll show you. I trust him implicitly.” Judy dismounted and laid on her back beside John. She said, “John, get over me and fuck me hard and fast. Pull out when you’re ready, then get your cock up to my mouth.” John smiled and knelt between her widespread legs as the girls scampered up on either side of their mother. John took his mother by the hip bones in a firm grip, then drove his cock home. He slammed into her repeatedly, and Judy got a concerned look when she felt the first swelling of the head and he hadn’t said anything. The fucking was driving her mad, but her anxiety rose with it. Another strong sign went by and John was still hammering away. She grasped his wrists and said, “John, you’d better pull out now.” “I don’t think so, Mom.” Judy’s face lit-up with alarm as she struggled to pull herself up, crying, “John stop! John, stop right now! Do you hear me? I said STOP!” John stopped, but held her tightly in his grasp, keeping her locked on his cock. Her prying hands were useless against his iron grip. She looked daggers at him as he said, “Sorry, Mom, but you gave away your private side bet. I know what the deal is now. If I don’t cum in you, I get Joy. If I do, I get you. I want you to be my whore. That way, I get two whores for the price of one. Joy already is a whore. She’ll be my whore regardless, but you’re the whore I must have. I’m sorry, but you should have known better than to trust a stiff dick. Didn’t your mother teach you anything?” “John, no, listen to me. You don’t understand what you’re doing. You can’t do this to me. Think of the car, John.” “Mom, I can earn enough in one year of selling your pussy to buy a new Jag. As a whore, you’re worth your weight in gold.” “Oh, John, please don’t do this to me. I’m your mother. You promised. For God’s sake, you can’t let Joy win. She’ll ruin me if she gets a chance. I believed in you. I trusted you.” “I lied. I’ll tell you what I’ll do, though. Let me run this situation by my mentor. I’ll do what she says. I’ll need to use my hands, so if you’ll lock your ankles around my waist, I’ll see what she says. If I feel you loosen your grip, I’ll catch you in time and cum in you so fast it will make your eyes water.” Judy hooked her ankles behind his back and said, “All right, John. Ask her.” “Pull your cunt up tight, and keep my cock in tight.” “All right. Is this better?” “Yes, but keep me good and hard by grinding your cunt on my cock, and play with your pussy while you do.” Judy reluctantly followed his instructions as Brenda and Bonnie each placed fingers on the nearest labia lip and pulled to expose the point of entry and the clit. Judy had to use one hand to support her lower back as the other rubbed her clit. She managed to hump and grind on the last inch of his cock in this way, but felt like she was being forced to dig her own grave. John let go as she said, “I’m afraid I might make you cum if I keep this up.” “You might. I’m very close, but you keep it up. Relax, and I’ll give you a sperm douche. Joy, hand me the phone.” Judy’s mind was in turmoil. Forced to fuck with the finest cock she’d ever had deep in her neglected pussy; and forced to masturbate at the same time while her daughters assisted and stared from close up at her pussy working over their brother’s cock; being forced to dig her own grave under these bizarre conditions could not help but turn her on. As much as she hated to admit it, she found herself excited by the situation beyond her wildest dreams. When it occurred to her that her mother would most likely stop the madness, a strong feeling of disappointment swept over her adding to her mental conflict. She listened for clues as John took the phone and said, “Hello, Grandma….yes, it’s me. I’ve got this fertile bitch humping my cock. She doesn’t want me to get her pregnant. The trouble is, the bitch is my mother, your daughter. Tell me what to do.” John placed the phone to Judy’s ear to receive the reply. Judy heard, “Cum in her pussy, John. Fuck her good. Pump that sperm in her womb, sweetheart. Knock the bitch up. Make your mother pregnant for me, sweetheart.” The first sentence made Judy screw herself harder on the cock while rubbing her clit furiously. Each additional statement sent her closer to orgasm. When her mother made the last statement, she was just about to go over the edge. John drew back the phone without having heard a word. No one heard what Emily said but Judy. He saw by the expression on his mother’s face that she didn’t take the news well. She still hadn’t slowed down, though. She was sending mixed signals, and the signals were mixed in her own head. John said, “Well, what’s the verdict, Mom? Do I get you pregnant, or what?” “You knew very well what she’d say.” “I haven’t a clue. I’m not even going to ask her. I’m going to trust you to tell me the truth.” “She told you to cum in my pussy. John, I’m begging you not to.” Both parts of her confused brain got their two cents in with this reply. John was amused that she would tell the truth. It was clear to everyone that he enjoyed the game, and John especially enjoyed not having to use his hands or do any of the work that was leading to his mother’s downfall. He liked watching her dig her own grave, and was especially pleased by the way she shoveled. He paused to watch her grind her cunt on his cock while fingering her clit, then said, “I’ll be fair. I’ll put it to a vote. If anyone says don’t cum in her pussy, I won’t cum in your pussy. Joy?” “Cum in her pussy, John.” He turned to Bonnie. Judy turned to Bonnie though she knew what her answer would be. For appearances sake, she earnestly pleaded, “Bonnie, please say no, please!” Bonnie smiled her devilish smile and Judy’s heart sank at the same time that it began beating more rapidly. Bonnie said, “Make her pregnant, John. Cum in Mom’s pussy. You need a Jag.” As mood swings do, Judy suddenly came to her senses with the impending reality of one final thumbs down vote. She stopped fucking herself on John’s cock and removed her hands. Judy quicky turned to Brenda, her only real hope anyway. She cupped Brenda’s face and pleaded, “Oh, Brenda, my sweetheart. You’re my only hope. Please, baby, please don’t fail me! Don’t turn Mommy into a whore, a pregnant whore. Oh my god, a bitch whore. Brenda! Joy will make me fuck dogs and wear a disgusting dog collar with the words ‘Bitch Whore’ on it. She’d make me wear it everywhere, outside, to work, to your school functions, here in the neighborhood. She’ll make me a true bitch whore and she’ll make damn sure everyone knows. Don’t let that happen to me. Honey, you can’t allow Joy to win.” No one knew what Brenda was going to say, not Joy, not John, not Judy, but Judy had hope. Brenda was closest to her. Brenda was always the level-headed one and the least likely to give her any trouble. She was a good girl, showed respect, and minded her mother. Judy counted on Brenda’s basic goodness to come through despite the excitement of the previous hour of debauchery she’d been an eager party to. Brenda felt the tension and made things worse for her mother by not giving her answer right away. As Judy started to offer further pleas, Brenda placed a finger on her mother’s lips to shush her. This silenced Judy as she looked down at the ominous finger with wide eyes. That finger pressed hard as it moved off the lips and onto the chin, making her bottom lip flip back as it left.” Judy heard Joy exclaim excitedly into the phone, “Oh, mother, this is beautiful. Brenda won’t give her answer. She silenced her mother with a finger to the lips, and now she’s trailing that finger down Judy’s neck. Judy is sweating bullets, but she knows she’d better not say anything else or she’ll get an answer she doesn’t want to hear….Yes, Brenda is being so cool. You’d be so proud of her. She isn’t swayed one iota by her mother’s predicament. She has her own mind, and Brenda will do what Brenda wants to do.” The finger moved down Judy’s neck and began trailing idly over her chest, over tit flesh, around nipples, slowly, teasingly, with everyone’s eyes following her finger. Judy was afraid to speak. She watched with the others, lying stone still with a big cock up her twat. This went on for maddening minutes. The finger went up her torso and down. Everyone had the feeling that moving up toward the face was a sign that she’d say ‘Don’t,’ but moving toward the pussy was a do-cum-in-her-pussy gesture. Judy had that feeling stronger than anyone else. Joy pegged the purpose by verbalizing her opinion as she narrated the event to Emily. When Joy spoke aloud what they were all thinking, Brenda’s finger took an immediate turn down. The finger turned up, but as a tease, because when it turned down, it always went lower than before. Judy found this tease maddening, but she dared not speak for fear of influencing the finger in a negative direction. She grew more anxious as the finger drifted lower and lower until it finally never went above the navel. As a further sign that Brenda had no intention of going up past the navel, she adjusted her position by lying alongside her mother in reverse, getting comfortable, raised on one elbow, overlooking the crotch. Judy knew the answer as Brenda agonizingly trailed that finger up one thigh and down the other, gradually zeroing in on her pussy. Oddly, the realization that Brenda was turning thumbs down on her swept away a great deal of anxiety. Once again, Judy’s mind focused on the delicious feel of her cock-stuffed cunt and the bizarre situation she found herself in. She was able to relax and watch with the others as Brenda continued to toy with her future so nonchalantly, as though deciding between vanilla or chocolate. Judy found herself enjoying the moment as everyone else seemed to be. She listened to one side of the on-going conversation that Joy was having with their mother. Joy made it easy to hear both sides, because she repeated practically everything Emily said. The overheard conversation not only influenced the course of Brenda’s finger, and Judy’s ultimate fate, but Judy’s attitude about that fate. Brenda liked to please people and win acceptance, and Joy was feeding that desire. Brenda quickly learned she could win the most favor from the most people by continuing the slow torture of her mother, and by ultimately saying, “Cum in her pussy.” While Brenda teased the area around her mother’s pussy, Judy listened as Joy said, “How is Judy taking it? She seems resigned to her fate. She doesn’t appear stressed out. She’s just watching the finger knowing full well it won’t come back up and save her….No, she hasn’t said a word to try and influence Brenda. She knows better….Yes, Brenda is still moving closer to Judy’s cunt. She hasn’t made an upward move in quite a while. Her target seems to be the clit. Perhaps Judy will hear her fate when Brenda touches her clit. Bonnie is pulling Judy’s cunt lips apart to make the clit a better target.” The clit was not the target. Brenda played with it, even giving it a few finger flicks. She pinched the clit, tugged on it, then rubbed the aroused nub, all in silence. Judy knew it was pointless to beg. Her fate was sealed. Slowly, while looking at John, she relaxed her grip and eased her feet to the mattress like a gunslinger forced to drop his gun belt. John was ready to grab hips, but he seemed to understand that she’d surrendered. They saw her go totally limp with her ass sinking to the mattress and her knees falling out, with the head of John’s cock lodged just inside the hole. The girls worked together to masturbate the idle fuckers, and they soon had Judy’s pelvis undulating on the head of John’s dick. A minute later, she’d planted her feet wide to each side and began humping the end of his dick. Another minute passed before she brought both hands under her ass and slowly began fucking herself on John’s cock; first, by inches, but soon by going the length of his shaft, all the while, Brenda kept fingering the clit and Bonnie teased the lips or fingered her asshole. John placed both hands on his hips and held himself steady. Judy was doing all the fucking, and fucking herself on the full length of his dick. Bonnie still hadn’t said a word, but she didn’t need to. Her purpose was clear, to make her mother fuck herself into preggo whoredom. Judy fucked herself on John’s cock with measured slowness, deliberately building to a climax. Once, when his cock inadvertently slipped out, she recaptured it with her cunt. That event amused everyone, so she began doing it deliberately. She would come completely off for seconds at a time, then seek the head to re-impale herself to the balls for a long, hard, cum-inducing grind. When nothing happened after fifteen or twenty seconds, she’d slow to a stop and slither off the end. Brenda took advantage of these breaks to slide her finger down the slit and into the hole. She’d relinquish the hole only when the cock was knocking at the door. The breaks became longer and longer, lasting full minutes. During breaks, Judy held herself up, opened wide to receive Brenda’s energetic finger fucking that turned to fist fucking when the breaks got longer. The attempts to get John to come became more intense and lasted longer also. She left no doubt in anyone’s mind that she was trying to make him cum in her pussy. After recapturing his cock, she’d slide down to the base in one motion. She fucked hard and fast with him deep in her cunt, her pelvis moving in a hundred different directions in a blur of motion. John didn’t seem to be cooperating. He was enjoying this too much, and looked to be counting backward from a hundred while Judy was trying to induce a cum. Judy was expending so much energy trying to make her son cum, that she had to take longer and longer breaks. In each of her previous attempts, she’d reached her own climax, and she was nearing exhaustion. She enjoyed the breaks as she caught her breath and watched both girls vying for space in her pussy. Both girls enjoyed fist fucking their mother, and Judy enjoyed being fist fucked while she caught her breath. The girls applied themselves diligently to the task of inspiring their mother to greater excess and determination for the next attempt. Brenda ate ten minutes off the clock playing her finger game. After a dozen attempts to get John to cum, the clock was ticking off the last minutes of the allotted hour. As she was about to attempt another assault, she heard Joy tell her mother there were three minutes and thirty seconds left. Rather than seeing that remaining time as the last stretch to the finish line and safety, Judy saw this as a challenge. She had less than four minutes to make him cum, and he still wasn’t cooperating. Judy realized she couldn’t beat John at this game without talking, so the next time she slithered down his rod and built up a good head of steam, she cried out, “Cum in my pussy, John. Fuck me. Make me your whore. Knock your whore up, sweetheart. Cum in your mother’s pussy. Fuck a baby in me, sweetheart! Show my pregnant ass off to your friends and make me earn you a Jag with my cunt.” That did the trick. John groaned out a long climax as he poured fertile seed into fertile ground. Judy hooked her legs around his waist, dug her heels into his ass, and milked the spend from his shooting cock as though taking a victory lap. When the spasms ended, she locked them together to let the sperm soak in with her pussy tightly plugged. At this time, Judy expected Brenda to say, “Don’t cum in her pussy.” Although it wasn’t in Brenda’s nature to pull such a cruel joke, it also wasn’t in her nature to fist-fuck her mother. Judy didn’t know what to expect from Brenda anymore. Brenda looked to her mother, then crawled over to lie across her chest, getting her face right over her mother’s, almost nose-to- nose to say, “I made up my mind.” Brenda’s wet finger trailed over her mother’s moving lips as Judy said, “You did. Well, what’s your decision?” “I want John to cum in your pussy and make a baby in you. Mostly, though, I want him to make you his whore. I think you’re going to make John an excellent whore, and I think the doggie album will be better with you staring in it.” After sucking the finger Brenda placed in her mouth, Judy said, “Well, you got your wish.” Bonnie said, “Can we get a dog, now, Aunt Joy?” Joy moved into view holding a wide, black velvet, jeweled dog collar. She held it for Judy to see the brass plate inscription that read: BITCH WHORE. She said, “I had to wear this for three years. I think it will look better on you.” Judy stared at the collar with resignation as Joy held the collar for John to inspect, saying, “She’s your whore, John. Would you like her to wear this around her neck.” John turned the collar in his hands, excitement written all over his face as he said, “Yeah, this is great!” “It comes with conditions. First, it snaps together to lock in place. I lost the tool that opens it, so once locked on, you’d have to cut it off and ruin it. If you’ll promise to leave it on for the full year, I’ll lock it on.” “Hell, yeah. I want it to stay on.” “There’s more. I don’t want her to cover the collar up: no turtle necks, no scarves, nothing. I want her to display it proudly in low-cut tops.” “No sweat. Mostly, she’ll be naked, but when she goes out, she’ll wear a bikini top or a blouse like she had on earlier.” “Excellent, but I want more. I want only micro minis on her and she is never to wear panties. I also have five-inch spike heels that match the collar. I want her to wear those when she goes out.” “Cool. I like it.” “There’s one last thing I insist on. You must have her tattooed with the words “BITCH WHORE.” You can decide where to place the tattoo and how big it is—no tattoo, no collar.” Judy looked to John at this alarming news even as Bonnie excitedly showed her preference by laying her hand on her mother’s chest saying, “Oh, John, do it. That will be so cool. Put it here on her chest. Make it big so she can’t hide it.” Brenda surprised Judy yet again by trying to sell another idea saying, “No, John, you have to put it on her legs.” When Judy heard this, her hand went into her crotch and she began masturbating. Brenda smiled on seeing this, then went on to say, “Think about what she might try to wear after this year is up. She can just wear sweaters or button her blouses to the top and hide Bonnie’s tattoo. Place it on her legs, low enough so that regular skirts won’t hide it.” Judy frigged her clit harder as Brenda continued to sell her idea, saying, “I’d put BITCH on her right knee and WHORE on her left. She hates to hide her legs. She’d have to wear a skirt that came four or five inches below her knees to hid it when she sat down. Mom would never wear skirts that long. She’d be forced to explain those words to everyone she met. Think of it, John. Do the tattoo, but make it last the rest of her life.” John smiled at his mother’s aroused expression and said, “I don’t know. I like your idea of extending that far down. I don’t want her to be able to revert to her old prudish wardrobe after this year is up, but I’m kind of partial to placing words on the backs of her legs starting just below the hem of her micro mini so dogs can read it when they follow her. We can make the letters long so they extend to the backs of her knees.” Brenda added, “They’ll follow her, too, because we’ll get bitch scent and wipe her between the legs real good before we send her out anywhere.” John liked the sound of that, and so did Judy as evidenced by her frantic frigging. “I’ll let Mom decide which one she likes best. Well, Mom?” Judy was rubbing her clit hard as she said, “I don’t want to be consulted on anything for the next year, starting now. I belong to you, now, John. I’ll put my financial affairs on hold and pay up the mortgage for a year. I’ll turn over my paychecks to Joy. She’ll have power of attorney to run the day-to-day affairs and make parental decisions for you kids. She’ll be the mother. I’m the whore. My paychecks should cover everything and leave money left over.” Joy liked that idea, but said, “What about the credit card you gave me and promised to keep replenished? Where will you get the money to do that?” “I can earn it with my body. I can do that at work if John permits me. I think you’d prefer having your mad money come to you from my whoring.” Joy said , “Absolutely,” as John said, “Fuckin’ ‘A’!” Judy said to John, “As for the tattoos or anything else that amuses you, that’s entirely up to you. Whatever you can live with doing to me, I will learn to live with. I’ll cooperate with anything, even tattoos. You should stop thinking of me as your mother. Think of your wants first; then Mother’s desires and wants. She’s your mentor. Then comes Joy. You have to take care of her, because she has parental authority over you. Then comes Brenda and Bonnie.” “What about you?” “What I want shouldn’t matter. You could please everyone by letting each one, including Joy and Mom, pick out a tattoo and a place to put it. I’ll go along; I have no choice. You guys can do whatever you want.” John said, “In that case, we will. I can live with that. Joy, where would you like yours placed?” Joy said, “Right over her belly. BITCH over the belly button, and WHORE below, covering her entire stomach area. Mine will look great as her belly grows.” She spoke into the phone to say, “Mom, John is letting us place the words ‘Bitch Whore ‘ wherever we want on Judy’s body. Do you want to place one? You can tell Judy, and she’ll pass it along.” Joy held the phone to Judy’s ear. They heard Judy say, “I’m here, Mother….No, that place is open….Yes….Yes…Oh, Mom!” They saw Judy become more excited with each second until she erupted in orgasm. When she settled down and handed the phone back to Joy, everyone was eager to hear her speak. Judy kept them in suspense as she caught her breath. She lazily stroked her clit as she said, “Mom wants her’s tattooed on my cunt. She wants the tattoo to cover the entire area between my legs, starting on my right inner thigh and ending on the left with big block letters. She wants the top of the letters to cut across my mound and the bottom edges to cut across the edge of my asshole.” “Great, because everybody will get what they want.” Judy raised her head to aid Joy in fastening the collar around her neck. Joy then addressed Bonnie’s question, saying, “We will all pick out one dog for her. It takes at least five dogs to keep a bitch whore satisfied.” She looked down on Judy and said, “Oh, and by the way, I promised the girls I’d share my pussy slave with them. You never learn, do you, Judy?” “No, and I probably never will.” The End
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    “Bonding Tabatha” By Phil Phantom


Once upon a time, in a land of many freeways, a mother passed away and another took her place—real fast.


Dorothy drove the car while Craig organized his briefcase on the seat between them. Los Angeles International Airport was ten minutes away. They were early, so she didn’t fight the freeway traffic; instead, she fought her nerves.


“Craig, I don’t like this. I don’t like this one bit. You can’t leave me alone with those kids this soon, especially not for two whole days.”


“What are you talking about, Dorothy? You’ve already got those boys calling you Mommy. I can’t believe a fifteen-year-old girl has you all tied in knots.”


“Damnit, Craig, she knows. Having me move in right after we scattered her mother’s ashes was a big mistake. Having me do the scattering in front of those kids was sick. It was stupid, just plain stupid. I think you want to get caught. I think you’re one of those criminals who commits a crime, then subconsciously leave clues so you can be brought to justice. I’m not that way, and I don’t like playing this dangerous game.”


“Relax, will ya? I’m not trying to get caught. The plan worked. No one outside the family suspects foul play. She got sick and her heart gave out. The insurance company paid the death claim. Her ashes are spread to the four winds. We can’t get caught regardless of anyone’s suspicions. The wicked witch is dead, Dorothy, and as far as the kids are concerned, you get all the credit.”


“Bullshit, I get all the blame.”


“Credit, Dorothy. I staged that performance so the shock factor will work on thier minds. When the shock wears off, they’ll see you as the hero. I know my kids, Dorothy. Don’t let their sad faces and tears fool you. The bitch was not loved. We’ll, maybe Tabatha loved her in a sentimental way, but she made Tabatha’s life hell, too. Can you imagine a girl with a cute body like Tabatha’s having to live and dress like a cloistered nun? She’s itching to show us her stuff, and she’ll have you to thank when she finally comes around. She’s weakening; I can tell.”


“Yeah, well it’s been two weeks and we haven’t seen shit yet. She’s as cold and uptight as she was on that hill, even more so. You should see the way she looks at me when I walk around the house in my panties. If looks could kill…”


“Yeah, but it won over the boys, just like I said. One look at those magnificent hooters of yours and they were calling you Mommy.”


“Yes, but they’re not treating me like their mommy, unless you think nursing on me counts. I feel like a damned cow, a dry cow, a juvenile pacifier with a twat they can wash their grubby little hands in. I wanted a family, kids that loved me and called me Mom because they think of me as their mom. I especially wanted a daughter. You said we’d have a real family life, but the more I follow your orders, the more I am perceived as a whore that likes running around half naked.”


“Hey, that’s the kind of mother those kids want after Gretchen. Trust me, Dorothy, even Tabatha wants you to be that way. She’ll warm to you, but you have to let her know who’s boss. Take charge of her. If she so much as looks cross-eyed at you, yank her pants down and blister her cute little fanny for her. Do it in front of her brothers, and you’ll be an even bigger hero. Tie Tabatha to her bed and let them have at her, and they’ll erect a monument to you in the back yard.”


“Honestly, Craig, I see right through you. You just want me to warm her up for you, do your dirty work. You just want to screw the kid.”


“The kid needs screwing. She’s been asking for it since her tits popped out. Who can screw the little bitch better than me?”


“Well, you finally came out and said it. You know, I always suspected Tabatha was the reason you wanted Gretchen dead and not just divorced.”


“I had many reasons for wanting her dead. Tabatha’s tight little pussy was one, yes. You and three-hundred thousand dollars to treat you right were the top two, in that order. Don’t ever forget that, darling.”


“I know. Don’t worry. I won’t get in your way. I may even hold her legs open for you if she gives me any more shit.”


“If you take any shit off that kid, you’re a fool. I’m going to be terribly disappointed in you if I return from this trip and Tabatha doesn’t run naked into my arms and cry, “Oh, Daddy, you’re home. Let me suck your dick, then you can butt-fuck me while Mommy eats my pussy.”


“You’re in for a big disappointment. If anything she’ll cry, ‘Daddy, you’re home. Look, Mommy taught me how to eat her pussy. Wanna watch?’”


The car pulled to the curb before the checkin area. Craig smiled while getting out and said, “I would not be disappointed if you managed that. Work on her. If you want to make me happy, don’t take any shit, and be extra nice to my boys.”


“You’re not going to be happy until the boys are fucking me, and you are fucking Tabatha.”


“I’m not going to be happy until we are one big happy fucking family. We also need a young Swedish maid and a big fluffy dog with a foot-long cock. Tabatha always wanted a dog. She’ll get one. Boy, will she get one. I can’t wait to get that girl some proper breeding.”


“I don’t know why that shocks me, but it does.”


“Nothing shocks you, Dorothy. You’re a slut, and I love you for it. See you on Wednesday.” They kissed, and Dorothy drove away with a great deal on her mind.


Craig exerted a tremendous influence over her. He turned her nursing skills to killing. He turned her normally modest demeanor to that more fitting a shameless slut. He had her nursing teenage boys at her double “D” breasts with two-inch nipples, and now he had her thinking of ways to seduce a young, innocent virgin. He wanted to turn little Tabatha into a plaything to amuse his friends at their wild parties. Dorothy knew she would do all in her power to see that Craig was not disappointed; still, the task of training Tabatha would fall on her, and the task would be a difficult one for her.


Dorothy had strong maternal instincts, and she was a professional nurse, dedicated to healing people’s wounds, not inflicting them, physical or mental. Tabatha was already terribly wounded, suffering a deep loss. Tabatha was the daughter Dorothy always dreamed of having. She wanted a living doll to dress up, talk to, show off, and would spend hours brushing Tabatha’s silky, long brown hair, doing her makeup, and teaching her how to attract male attention while preserving her modesty and lady-like decorum.


Craig had Dorothy thinking about shaving Tabatha’s pussy, teaching her how to shoot bare beavers, how to present her loins for mounting by a dog, how to suck cock and eat pussy—her father’s cock and his whore’s pussy.


Though he called her, darling, Dorothy thought of herself as his whore, especially after standing on that windy hill in a light, short dress with no panties, scattering the children’s mother while her dress blew up around her waist, facing the kids, letting the wind have its way with her dress, pouring the silty ash in a slow stream over her shaved and naked pussy, sopping wet from their recent fuck, allowing the ash to swirl though her legs and stick to the wetness of her inner thighs and vagina, held open by the fingers of her left hand, then pouring the last in her palm and stuffing it up her twat, exactly as Craig wanted their symbolic private ceremony to be: the end of one mother, the rise of another.


He never spoke of marriage. She was his nurse whore, and more and more, he treated her that way. More and more, Dorothy succumbed to the treatment. When they returned from the hill with four somber kids, he took her straight to the bedroom and made her cry out, “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me on her death bed! Fuck the bitch into my cunt.” They didn’t actually fuck as the abrasive ash would have hurt them both, but he did enter her and they made the appropriate fucking noises. He jacked off in her cunt and they stirred the mess into a muddy froth.


When they emerged, naked, arm in arm with Gretchen’s ash turned to grey mud on their wet genitals, the kids saw their father as a monster, but they saw Dorothy as being worse. She made him that way. The most difficult task for Dorothy was presenting her out-thrust loins with her cunt lips held open, inviting each kid to come and kiss their old mother goodbye one last time before she showered and washed her into the sewer. None was interested in a last goodbye kiss, and Tabatha ran crying from the room.


Craig was right, though, the boys soon accepted having an outrageous whore sharing their house. The three boys were won over when she padded through the house after the shower wearing only skimpy panties. From then on, Dorothy wore either short skirts with no panties, or panties only. She went topless always when indoors. The boys’ eyes followed her bobbing, swaying udders like they were attached to the nipples. If they ever thought about their poor mother, those thoughts never showed.


Tabatha, however, could not hide her disdain and disgust. Her father remained a monster, and Dorothy was the monster’s pet gargoyle, a pet that did his dirty deeds, a murderous gargoyle without shame or remorse with the ashes of her dear mother fucked into her cunt. She could not stand to be in the same room with Dorothy, much less say anything to her. Dinners were a silent affair that she tried to hurry through. She could not stand to watch her brothers making fools of themselves, fawning over their father’s whore and their mother’s killer.


The younger ones, Brad and Mike, liked to take their meals, each sitting on a naked thigh, licking their dinner off the gargoyle’s boobs. And her big brother, Bradley, was the worst, getting under the table and placing his plate on her seat between her wide-spread thighs, making her giggle all though the meal. And her father, watching them in silence while keeping an eye on Tabatha, making her eat slowly and chew her food properly, then making her stay for desert, making her sit through the entire disgusting performance.


Desert was the most disgusting show of all. They had pudding, always pudding: tapioca, chocolate, vanilla custard. Dorothy would go off and fill her vagina somehow, then return and sit on the table before each person in turn, letting them use a spoon or lick right from the vaginal bowl. And she always stopped before Tabatha last to offer her obscene and messy spread. Tabatha refused to look and begged to be excused each time. Her father pressed hard to get her to try some, to get her to lick the bowl. She steadfastly refused and would cry when he persisted.


Dorothy hated to see Tabatha cry, but after having fed four mouths from her cunt, she hated seeing her getting excused without licking the outside of the bowl clean at least. As Dorothy pulled the car into the driveway, she resolved that Tabatha would not be getting excused tonight, and the congealed sperm-like Tapioca would be desert.


Dorothy was surprised to see Tabatha sitting alone in the living room. With school out for the summer, she always stayed away as much as possible, especially if the two might be alone in the house. The kids could come and go as they pleased, but the evening meal was mandatory. They all had to be in by seven. The boys were at the community center pool, as usual, checking out the high school girls in their string bikinis. Tabatha owned a modest one piece suit and swam only in their backyard pool, and rarely then.


Dorothy didn’t know what to make of this, but decided to break some ice or warm some cute fanny. She pulled her dress over her head and tossed the thin dress over a chair by the door should she need the dress to answer a caller’s ring. Wearing only high heels, she padded over to stand between Tabatha and the TV she was watching intently. Tabatha tried to look around Dorothy’s pelvis as Dorothy blocked her view and said, “We have two whole days to get better acquainted. I want you to remain at home. I insist you remain at home. I want to take you shopping for some sexy new clothes, and we must get you one of those itsy bitsy bikinis the girls are all wearing. You’ll make them all green with envy, because yours will be the itsiest and the bitsiest. Look at me when I talk to you, Tabatha. I said, look at me!”


Tabatha turned hard eyes up to Dorothy to hear, “That’s better. I want us to be friends. We can do each other’s hair and nails. I can teach you about makeup. I’ll be the mother you should have had and deserve to have.”


Tabatha gave Dorothy an icy stare with her jaw tightly clenched to hold in what she wanted to shout. Dorothy ignored the defiant stare and calmly said, “My toes need retouching. Come. I’ll show you how to do a pedicure. Give me your hand, Tabatha.” Tabatha reluctantly lifted her limp hand and Dorothy hauled her to her feet. She led the stiffly plodding teen into her mother’s former bedroom, took a seat in her mother’s vanity chair, reached for her mother’s polish remover, buffer, and polish, then ordered Tabatha to sit on the floor at her feet.


Tabatha knelt and sat back on her heels in resignation, hanging her head to avoid having to look into Dorothy’s mature vagina. Dorothy made that difficult by hanging her left leg over the left armrest while placing her bare right foot in Tabatha’s lap, pressing her toes in Tabatha’s crotch. Dorothy wiggled her right toe, saying, “What’s the matter, Tabatha? Does seeing all your mother’s stuff just as she left it make you sad?” Tabatha remained silent. “When I talk to you, I expect an answer.”


Tabatha said, “Yes, it makes me sad.”


“I’m so sorry. Does it help if I tickle your pussy.”


“Stop it!”


“Don’t you have a pussy between your legs, Tabatha? I don’t feel a pussy. That would explain why you’re such a sour puss all the time. I’d be sour too if I had no pussy.”


Dorothy continued probing the top of Tabatha’s vagina. She could feel the start of her slit and the tight puffy labia, but pretended she couldn’t, watching closely for Tabatha’s reaction, her true reaction, for to go by the pained facial expression she made would not give her that. Dorothy noticed that Tabatha made no move to remove the foot, though whenever Dorothy rested a hand on her shoulder, Tabatha quickly brushed it off.


Tabatha tolerated the obscene rubbing with a bright red face as Dorothy continued her taunting tease, saying, “Your mother gave you two of almost everything. Didn’t she give you at least one little pussy to play with?”


“My mother gave me everything I need, including that.”


“Well, then, let’s just see.” With that, Dorothy brought her toe to the edge of Tabatha’s skirt and dipped under between her bare knees. Tabatha stiffened as Dorothy’s toes ran slowly up her right thigh, then turned in toward the center as the foot neared her crotch. Tabatha tensed and turned her head as the toe made contact over panties, then turned the foot on edge so as to fit between the gap in her thighs. Dorothy nestled her toes in the cleft and felt the full length of Tabatha’s slit with the big toe pressing in, saying, “Oh, there it is. Yes, you do have a pussy, a cute little pussy, too. There’s the clittie, and there’s the nice fat lips. I can feel a well-defined pussy crack, not too long, just right. And there’s the pussy hole, right over the wet spot. My goodness but you are wet. What are you thinking about, you nasty little girl?


Dorothy dug her toe into the hole, pushing in panties and all, making Tabatha wince. She said, “I asked you what you were thinking.”


Tabatha looked in Dorothy’s eyes and said, “You killed my mother. I hate you. I hate you. That’s what I was thinking.”


Dorothy was stung by the unexpected accusation, but forced calm in her voice, saying, “And that makes you horny? You are a perverted little slut, aren’t you? I’ll bet you liked the part when I poured your mother on my cunt. You must have climaxed when you saw me stuffing her ashes into my pussy.”


“Then you admit you killed her?”


“I admit nothing, but if it turns you on, I’ll play along. It does seem to turn you on, Juicy Lucy.”


“Stop doing that. I hate it. You’re disgusting.”


“Your mouth says one thing, but your hot, horny, little pussy says another. Which of your mouths should I believe, the mouth with teeth or without? Since a pussy’s mouth can’t lie, you must be lying through your teeth.”


“Believe whatever you want, but I truly hate you, and I hate what you’re doing to my pus…vagina.”


Dorothy reached up with her foot and hooked her toe in the panty waist band. She pulled down hard until they ripped and the panties hung loose. She then wedged her toe through the lips of naked wet pussy until she was under the hole. She pressed up and entered the girl’s hole, sinking her full toe inside, saying, “There, that’s better for both of us. By the way, you can say, pussy or cunt; in fact, I prefer you use pussy from now on. The word will sound precious coming from your lips.”


“Take your toe out of my pussy. I hate it.”


“That’s a lie, and I can safely assume that other stuff was a lie, too. You don’t hate me, and you love what I’m doing to your pussy. You want your little pussy fucked so badly that you’ll even settle for a woman’s toe, even the toe of the woman who murdered your mother.”


Dorothy could see that her toe was driving Tabatha to distraction. Tabatha managed to move her knees six inches apart without being too obvious, and she raised up off her heels slightly, giving Dorothy’s toe easier access and room to work, room to fuck. Dorothy continued her taunting teases, saying, “I think you’re glad I got your mother out of your life so you can start living life a little, start dating and showing off that adorable figure. Your brothers and your father are dying to see you naked, Tabatha.”


Tabatha accidently let a moan escape on hearing those words, and she held her cunt steady for the toe-fucking she was getting. Dorothy said, “I sure won’t stop you; in fact, I can help. I can even see to it that your cute little pussy gets the proper fucking it needs and craves. I’m not talking about toe fucking, girl. I’m talking about hard, throbbing, sperm-shooting, cock fucking. You mother would never let your pussy have any cock. You’d be a virgin until you were twenty-one, and you know it. I’ll be a much better mommy to you, and you know that, too.”


Dorothy slowly raised Tabatha straight up on her knees and had her jutting out her loins to receive the toe fucking. Just as Tabatha was about to reach a climax, and her pelvis began to hump and grind, Dorothy withdrew her toe, taking her foot from under Tabatha’s dress. Tabatha stared with a hunger denied and sat with a slump onto her heels again, panting and frustrated. Her face was red as a fire truck with a combination of arousal and embarrassment. Dorothy said, “I wanted my toes done, remember.”


Tabatha gradually regained her composure, then took Dorothy’s right foot and wiped the wetness away with her skirts. She began applying the polish remover, holding Dorothy’s foot high, frequently looking over the toes to catch visual snatches of Dorothy’s finger lazily stroking through her wet snatch. Dorothy waited until Tabatha caught another snatch, then said, “Do you like my pussy, Tabatha.”


“No. I was just thinking you might make me shave it for you. I wouldn’t put that past you.”


“I hadn’t thought of that, but since you suggested it, why not? From now on, you not only shave my pussy, but you take care of all my pussy hygiene. You’ll handle my periods for me, and clean up after sex. You’ll wash it, douche it, dry it, and perfume it, daily. And when you’re done, you’ll kiss it.”


“I won’t kiss it.”


“Yes you will, and the kiss will be a long French kiss.”


“I’ll kiss it if I have to, but no way will I French kiss your pussy.”


“Actually, French kiss isn’t exactly right. You’ll actually be tongue-fucking my pussy with your face pressed in tight with my cunt lips pulled wide open, so you can get your face inside and rub your nose on my clit.”


“That’s disgusting. Look, if I promise to French kiss your pussy real good, will that do? I’d die if I had to tongue-fuck a pussy, yours especially.”


“I suppose, but you’ll have to make me cum.”


“All right, I’ll French kiss your pussy until you cum.”


“And lick up the mess you make.”


“All right, I’ll lick you clean afterwards. Making me do that is sick, I hope you know? There is probably some of my mother still in there.”


“I know. That’s what makes it so excting. I can’t wait.”


“Do I have to do it now? Is that what you’re saying?”


“All right. I’m in no hurry. Why not do it now? I need to teach you the right way to love my pussy. Put that stuff away and scoot in close.”


Tabatha did as she was told, trying to mask her enthusiasm. She scooted in close as Dorothy laid her right leg over the armrest. Tabatha started in for the kiss, but Dorothy stopped her, saying, “Not so fast. Don’t be so eager.”


“I just want to get this over with.”


“I’d better never see that in your expression or in your actions. If I do see that, I’ll blister your behind for you. If you ever insult my pussy again, I’ll take a belt to you. I believe a daughter should worship her mother’s pussy.”


“You’re not my mother. You’re not even my step-mother.”


“That doesn’t matter. I am assuming the role with your father’s blessing. He made me your mother, and you’d better learn to accept that fact, and show me the proper respect. I can be very nice, or very mean. That will all be up to you, but you will worship my pussy regardless. Do you understand?”


Tabatha nodded and submissively said, “Yes.”


“Okay, the first thing you do is warm up my pussy, but before you do that, you must be naked.”


“What? I don’t want to get naked in front of you.”


“I want you naked, now strip!”


Tabatha rose slowly to her feet and turned her back on Dorothy as she began undoing her dress. Dorothy said, “Face me when you strip for me, and act sexy. This is all part of warming up my pussy, and you should use the strip to try and turn me on.”


Tabatha turned slowly and began to sway in a wide stance as buttons and zippers parted. As each item came off, Tabatha, accented the skin uncovered with delicate hands. Like a model on a game show showing prizes, she traced patterns over flawless young skin. When her breasts came into view, Tabatha presented them. Dorothy lifted her foot, toyed with the tight mounds, and pinched the button nipples in her toes as Tabatha held steady.


When the torn panties, the last garment, slithered down Tabatha’s legs and were removed, Dorothy followed their progress with her toe, then ran the toe back up Tabatha’s right leg and resumed her earlier toe explorations while Tabatha held herself steady with her knees parted in a standing half squat, her small hands gripping her inner thighs, framing her vulnerable sex. Dorothy had her on the brink of orgasm when she said, “Now, turn around and show me the full view. Pull those cheeks apart.”


Tabatha quickly assumed the desired pose, eager to get that toe back in her pussy. She gave Dorothy a wide spread, with her head peering up at her pussy from between her knees. She watched the toe tease her pussy flesh, probe the hole, then slide up the crack to her anal rosebud. She then endured the uncomfortable penetration of her small asshole. When Dorothy had her toe in as far as it would go, Tabatha said, “That feels weird.”


“It feels weird to me too, pleasantly weird. You should feel a big cock in there with a big pair of hairy balls banging against your wet pussy.”


“Have you done that?”


“Too many times to count. All right, sweet pea. Let’s get the lesson started.”


Tabatha got down and scooted up close to the wide beaver Dorothy presented. Her full facial blush hid the mask of disdain completely. Only eagerness showed in Tabatha’s eyes as those eyes devoured the details of Dorothy’s mature vagina. Dorothy said, “Use the fingers of both hands to massage my cunt. That’s it, push everything around, rub lightly on my clit, and lightly finger my hole. Yes, that’s nice, slow and easy, get my juices flowing, make that pussy juicy. Did you ever French kiss anyone?”


“No, but I know how.”


“Tell me what you know about French kissing.”


“You kiss with your mouth open and use your tongues in each other’s mouth.”


“Well, my pussy has no tongue to kiss back with, but you have the right idea. Just get a good lip-lock on my pussy hole, seal your face in tight, and stick that tongue of yours way up inside. Lick my ovaries and lick the walls of my cunt real good, twirl that tongue, and stick it in and out real fast. Tongue fuck my cunt.”


“Want me to do it now?”


“No, I want you to prove that you can do it right by kissing me as you will kiss my cunt. I won’t have you experimenting on something as valuable as my pussy. Come up and lie over me and show me what you can do. First, we’ll French kiss. Pretend I’m your lover.”


Tabatha timidly laid over Dorothy as Dorothy took Tabatha by her small ass cheeks and brought their cunts together. Tabatha’s eyes went wide as she felt the warm wet tissues of Dorothy’s pussy merge with her own, then swooned when pussies began grinding against one another under Dorothy’s ass massage. Tabatha’s lips pressed to Dorothy’s and their tongues were soon exploring each others mouths. Dorothy could feel the passion building in Tabatha’s kiss as the little tongue fought to lick every square centimeter of Dorothy’s oral cavity.


When Dorothy broke the kiss to speak, Tabatha kept kissing and licking her moving lips as Dorothy said, “Now, show me how you’ll French my cunt. Pretend my mouth is my cunt hole. Show me how you’ll use your mouth and tongue to please my pussy.”


Tabatha made a tight seal over Dorothy’s mouth, then sent her tongue in deep. She licked teeth, gums, roof, and the inside of Dorothy’s cheeks, then licked all over and under the slack tongue. Dorothy was busy as well. Dorothy no longer had to move Tabatha’s ass to rub their cunts together; Tabatha was doing all the rubbing herself. Dorothy entered Tabatha’s ass with her middle finger and used the stiff digit to fuck the girl’s ass, driving Tabatha wild. The excited teen fucked herself on the finger and humped her pussy against Dorothy’s in the process, all the while licking Dorothy’s mouth like a hungry pup.


When Dorothy saw that Tabatha was nearing her climax, she pushed Tabatha’s head away and withdrew her finger, saying, “Hey, you’re here to learn a lesson on cunt worship, not to rub off on me like a horny dog.”


Tabatha, on the verge of tears, collapsed over Dorothy’s body with her head resting on a pillowy breast, breathing hard, trying to restore order to her rebellious body. Slowly, she turned her eyes up and said, “Do you want me to French your pussy, now?”


“First, you have to love on my pussy. You have to show my pussy that you love it.”


“How do I do that?”


“By planting tender kiss all over and licking lightly. Go ahead and start doing that. I’ll coach you along.”


Tabatha began by sucking each nipple, then kissed her way down Dorothy’s body as she slithered down to the floor. She pressed a tentative kiss to the top of Dorothy’s crack, then kissed down one lip and up the other. When she got to the top, she eased off and licked her wet lips, saying, “Your pussy juice doesn’t taste bad like I thought. Was that good?”


“Fair, and that was probably your father’s sperm you were tasting. We fucked right before I drove him to the airport.”


“I heard you. Do you want me to love your pussy some more.”


“Yes, you’ve just started.”


Tabatha immediately returned to kissing, pressing most of her kisses to the wet crack, especially at the hole. She kissed and licked her way up the center, then planted numerous kisses to the clit before giving it a few parting licks prior to looking up again and saying, “Was that better?”


“Much better, now start using more tongue. Yes, lick the crack. Like around the inside of my pussy hole. Good, now peel back the lips and lick all the pink meat. That’s it; lick up everything. Lick up Daddy’s sperm. Now use the broad flat of your tongue to lap my pussy from my asshole to my clit. That’s it, lap like a dog. Plow through my cunt. Show me how much you love my pussy.”


Tabatha showed her with a dramatic display of affection, at least, affection for her pussy. She lapped hard and fast, putting her all into the task. Dorothy never thought Tabatha would be this easy and saw hope that the job ahead would be easier. She said, “Oh, that’s wonderful. You do love my pussy, even after I killed your mother and stuffed her ashes in it. That mean old bitch is dead, and now you’re loving the pussy that killed her. My pussy loves you, too, Tabatha. Now, show me your best French kiss. See if you can suck the last remains of your mother out of my cunt.”


Tabatha dived into the kiss, sealing her open mouth tight, then reaching in as far as she could. Dorothy cried, “Oh, Jesus, that’s good, Tabatha. Oh, honey, you kiss cunt so damned good. Twirl that tongue, baby. Suck, baby, suck! Lick all those nooks and crannies. Lick your mother out of my pussy!”


Tabatha performed her task with great enthusiasm, appearing to be trying to get her head inside. Dorothy let her go for ten minutes or so, then said, “To make me cum, you’ll need to come up and suck on my clit. I’m ready when you are. That’s it, suck the whole thing in your mouth. Slap it around with your tongue while you suck hard and munch easy. Oh yes! Oh, Shit! Oh fuck! Yessss! Yesss! Ohhhhhhhh! Ahhhhhh! Yesssss. Yes. Yes, Tabatha. Oh yes, baby. That was fantastic.”


Tabatha raised up to say, “Wow, you sure bucked around hard. I had trouble hanging on. Was I really that good?”


Dorothy patted her smiling cheek and said, “You were the best I ever had, Tabatha. Now, lick up the mess you made.”


“Oh, wow, it is messy. Okay, here goes.”


Dorothy watched Tabatha licking at the wetness seeping from her hole. She held a hand on Tabatha’s head and repeatedly told her what a good cunt lapper and pussy sucker she was. This inspired Tabatha to resume her French kissing and she lapped Dorothy’s cunt walls.


Dorothy wanted to see how long Tabatha would continue if she didn’t stop her. Tabatha continued French kissing for ten minutes, then began tongue fucking her hard, smacking her face into the open maw with her stiff tongue fully extended. She did this for another five minutes, then went up to suck on the clit without being told. Dorothy stopped her at that point, and Tabatha settled back looking disappointed. Dorothy said, “I couldn’t take another so soon. Maybe later. You have toes to finish, remember?”


“Oh, yeah. Sorry. Did I do that good? Is that how I have to kiss your pussy every day, after I do all those other things?”


“Yes, exactly like that. You’re a good daughter, Tabatha. I hope one day, you’ll call me Mom.”


“I’m just doing this because I have to. I’ll never call you Mom.”


“I think you will. I think you will very soon.”


Tabatha let that go unchallenged and resumed her pedicure. A few minutes into her work, she said, “Are you really going to make me get naked in front of everyone.”


“Of course.”


“Are you going to let them fuck me, all of them, even Daddy?”


“Daddy most of all. He wants to make you his little whore, as if you didn’t know.”


“I figured as much. He’s changed. You corrupted him.”


“You can thank me later.”


“I’ll be his whore, as if I had a choice in the matter, but I’ll never thank you for making me one, never.”


“As long as you’re a good whore, that will be thanks enough. If you can fuck the way you suck pussy, you’ll make a great whore for your Daddy. He has lots of friends he wants to share you with. I’m sure you’ll make us proud.”


“My Daddy would not let other men fuck me, no way would he do that.”


“That’s all he talks about, but I won’t argue with you. You’ll find out soon enough. When you have a big dick fucking your ass, another fucking your pussy, and you are sucking on a third with six horny men waiting for a hole to get free, you’ll see.”


“Oh, God, Dorothy, would he really do that to me? Have you ever done three at once?”


“No, but you will, and often, right here at home. You have four cocks to serve and only three holes to serve them with, remember?”


“Aren’t you going to help me?”


“Not often. I have you to satisfy me, and you can still satisfy two cocks when your mouth is busy between my legs.”


“Oh, God, I really will be a whore.”


“That’s right, a three holer whore that also worships my pussy. Tabatha, climb up on mommy’s lap. I think you and I need to have a good mother/daughter talk.”


Tabatha got up without comment, and sat on Dorothy’s lap, lying back in the crook of her left arm, while allowing Dorothy to spread her legs. Tabatha had her ass over Dorothy’s mound with her right leg draped over the right arm rest; the left rested on the floor. Dorothy squeezed her large left tit, offering the distended nipple to Tabatha’s mouth, saying, “Nurse on me, Tabatha. There’s no mother’s milk, but we can pretend.”


Tabatha sucked in the nipple and began nursing, looking up into Dorothy’s eyes as she did. Dorothy stroked a finger through Tabatha’s open slit, then slid inside the receptive hole. She set up a gentle massage of Tabatha’s aroused sex as Tabatha moaned while sucking. Tabatha enjoyed the gentle stroking and paused in her sucking to say, “You’re a witch, aren’t you?”


Dorothy laughed and said, “And if I am?”


“I don’t mean a bad witch. I think you’re a good witch. You have powers.”


“I do, huh?”


“Yes. I think you killed my mom with your powers. You cast a spell on my dad, and you cast another spell on me. I can feel it working. I feel like calling you, Mommy. I can’t help myself…Mommy.”


Dorothy said, “Good, then that means the spell has taken. You are completely in my power, now; but you’re right, I am a good witch. I use my powers to bring pleasure not pain and suffering.”


“I know. I like good witches. I like being under your spell, Mommy.”


“We want you to be the family whore, Tabatha. We want you to serve all of our sexual needs. Will you do that willingly?”


Tabatha nodded while sucking, then widened her legs and lifted for the fucking finger. Dorothy went on, “Good, I knew you’d be a good girl, Tabatha. Now, you’ve earned your reward. Just relax and nurse. Let Mommy make you cum, sweetheart.”


Tabatha nursed, but she could not relax. When Dorothy set up a strong, steady finger fucking of her excited pussy, Tabatha had her ass lifted high, rolling her pelvis and humping the finger. As the powerful orgasm built to a crest, Tabatha took her mouth off the nipple and cried, “Oh, Mommy, make me cum. Fuck my pussy, Mommy. Mommy! Mommy! I love you, Mommy! Ahhhhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Ahhhhh!”


Tabatha screamed out her release at the top of her lungs, then collapsed totally. After a few minutes to catch her breath, she threw her arms around Dorothy’s neck and began planting tender kisses over Dorothy’s face, neck, and chest. With every kiss, Tabatha praised Dorothy’s beauty and called her Mommy. Dorothy basked in the loving attention, offering up body parts for the devoted affection.


Tabatha could not get enough and climbed to straddle Dorothy’s hips, pressing their bodies face to face while centering her kisses on Dorothy’s mouth, saying, “I love you, Mommy. I want to be the best whore you ever created. I’ll make everyone happy for you.”


When Dorothy opened her mouth to talk, Tabatha’s tongue shot inside. Dorothy found this amusing and talked with Tabatha’s tongue licking inside her mouth, having to enunciate and form her words slowly to be understood, saying, “We’ll see, Tabatha, but there’s something you should know. Your father wants you to have a dog, a big dog, a male dog, a male dog with a foot-long cock. I think you know what that means, don’t you?”


Tabatha excitedly said, “Yes. The dog is going to fuck me, isn’t he?”


After saying this, Tabatha resumed licking inside Dorothy’s mouth, licking more feverishly than before. Dorothy said, “Yes, and you’ll suck the dog’s cock. You will also be performing a live sex act with the dog at parties. We want you to get good at putting on a real nasty show. Come up with positions that best show the dog’s cock fucking your pussy. You’ll need to practice often, and you’ll need to experiment. I can’t help you with dog fucking lessons. That’s a subject I know nothing about. You’re on your own. Can you do it?”


“Yes! I’m sure I can. I’ll train him myself. I’ll do it for you, Mommy.”


“I’m sure you’ll do fine then. After we finish here, we’ll go out and find the perfect dog. I’ll let you pick him out, but make sure he has a nice big cock. I’ll see that we have time alone with each one we look at so you can find out what he has to offer. Will you do that? Will you suck their cocks hard and let them cum in your mouth so we don’t leave a horny dog or a mess?”


“Yes. I’ll do as many as it takes, Mommy, and I’ll swallow all their cum for you.”


“Good, sweetheart. We need to surprise your father when he gets home. Won’t that be fun?”


Tabatha sat back with a dreamy-eyed expression and said, “Yes.”


Craig entered the house on Wednesday evening and Tabatha ran into his arms wearing nothing but spike high heels and a smile. He cupped her naked ass cheeks as she threw her legs around his waist, leaning back to show her tits. She said, “Let me suck your cock, Daddy, then fuck my cherry pussy for me. I’ll eat Mommy’s pussy while you fuck me, then I’ll show you what I taught the dog.”


The huge dog padded over and began licking Tabatha’s sex as Craig held his daughter’s pussy lips open and got his fingers licked as well. She said, “He’s great, Daddy, a great dane with a foot-long cock that feels terrific in my ass. I can suck his cock all the way down my throat. I’m dying to feel him in my pussy, but I wanted to save my cherry for you.”


Dorothy, standing between Craig and the astonished blonde Nordic girl in the ridiculously brief maid’s uniform, said, “Are you satisfied?”


“I am very satisfied. You did good, Dorothy, but then you always do.”


“I was afraid you wouldn’t like the dog. He’s not fluffy.”


“To hell with fluffy. With him, we’ll see everything.”


“Yes, and there’s a lot to see. He’s not only big, he’s insatiable. You’re in for a real treat. Our daughter is a bitch in heat.”


“Mommy is right, Daddy. I am a bitch in heat. I’m already a two-holer whore. If you’ll put me down and open my third hole, I’ll be a three-holer whore, just like you want. I can’t wait. The mean old witch is dead, and I want to celebrate.”


“So do I, sweetheart, so do I.”


And they all lived happily ever after; but then, what did you expect from a story with a good witch in it?


 


    The End
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    “Bound for Glory” (Part one of six) By Phil Phantom


Annabelle Maryweather pulled her daughter along the busy train station platform, searching for car number nine. To her, the Great Depression appeared to be a boon to train travel. Everyone seemed to be going somewhere, and going by train. “My Lord, I’ve never seen Clairmont Station so busy. There it is, Catherine, hurry.”


“Mother, we’re not late. Please, stop pulling. I can’t run in these stupid shoes.”


“I want to see you properly settled. This is a big step for a young lady of fifteen, going all the way across the country by herself. Someone will need to look after you, and the Lord will provide. We have to give Him some time, though. I’m sure the good Lord doesn’t like being rushed anymore than you do.”


“I don’t see why I have to have someone looking after me. I can look after myself. I’m not a child, Mother.”


“You are a child until I say you’re not, or until you have one, and that won’t happen until I say. Keep moving your feet, not your mouth.”


One minute later, they were inside car nine, looking for compartment six. People crowded the aisle that ran along the right side, going in and coming out of rooms that could accommodate six passengers. Annabelle forced her way along, dragging Catherine behind her. “Here we are.” She opened the door, looked in, and saw two men seated in the room. “Excuse me.”


She stopped the conductor and said, “I’m afraid there’s been a mistake. My fifteen-year-old daughter, Catherine Maryweather, is traveling alone to Sacremento, California. I specifically requested a women’s berth. Number six is a man’s compartment. That simply won’t do.”


“Lady, we only have seats on this train. You bought a standard fare ticket. We don’t have men’s or women’s anything, not even rest rooms. She’ll be fine, don’t worry.”


“Well, I beg to differ. My daughter will not be sharing quarters with men for three days. Surely you must have more suitable accommodations for young ladies traveling alone over such distances.”


“Lady, number six is suitable. It’s not a sleeper, but it does have pull-down racks. We’re pulling out in five minutes. I don’t have time right now to be shuffling passengers. After we get underway, I’ll help her find something better, but one’s as good as another if you ask me. People move in and move out all along this line. I could put her with some nuns right now, but they might get off in Pittsburg and the Dillinger gang might take their place. Put her in six.”


“Look, we are a good Christian family. You look like a fine Christian man. Would you please take Catherine under you wing, see that she is in good Christian company at all times, check on her often. I’d be so grateful.”


“I would, but I leave this line in Pittsburg. Wait, as I recall, there’s a reverend in car seven. He’s on his way to China or some place like it. He could see her to Sacramento. Try compartment four or five in car seven.”


Annabelle turned to Catherine with a smug smile, saying, “See, Catherine, the Lord provides for his own.” Turning to the conductor, she said, “Thank you so much. I’ll see that the Norfolk & Western recognizes your service. Come, Catherine.”


Annabelle peeked in compartment five of car seven and saw five men. “Excuse me, gentlemen. I understand a servant of our Lord Jesus may be in this compartment. Who might that be?”


John Stewart Masterson, alias Gabrial Honeycut, alias Slick Stewart, alias Reverend John Cunnylicker was anything but a servant of the Lord—a servant of the state of New York, Rhode Island, and Texas, yes, if they could get their hands on him. John had a list of charges that covered every offense from child pandering to grand larceny. He stood, doffed his cap, and said, “The Reverend John Cunnylicker, Madam, at your service.” The other men chuckled.


“How dare you affront me with that…”


“Madam, my name causes me more embarrassment than you, I assure you. Unfortunately, it is my Christian given name, and the cross I bear. In my family’s fatherland, Austria, Cunnylicker is a noble name meaning keepers of the sacrament. Only here is it a profanity. I’m on my way to Asia where I can serve the heathen masses without the snickers. How may I help you?”


“You don’t look like a preacher to me.”


“I’m traveling incognito. Got my Bible right here.” John pulled out a leather-bound King James Bible from his jacket and showed Annabelle the front and back.


Annabelle was only slightly pacified, such an outrageous and profane combination of words she’d never heard. Still, with the conductor yelling, “All Aboard” she had little time for lectures or for listening to family histories. She said, “Will you step out here, please?”


John stepped out and saw Catherine. She looked a vision of feminine loveliness and virgin purity in her finest Sunday dress with fashionable lace-up high heeled ankle boots. Out of habit, he surveyed her young body, liking the package. She looked fourteen, but her body looked sixteen. She had the curves of a voluptuous woman on a small scale—standing five two, in three-inch heels. She had a childlike look, but large blue adult eyes and full red lips without benefit of makeup. Her long, straight, silky, blond hair was tied back with a ribbon matching the wide satin belt on her dress. John tipped his cap to Catherine, smiled, and said, “Reverend John Cunnylicker, servant of our Lord Jesus Christ, at your service.”


Catherine giggled. Annabelle wasn’t amused. She was especially upset by the way John ran his eyes over Catherine’s breasts and legs, even peering behind her to check out her ass. Annabelle shot him an angry look about his visual exam, but said, “Must you use your last name at every opportunity? Wouldn’t Reverend John be more appropriate when introducing yourself to a young lady?”


“A Cunnylicker I was born, and a Cunnylicker I’ll die. It’s the Lord’s name for me, and I shan’t hide in shame. I am a keeper of the sacrament, and we Cunnylickers are a proud family.”


“All Aboard!”


“Oh my! Look, this is my daughter, Catherine Maryweather. She’s only fifteen—a minor! She’s on her way to Sacremento California, Glory to be exact, traveling alone. We have kinfolk in Glory, and she is to minister to the needy there. She needs the protection of a Christian man, someone who will minister to her needs—her spiritual needs. I beg you look after her, keep her from harm, and guide her along the path of righteousness.”


“Madam, I am honored. John Cunnylicker will answer the Lord’s call and guide this child as though she were my own. I will have a flock of one, all the way to Glory.”


Annabelle leaned in and whispered, “Will you please not say your full name in her presence? I beg you. She may know what that word means. Frankly, I don’t think you’re a preacher at all, but I’ve little choice.”


John spoke loud and firm, “Who and what I am is between me and my maker. You may choose to believe or not believe. Frankly, I don’t give a twit. As a preacher or as a man, I can deliver this child to her destination, but I will tolerate no disobedience. I will gladly undertake that calling, but she’ll mind me, or she’ll receive harsh and instant retribution. We Cunnylickers tolerate no impudence from young girls. Spare the rod; spoil the child.”


Annabelle scowled indignantly, “I’m certain Catherine will give you no cause to discipline. She’s been properly raised to mind her elders and has never required corporal discipline. We do not believe in beating our children.”


“That may be, but when young girls with sexual hormones flooding their veins get away from strict parental rule, they tend to go wild. I must have your authority to discipline Catherine as I see fit. I do believe in corporal discipline. I believe strongly in it, even for the most minor and seemingly innocent transgressions; and, for young ladies, that discipline should be liberally applied to their naked skin with the hand or a belt as the offense warrants.”


“Good Lord, what kind of preacher are you?”


John pulled Catherine’s back to his front and held her firmly by the shoulders, pinning her arms tightly to her sides with his knuckles digging into each boob, saying, “I am a preacher who knows how to control young girls like your Catherine. She’ll toe a very thin line with me, Mrs. Maryweather. You may rest easy on that score.”


“You will not lay one finger on my daughter. Do you understand me? Not one finger!”


“Suit yourself, but she’ll be on her own. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”


“Wait!” Annabelle placed her hand on John’s shoulder, gently turning him back. John followed the pull in such a way that Annabelle appeared to be bringing him back to Catherine. She quickly drew her hand away, as though John’s shoulder burned her. John slid his hands down Catherine’s front to her pelvic bones, stooped to bring Catherine’s ass tightly to his groin.


Annabelle’s distraught eyes followed the man’s hands as she implored, “Reverend, please. I beg you in God’s name. You are my only hope, unfortunately.”


“I must insist you grant me the right to discipline without restrictions or limitations.”


“All Aboard. Last call. All visitors must leave the train.”


Annabelle’s eyes dropped to see the reverend’s loins slowly undulating in an obscene grind against her daughter’s ass. “Reverend…I…” Annabelle took in the outrageous sight of adult male fingers fanned over Catherine’s lower belly, all pointing to her crotch, pulling hard against his own.


“I insist. Unrestricted authority from your lips to her ears.”


The train gave a lurch. “Well…” said the reverend,


Annabelle stared hard at Catherine’s lower belly, then said, “Oh my.” She continued to stare as his fingers massaged their way closer to her daughter’s pubic mound, made apparent by the tightly stretched material of her dress. Slowly, with her face burning red, Annabelle’s eyes came up to Catherine’s eyes. She said, “Catherine, he has my complete trust and authority to administer discipline as he sees fit. Mind him, Catherine.”


The Reverend put a harder grind into his pelvic press and said, “On her naked skin.”


Annabelle immediately looked down and saw that the reverend’s finger tips had moved lower, making the turn over the mound, bunching the material between Catherine’s legs. “Oh dear! Oh, all right.”


“Tell her! Make it clear to her that I may strip her naked if I think her punishment warrants that.”


“Catherine, he has total and unrestricted authority to guide and discipline as he sees fit, even on your naked skin. He may even strip you totally naked for your punishments, so do not give him cause, or I will hold you accountable. Reverend, I will also hold you accountable should there be no cause.”


John’s right hand firmly cupped Catherine’s crotch. His left went up and grasped the surprised girl’s right breast, squeezing the firm mound into distortion. Annabelle’s jaw dropped as John said, “As you can see, your virgin daughter is in capable hands. I can feel a devil hiding between her legs, but I can beat that devil out of her. Hurry, Annabelle, you’re running out of platform.”


Annabelle turned to see the station moving. She moved forward, mindless of the two hands still groping her daughter, and said, “Do as he says, Catherine. Any sin will be his. Just pray.” She kissed Catherine on the cheek, then rushed to the open door. She hesitated, then jumped awkwardly, missing the end of the platform by inches, falling in a very unladylike end-over tumble in grass and sand. John peered out the window with Catherine and said, “Nice knickers.”


Catherine suppressed a giggle, but a stifled gig escaped. She turned to face John when he eased off the firm but exciting hold. She eyed the mysterious man with the mischievous gleam in his eye and decided he was no preacher. She also decided he was quite handsome—tall, dark, rugged, but with nice white teeth that could form a devilish smile, and best of all, he had a very big cock.


She loved the way he stood up to and humiliated her mother. For that, alone, she had warm feelings for him. She liked the way he took control. He examined her like a piece of property, staring at the parts the men back home avoided looking at. She especially liked being firmly touched, molded, squeezed and turned this way and that. She wanted her trip to be an adventure, and the journey was looking good at the start.


After he released her and stepped back, Catherine smiled demurely. The reverend said, “Sorry, kid, I tried to help you out. You didn’t appear to want to go on this trip, but your mother obviously was intent of getting rid of you.”


“Well, you needn’t worry about taking care of me. I can take care of myself.”


“I doubt that. This train is full of horny men with nothing to lose. Your naked and abused body would be lying alongside the tracks before this train hit the continental divide. No, your mother left me in charge, and I accepted that responsibility. You’re not much better off with me, but I will deliver you in one piece, somewhere. In the mean time, we will try to make this journey as pleasant as possible unless you give me any shit.”


“I promise, I won’t be any trouble. I certainly won’t give you any shit. I will do whatever you say, Reverend John Cunnylicker.” The word Cunnylicker rolled off smiling lips.


His smile broadened. “You’d better, or your cute fanny will pay dearly. Is it true you have never had a bare bottom spanking?”


Catherine assumed an affected childlike innocence, and with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes, said, “Good heavens, no. That would be horrid. Would you actually bare my bottom and spank me for the most minor and seemingly innocent transgressions?”


“I would, and if I thought you might profit from it, I might bare all of you. Sometimes baring the bottom isn’t enough. What do you think of that?”


“I think I shall be very good and do exactly as you say, but innocent transgressions may be my undoing.”


“I asked what you thought of that—of baring yourself publicly.”


Her expression became serious and critical as she said, “Publicly?”


“Yes, publicly. Humiliation is a key factor in the discipline of young ladies. Females can bear pain much better than males.”


“I don’t know about that, but I do know about humiliation. Look what I have to wear.”


“Catherine, you are evading my question.”


“I’m sorry. I think baring myself in public for a beating will be very humiliating, but what choice would I have? My mother gave you the right strip me naked. You must decide where and when. I’m just a little girl who does what she’s told, Reverend Cunnylicker.”


The train was now well underway, and no one would be getting off. He knew the passageway would be quiet for a while as passengers settled and the conductor checked tickets. John’s smile grew more devilish. He said, “What are you wearing under that dress?”


“Petticoats, panties, a bra, stockings, and a slip.”


“There’s a rest room at the end of the car. Take them off. This train gets hot. Take those boots off, too. You can go bare foot. You’ll be more comfortable.”


“But, Reverend, this dress can’t be worn without under clothes. The material is too sheer. I can put on other clothes. I didn’t want to dress up, but mother wanted to make a good first impression.”


John took a handful of the hem and examined his fingers through the gauze-like material, satisfied that he could make out his fingerprints. “I said wear the dress, only the dress. Remove the sash, too, then return to the compartment.”


“I will do as you say, Reverend, but I will be as good as naked.”


“That won’t offend anyone in our compartment, and you’ll be cool and comfortable. Do as I say, Catherine, or I might bare your cunny and spank it before our fellow passengers just for the entertainment value. A girl like you needs her cunny spanked once in a while, just for good measure. You do know what your cunny is, don’t you?”


Catherine blushed. “Yes.”


“Show me where your cunny is.”


Catherine looked around, then pointed between her legs. “Here.”


“I said show me, not point.”


“I don’t understand.”


“You don’t understand, show me your cunny. What word don’t you understand, Catherine? Are you being impudent with me?”


“You want me to show it to you out here? Someone might come along.”


“You are trying my patience, young lady.”


Catherine looked both ways, then, with resignation, hiked her skirts and petticoats. She then pulled out her panties so that he could see down them. John looked, but angrily said, “All I see is a hairy crack. I said show me your cunny.”


Catherine took a deep breath, then pushed the panties down and stepped free. She lifted her skirts high and jutted out her bare loins.”


“You are trying my patience, young lady.”


Taking no chances, she sat at John’s feet, rolled back, and spread her legs as wide as the cramped space allowed. John got down on one knee and peered between her legs. “Now, use your finger to outline your cunny so that I know that you know exactly where it is.”


Breathing heavily, Catherine used her right index finger to trace around her cunt lips, going below the hole and above her clit. “Now show me the clit.” She did so by pulling her lips apart and touching the excited nub with her right middle finger. “And show me where a man puts his cock when fucking a cunny?” She pointed to her hole. “Show me where it goes, don’t point.” She inserted her fingertip and ran it around the inside of her slick hole.


John stood with a smile and said, “Only a wicked girl would know those things, Catherine, but I will drive that wickedness from you before we reach Glory, rest assured. Put your dress down and close your legs, you nasty child. Have you no shame? Run along now. Don’t dally.”


Catherine blushed and struggled to her feet. She picked up her panties, then ran down the length of the car. She had difficulty undressing in the tight quarters, but eventually stood naked before the floor-length mirror, examining her form. She cupped her full mounds and squeezed, puckering the conical pink nipples. Her right hand stole to her crotch. She ruffled the light covering of pubic curls, then slipped her index finger into the groove, saying, “Miss Cunny, I think you’re in for a rough trip. Reverend Cunnylicker just might live up to his name, and his real name might be John Cuntsmacker. I know that doesn’t bother you, you shameless hussy, but I’m not sure I’ll be leaving this train a virgin. Mother did say we had to do whatever he said, though. We must mind our elders.”


She slipped the dress on and studied her reflection. As she figured, her breasts showed through, the dark pink nipples, especially. She pressed the material to her thighs and peered down. “Oh my, they can see you as well, Miss Cunny. Damn, it is true. I may as well be naked. How can he expect me to ride this train with people who can see everything I have? He’ll drive them crazy. He’ll drive you crazy too, won’t he? Don’t you drive me crazy. I’m supposed to be an innocent church girl. I’m sure the reverend would rather molest an innocent church girl than a hot-cunted hussy.”


She stood and turned to view herself from the rear. “Does he expect me to hide my private parts? Or does he want me to show them off? I would think he wants me to show them off, otherwise why would he order me to wear the dress alone. He knows how thin it is. I think no matter what I do, he’ll find fault just so he can discipline me. He sure seemed eager to get me naked. Mother saw that. I’ll bet she’s fretting now. Serves her right.”


She faced front and smoothed the dress to better see her cunt. “I hope he fucks me. Yes, I said fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I hope they all fuck me, and I hope they leave me with child. Would you like some company in there Miss Cunny, besides my fingers, that is. You want a real man’s cock, don’t you, hussy? I know you. You were hoping someone would come along that passage way while I had you out. You like getting out, don’t you? I think you’ll be getting out a lot more by the looks of things. Who cares? We don’t know any of these people, and it’s a sure bet none are going to that desolate hole in the wall, Glory. Well, here goes.”


John returned to the four men in compartment five, took his seat, and announced, “Gentlemen, fortune has smiled upon us. The good Lord has come through and answered our prayers. We are about to be joined by a vision of loveliness the likes of which you’ve never seen. She’s fifteen, alone in my charge, on her way to Glory, and so are we.”


Marve Porter, a middle-aged dry goods clerk on his way to Saint Louis said, “What gives, Reverend?”


“You’ll see, but to make this journey interesting, you gentlemen follow my lead. Do any of you have qualms about tickling the fancy of a minor?”


Harvey Greenglass, a reporter going west, sat forward and said, “Not one damn bit, Reverend. You lead, I’ll follow.”


Blake Edwards, an attorney returning to Indianapolis, said, “Have you been given guardianship?”


“Absolute and unrestricted authorization to guide and discipline as I see fit. The child will verify that.”


“If she does, I will support you—in court if need be. I am curious, though, her mother didn’t seem the type to grant you the type of liberties you are alluding to.”


“Yeah, well her mother has her own kinks. I practically molested the kid right in front of her. She didn’t say a word about that, and I dare say I could have slipped the kid some pork and she would have still remained quiet. That bitch is one big bundle of repressed sexuality, just waiting to blow. It’s just too bad she didn’t come along. I guarantee, this train ride would have proved most interesting.”


“Harvey said, “That bitch was finer than frog hair.”


John said, “Yeah, and nothing winds my crank like a pious bitch when she cuts loose.”


The quiet older man in the black suit said, “I am Judge Krammer of the third district in Denver. I have known women like that; I’ve had them in my court. I do not doubt that what he says is true. The reverend made his intent clear to the woman. Her silent acceptance was as good as her blessing. I can’t afford a scandal, but I support what you gentlemen are up to if I read you correctly. If we all take a solemn vow to support one another, I don’t see how anything negative can befall us.”


John took out his Bible, held it out, and each man placed a hand on it. “Each of us here swears to abide by my authority over Miss Catherine Maryweather, and will support me in the direction I choose to mold and guide her character. Say amen.” They all said, “Amen”, then John opened the bible, took out a silver flask, and said, “Now, we seal our oath with a shot of bootleg bourbon whiskey.”


The men had a good laugh and a good shot. Shortly afterwards, the door opened slowly, and young Catherine Maryweather entered with her two bags. The men sucked in their collective breaths. John took her ticket from her, stuffed the bags under his seat, then introduced her traveling companions. While she offered her hand, they took liberties with their eyes. John sat, leaving Catherine standing uncomfortably in the center of the small room with her back to the window.


The space between John and the judge was empty, but Catherine waited for John to offer the seat to her. She fought the urge to hold her hands over her crotch, and kept the white knuckled fists stiffly at her sides.


John let his friends study her body, delighted that the mid-shin length dress hid little. Her bare feet were a nice touch as well. He liked the fact that she did not presume she could sit. Her subservient demeanor, standing erect but with eyes downcast, putting her body on display as was clearly his intention, told John he had a kindred spirit in Catherine Maryweather, one with considerable acting ability, a bold and adventuresome spirit, and a mind in tune with his own.


He thought a bold demonstration was in order, but first, there was the matter brought up by the attorney. John said, “A question was raised as to the scope of my authority over you, Catherine. Tell these gentlemen what your mother said before leaving you in my charge.”


Catherine appeared reluctant, but softly said, “My mother said that the Reverend Cunnylicker had total authority over me. She said that I was to do anything he said, or I would suffer any discipline he might choose.”


Blake Edwards said, “Gentlemen, I suggest we write her statement down, have her sign it, then get each man to sign as witness. I think we should each have a copy to protect ourselves.”


Judge Krammer said, “I agree. You never know what outlandish things this child might say about our conduct. People might believe one small girl against five grown men.”


Blake took out a pad and pencil, handed them to Catherine, and asked that she write what she said. Catherine did so, then Blake made five copies that each man signed in witness. When that lengthy formality was done, and all were sitting back, admiring Catherine’s body, the door opened and the conductor entered, saying, “Tickets.”


He took one look at Catherine, then looked to John. The two men exchanged wry smiles. The conductor addressed Catherine, while punching their tickets, “I see your mother found you a suitable chaperon to see you safely and soundly to your destination.” He looked around the small room. “You appear to be in excellent hands, so I see no need to be checking on you as your mother requested. It is customary for passengers who don’t wish to be disturbed to offer a gratuity. I wasn’t sure you gentlemen knew that custom.”


John said, “I’m quite familiar with it. Five dollars should cover it.”


“Ten.”


“Seven-fifty.”


The Judge interceded, “Gentlemen, let’s not quibble. I’ll cover the difference. Everyone pitch in a buck, and I’ll put six.” The conductor took the money, then went up to Catherine, reached under her dress, cupped her sex, and said, “You have a pleasant journey, sweetlips.”


His finger slipped inside her wet pussy, then rode out through her cleft as he departed. The bold contact with her cunt was her first by a foreign finger, and she never felt anything so wickedly delightful. Her mother was obsessive about modesty, and kept her under tight wraps and close scrutiny, being most suspicious of Catherine’s own father, a respected elder in the church. The men gawking at her body were the first male eyes to see her intimate flesh, as the conductor raised her dress high in parting.
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“Bound for Glory” (Part two of six)


John resumed. “Catherine, move to the center, facing me, lift your dress and step out wide. Lift it high.”


Catherine stood tense, blushing shyly, unsure what her response should be to this outrageous order. No decent girl would follow it without protest. Finally, she said, “Reverend Cunnylicker, I don’t think my mother would approve. I think it’s bad enough that you made me remove my under garments. She’ll be livid when she learns of this, I assure you.”


“Are you going to disobey me?”


“Well…no…If you insist, I have no choice. I just want you and these fine gentlemen to know that she didn’t have this in mind when she granted unlimited authority.”


Blake Edwards said, “Catherine, I am an attorney, and that man is a judge. Unlimited authority has no limits or restrictions. I’m sure the reverend has his reasons for issuing the order, and you are legally obligated to follow them or be punished as he sees fit. I’m afraid we must support the reverend. To do otherwise would place us in jeopardy. He could sue us for contractual infringement, obstruction of authority, corruption of legal guardianship. Those are serious offenses. I am sorry, dear, but for better or worse, this man as good as owns you. If his intentions are not honorable, there’s not much anyone can do.”


John said, “I’ll ask again, are you disobeying my order?”


Catherine took a deep breath, moved into position, and lifted her dress, bunching the material up to the underside of her breasts. She stepped out with her right foot and stood feigning reluctance in offering the men her naked charms from mid-chest down. John said, “My intentions are not honorable, gentlemen, but that should be no concern of yours. You have my permission to examine the girl.”


Heads dipped and hands reached out to stroke Catherine’s ass, thighs, and belly. After a few seconds, those hands began converging between her legs from front and rear. Her expression registered her sensory overload as a deep red blush. Fingers entered her two holes as she stood and grimaced. John simply sat back and watched her facial expressions go through the gamut from indignation and shock, to acceptance and pleasure.


Catherine could not mask the growing arousal as fingers probed deep in her cunt to feel her hymen. Each man took a turn marveling at her tight, smooth, interior. The comments made her blush deepen, and the fingers made her heart race. John just smiled, thanking his great fortune. After a few more minutes, he said, “Remove the dress completely.”


“Reverend, please, not that!”


“Would you like a taste of my belt?”


Catherine removed the dress, and hands swarmed over her breasts.


“Now, while these men get to know the physical you, I think we should explore the rest—your experience and background. Place your hand on this Bible and swear you’ll tell the truth in response to my questions.”


Catherine placed her trembling hand on the offered Bible and swore she would tell the truth. John withdrew the good book and said, “Now, place your hands behind your head, and move your legs out wide. Give these men easy access to all you have to offer while you answer my questions.”


Catherine’s blush deepened as she assumed the provocative stance. The men crowded her on their knees as the judge stood behind her, massaging her tits from behind while nuzzling her neck and shoulders. The flood of wicked sensations coming from between her legs was almost overwhelming.


John said, “Tell us, have you ever touched your cunt for the purpose of self stimulation?”


With an excited quiver in her voice, she said, “Yes.”


“As I thought. Have you ever seen a man’s cock?”


“Yes. My uncle Jeremy showed me his, and my father shows his when he relieves himself.”


“Do you stare at your father’s cock while he’s pissing?”


“I suppose, when he’s not looking.”


“Have you ever imagined your father’s cock fucking your cunny?”


Catherine reddened, gulped, then hung her head and said, “Well…yes, sometimes.”


“Have you ever showed your cunt to a man or boy to excite him?”


She began warming to the personal questions and raised both her voice and her head to say, “Yes. I let my father see it, and I show Uncle Jeremy my cunny quite often. I show it to our preacher, as well.”


The first two statements were true, but exaggerations. Her father did catch a glimpse by accident, and her Uncle Jeremy (when left alone to babysit her) used to bathe her when she was little. The questions excited her, but she didn’t want truthful answers to mark her as a naive inexperienced child. She added, “Actually, I’ve let countless people see my cunny, but those are the main ones.”


“Interesting. Now, when you showed these men your cunt, were you hoping they’d get excited enough to fuck you?”


“I wasn’t sure I wanted to go that far, but I wanted to see if seeing my cunt would excite them. Mostly, I just like to shock people, especially church people.”


“Do you like making cocks get hard, Catherine?”


“Yes. Especially the preacher’s cock. He tries hard not to get excited around me, but I excite him anyway. I show him my cunt every chance I get. I’d let the preacher fuck me, but he won’t even try. That’s why I’m on this train. He told my mother. Now I have to spend a year in Glory with a bunch of old biddies.”


“Have you ever played with another girl’s cunt?”


“Yes, my cousin Jennifer and my Aunt Harriet. Jenny and I frig off together.”


“Did you suck each other’s cunts?”


“Sure, me and Jenny do all the time. Aunt Harriet sort of does mine.”


“What is sort of, and why didn’t you lick hers in return?”


“We do it in the church, mostly. I sit in the back pew between her and Uncle Jeremy. He pushes my skirts and petticoats up. I don’t wear panties to church. He pulls her head into my lap and rubs her face in my pussy. I open my legs as wide as I can so her face can get down in the crack where it’s wet and gooey. Jeremy likes to mistreat her like that, especially in church.”


“Did you want to lick her cunt?”


The questions, along with the maddening fingers, were having their intended effect. Catherine began offering information. She could see that her answers had a profound effect on her audience. Marve Porter and Harvey Greenglass had their cocks out and were jacking off, sometimes rubbing their cocks on her body. Having never seen a hard cock before, she was fascinated by them, pleasantly surprised that they grew so big. Both men had average cocks, but Marve had an unusually thick one with large veins. Harvey’s cock had the biggest crown, like a helmeted soldier, the head being twice as thick as the shaft.


After a long pause, John repeated, “I said, ‘Did you want to lick her cunt?’”


Catherine took a deep breath and said, “Yes, but Jeremy preferred that I just tease her by reaching under her dress and into her panties. She hates when I play with her pussy in church, but she knows better than to try and stop me.”


“Don’t you worry about others seeing?”


“Not really. Heads are always turning back, but it doesn’t bother me. We’re the only ones that sit in the very back. Only Preacher Thomas can see, but he only sees her head going into my lap. He knows what we’re doing to Harriet; just about everyone in the congregation knows. My mother knows, that’s why she won’t look back. What she doesn’t see can’t embarrass her. See no evil is her motto.


“The preacher and Jeremy are good friends, mostly because Jeremy lets him fuck Harriet. He lets anybody fuck her. Every hypocrite in that church has fucked her. My father fucked her. Sometimes, I place my feet wide apart on the seat of the pew, then lift up to show my pussy to the preacher while he’s trying to preach his sermon. That always makes him stammer and sweat. He loses his place when I pull my cunt lips open. I have been caught doing that so many times, I can’t count them. I like taking chances. My mother would die if she turned around.”


Judge Krammer took his long slender cock in his hand and slid the shaft between Catherine’s legs from the rear. His long dick slid through her lips to poke out the front. Catherine looked in pain with the desire to reach down and feel the cock with her hands, but held steady. Blake Edwards got on his knees before her and toyed with her clit, leaning in for a lick or a nibble when the judge’s cock retreated. Marve and Harvey amused themselves with her tits or just rubbed their cocks on her body. Catherine was as hot and ready as any woman/child could be. She only needed the word from John to freely offer her ripe young body for fucking.


John was in no hurry. They had a long journey ahead, and the men knew not to put their cocks in any hole without his nod. There was much more to the intriguing lass, and John wanted to keep digging, building the sexual tension in the process. Her answers, he knew, would be much more interesting in her current state, though he knew she was creating them as she went. Her fantasies were in her stories, and could be very useful in the future. He had already resolved that her destiny did not lie in Glory.


John asked the men to relax and sit down. Catherine looked frustrated, because she was nearing a climax when the hands and cock abandoned her. Cool air assaulted her sopping wet crotch and saliva-coated nipples like a dash of ice water. After a pause to let everyone get resettled, and to allow Catherine to cool, he resumed, saying, “I get the impression you are a rebellious child, not fond of church. I’m sure you must have given your mother more cause to send you away than exposing yourself to the preacher.”


“You’re right on both counts. I am a very naughty girl, and I hate church. I drive my mother crazy. I love driving her crazy. I love shocking her and humiliating her before her church friends. The thing with the preacher was just the straw that broke the camel’s back. I never thought they’d send me away. I guess they had to do something. I was pretty wild and getting wilder.”


“Such as?”


“Well, for one, they couldn’t keep clothes on me, but that was toward the end. Let me back up. To start with, she caught me showing my cunt to father. When I say showing my cunt, I don’t consider standing naked in front of someone with my legs together as showing my cunt. My cunt is between my legs, and the part I want to show is the inside, not the outside. I want to show my pink parts, my cunt hole, my clit, and my inner lips. Who cares about seeing the top part of a hairy crack. I want them to see my fuck hole, to see where their cocks will go if I let them put it in. That’s the most important part of a woman, and that is the part of me I want to show. To do that, I need to get my legs as wide apart as possible and pull my lips apart too. That way, they see it all; lips, clit, and the hole. That’s what my mother caught me doing for father.”


“Did she catch you often?”


“Oh yes, I’d only do it when she would catch me. My father doesn’t care if she catches him looking. He told her that if I show it, he’ll look, and the Bible be damned, he’s only a flesh and blood man. She yells at me, but not him. I’m used to her yelling. She pitches a hissy, quotes scriptures, calls me every name in the book, but after it’s all over, I do it again.”


“Wicked child. What else?”


“Can we take a break? I want to fuck. I am so fucking horny.”


The men seconded that idea, but John told everyone to wait and slow down. John took his nine-inch cock out and began stroking it, saying, “You’ll get all the cock you can stand, Catherine. You men keep your hands off her for the time being. Nobody’s getting any pussy until I pop her cherry, and I’m not ready. Let the girl talk. Catherine, why don’t you sit here beside me and show your cunt the way you like to.”


Catherine gladly accepted his offer and immediately took the seat between John and the judge. She laid her legs over their laps. She caught both walls with her bare feet, sitting in the splits, then pulled her lips wide, saying, “Look at my hole and think about shoving your cocks in there. Look how pink, wet, and juicy my pussy hole is, just itching to suck all the sperm from your balls. By the way, I want to get pregnant on this trip, so fill me up with sperm. I should be ripe.”


John reached over and fingered her hole for himself, saying, “I’ll probably be the father of your baby since I’m going first, but get back to your story. You were telling us how you torment your mother.”


“Yes, I love doing that. What drives her the craziest is the things I do in church. Showing my cunt in church is the sin of sins, that’s why I go all out in church. I don’t always sit with Jeremy and Harriet. Sometimes, I float around. I love getting between a man and his wife. I’ll step over and squeeze in if I have to. Of course, the first time I try anything, the service gets interrupted by an angry wife. There’s yelling and pushing, and I get escorted out, which is exactly what I want. My mother doesn’t want me in church, but my father does.


“The church elders had a secret meeting to come up with a way of dealing with me. They decided that the best way was to totally ignore me and allow the Holy Spirit to come in and drive out the devil that made me do nasty things. They figured that if they could just keep me coming to church, and keep me in church, they could save my soul. They passed the word to every member that, no matter what, the members were not to react to anything I might do, or even look my way. They would pretend I wasn’t there. They came down hard on the wives, telling them it was their Christian duty to endure the unendurable, that no one would look, and that their sacrifice in loss of modesty would put jewels in their crown when they got to heaven.”


“Why do I have a feeling your church leaders are all men.”


“Of course. Women have no place in running the church, not ours anyway. Well, when Jeremy passed that information to me, I thought, ‘Oh boy. We’ll see how long they can ignore me.’


“The plan split the church. I’ll tell you this, we found out who the hypocrites were. The elders are all hypocrites, and my father is head elder. Attendance dropped by one third after that meeting, and to half after that first service. I’d say the congregation stabilized at one-hundred, and it pretty much stayed that way. Their dirty little game plan cost them dearly. If you ask me, that’s why I got booted out. One hundred members could not keep the church going. Good Christians would have no part in it. Few families brought young children. Everyone else was there to see a nasty sex show.


“My mother was one that wanted to drop out, but my father would not allow that. She had to set the example, he told her. Father lectured her about how she, of all people, should be willing to make sacrifices to save my soul, and that other women would take their example from her. My mother is not a hypocrite, I’ll give her that.


“She was my first victim. She earned her jewels, a bucket of jewels. I tore her clothes off, every stitch, not fast, either. I ripped piece after piece, hoping she’d break down. She never did. She closed her eyes and prayed, even as I tore her panties from her hairy cunt.”


“Are you going to tell me nobody looked?”


“Are you kidding, everybody looked. As you well know, my Mother is very pretty, and she has a great body. She is easily the most beautiful woman in the county, and every man wants her—the women, too, I’d imagine. They got up out of their seats and looked. They crowded around her front pew seat. I was kneeling on the floor, pushing her legs up and laying them out to give everyone a better look at her pussy.


“People in the pew behind her held her ankles wide for me. I pulled her lips apart and showed her cunt hole, then went to work on her naked, wide open pussy. I rubbed that big old clitty and finger-fucked her hole with three fingers. Whatever she was praying didn’t work. She climaxed and everybody knew it. She cried out, ‘Oh, Lord Jesus,’ while flailing her head.


“I wasn’t through, not by a long shot. I wanted everyone to see the woman’s cum leaking from her pussy hole. I sat back and pulled those fleshy lips wide. The people filed by and peered into my mother’s gaping cunt, seeing the juice pouring from her hole and running down her ass crack. Woman spunk puddled in the pew. She could hear the feet shuffling by and didn’t dare open her eyes. I scooped up the mess and smeared it on her face and tits. I coated my fingers then slipped them past her lips. I frigged her to another climax while fingering her asshole. She came again, harder than the first time.


“I spent that whole first Sunday on my mother. I was the service, and I was out to destroy her faultlessly pure image. I didn’t accomplish that. She was as pious as ever after that, almost like a martyr; but I did humiliate her, and I exposed the hell out of her. I also showed the congregation what a lusty wench she was. After her third orgasm, she opened her eyes and watched the people who were gawking at her body. After the fourth, her hands came down and pressed firmly on her inner thighs, framing her cunt for them. She sucked on my fingers after the fifth or sixth orgasm, and she rubbed her own clit for her final three.


Those guys pulled so hard on her legs that she went ass up with her head on the seat, her chin pressed to her chest. Her cunt was right over her mouth as she madly frigged off. When she came, her cum poured out and ran down her clit to drip on her face. She could lick her cum off her clit, and towards the end, she could suck it and lick her hole directly. She sucked herself off for her last orgasm, in fact. After the service, she had to be carried out, wrapped in a blanket.


“The women stopped wearing their Sunday best after seeing what I did to Mother’s favorite dress. They came in sack cloth and brought a change to go home in. My favorite target was the Richardson family. They have eight kids, and the mother, Alice Richardson, loves being exposed in church. She has no husband, and they were poor. She’d let me expose her whole body before this secret meeting, even with the entire congregation and all eight kids looking on. She dressed to make the job easy for me, wearing a simple, button-down-the-front house dress with nothing on underneath.


“Her three daughters wore the same, and they’d let me expose their bodies as well. One was seventeen, very sexy and pretty. One was my age, and the youngest was eleven, but she had titties. I love showing a mother’s pussy to her kids. The Richardson boys would crawl over laps to look as I held their mother’s pussy lips open. The girls wanted their pussies opened up, too. People on all sides looked. Those in front turned back and stayed looking back. The girls were popular with the men, and they’d jockey for seats in the pew before their favorite Richardson girl, leaving their families to sit by themselves. The pew in front of the Richardson’s was always all male, and all hypocrites.


“Before the plan went into effect, Alice was the only mother I could do that to. Few people would have anything to do with her, or the family for that matter. They weren’t even from our county. They came to our church so Alice and her girls could get their kicks. The wives would have run them off, but the elders wouldn’t stand for that. I really need a cock in my cunt. This is torture.”


“Not yet. Finish the story.”


Catherine looked at all the stiff cocks, licked her lips, then said, “Well, the next Sunday service was smaller. We were down to those who just wanted a sex show. The preacher took leave after the first Sunday charade. We didn’t know if he’d ever be back. My father filled in, but he held no service. Like I said, I was the service. When I entered the church, all heads turned to see who I’d assault, which lucky woman would get carried out in a blanket. The men outnumbered the women two to one. Most of the women who were there were all willing to endure the same treatment my mother got. Mother wore a sack dress and watched me expectantly. She was eager to serve the lord again, earn more jewels, and get her rocks off.


“I went to her and led her to the front, climbed the dias, faced her to the congregation, and removed her sack. She was naked under it. I heard the room let out a gasp, but thought nothing of it. I threw the sack onto the floor and kicked gently at her feet from behind. She moved her feet out by a yard. I pushed her ass until her cunt jutted out, then got up close and reached around her waist with both hands converging on her crotch. That’s when I found out what the gasps were about, and why everyone was fidgety, giggly, and tittering. Her pussy was bald.


“Mother’s cunt was as bare as a newborn’s behind. I pulled those naked lips out as the congregation sat forward in their pews. I fingered her cunt, then stuck my finger in her mouth. She sucked my finger. I didn’t even think she’d open her mouth. This had my pussy going, and I repeated the act several more times. The congregation loved it. Mother had no shame. I stepped down to look at her myself, and she kept her crotch jutted out, then reached down and opened her own cunt. Her pussy looked damned good, much nicer than with hair. I had to admire her cunt and her bold behavior. I took off my clothes and got back up on the dias, fingered my pussy, and let her suck on my fingers. She didn’t balk at that either.


“I turned her around and made her kneel before me as I faced the congregation in a wide-legged stance. I stepped up to her with me feet wide apart and thrust my cunt in her face. She grabbed my ass and started sucking my pussy. The congregating went wild; they loved it. I humped my pussy in her face like dogs do when they fuck. She let me rub my cunt all over her face.


“I even pissed in her face, but she kept licking, trying to catch my piss stream. When I was sure everybody knew I was pissing, I let her catch my cunt and pissed the rest in her mouth. She nursed on my pissing pussy. People were up crowding in on both sides. They saw her throat muscles swallowing as I pissed freely in her sucking mouth. When my pissing slowed to a dribble, Mom eased back and pulled my lips open so the people could see her lapping at my piss hole as I let piss dribble out on her tongue.”


“Catherine, you lied to me, then. You never mentioned this when I asked if anyone ever sucked your cunt.”


“Oh…Well…I was too embarrassed to tell you that my own mother sucked my cunt. I suppose this means I’ll be punished for lying. I deserve it. You’re right: spare the rod and spoil the child. That’s where they went wrong with me, but I know you will correct that, and I want you to, often. I won’t be a baby about it.”


“Lie over my lap, Catherine.”


Catherine was not expecting he’d want to punish her at that moment. She dropped her legs to the floor, then moved over John’s lap with her creamy ass sticking up. When she was ass-up with her head near the floor, John delivered ten hard smacks that brightly reddened her ass and made her squirm. When she stood, Catherine was pleasantly surprised that the stinging pain had turned to a pleasant hot tingle. She thanked John for correcting her bad behavior without delay, then resumed her former position and resumed her story after he admonished her not to tell more lies.


Catherine swore she would not tell any more lies, then went on, saying, “I had to respect her for what she did. She stole my show, stole my thunder, and didn’t have to suffer any deeper humiliation. She’d sunk as low as she could get the prior week, so nothing mattered as far as sexual humiliation was concerned. I could have led a pony on stage and she’d have sucked it’s dick. What could I do? I sent her to her seat. She walked away triumphant, and the congregation applauded her.


“I wasn’t upset by this, but I was challenged to do something bizarre to someone. I owed the Richardson’s some exposure, so I went down the line and stripped them all. I walked the center aisle looking for an unwilling victim. Some of those women had been forced by their husbands to attend service, and I wanted the best one of them. Harriet was one, and she cringed when I looked her way. I decided to strip her while I pondered my choice. I dragged her up front, up the steps, then ripped the dress off her, ripped everything off, took her shoes and all. I stood her facing front, made her stand with feet out, pushed her ass forward, and said, ‘Stay that way.’


“I returned to pacing the aisle and my eyes fell on the absolute, most perfect victim. I didn’t think of her because I was sure she wouldn’t be in the congregation. She had slunk so low in her seat, I first thought she was a child; but it was her, and she had her two sons with her. Angela Peabody slapped my face for touching her knee after I squeezed between her and her husband one Sunday. The resulting cat fight led to the secret meeting. Her husband was the elder that proposed the plan, I found out later.


“Angela is very pretty, very sexy, and petit. We’re the same height, but she has bigger tits and wider hips. Oh boy did I want that woman. When she saw me looking right at her, she turned white. Tom, her husband, made her sit up, as if to say, ‘Here she is, Catherine, come and get her.’ I went right over and stood before her. She looked up with these pleading eyes and cried, ‘Please don’t, Catherine. I beg you, please.’


“This was exquisite. Everyone was up and crowding around us. Tom got up and slid his twelve-year-old boy in his place. Her ten-year-old was at her other side. The setting was perfect. She wasn’t wearing sack cloth; Tom had her in a sexy white dress. I reached for the top of her dress and began popping buttons as she continued to plead. We soon saw she wore no bra, and those big jugs of hers had the men panting. Her boys were leaning in for a close look inside her parting top as I pulled out on the flaps. Her hands hovered over mine, wanting to grasp them, but afraid to. Tom had obviously told her she could not resist, and Angela is a good obedient church wife.


“I loved tormenting her and popped three buttons in rapid succession, baring her breasts and exposing her to her belly button. She shrieked and started to cover her tits, then froze and returned her trembling hands to hover over my hands. Her boys were fascinated by her big tits. I said, ‘Do you guys like your mother’s big fat titties?’ They nodded. ‘Then feel them and suck on them, slap them, pinch the nipples, do anything you want to them. Bite them hard; she’ll like that.’


“They went right to work as she cried in protest, begging them to stop when they did bite hard. Their bites left teeth marks, even on her nipples. Brad, the older boy, chewed her right nipple until it started to bleed. She screamed her lungs out while he chewed, but only the taste of blood made him ease up. She suffered terribly, but I took no pity on her. I even suggested he do the other one so that they’d be equal—equally mangled. He checked with his dad and got a nod, but when he finished chewing on the other nipple, they weren’t equal. Her left nipple bled like hell, and blood ran down her stomach to wet her white dress.


“While the boys mauled her tits, I popped three more buttons, eager to see if she had panties on. Just as I thought, she did not. The first curls of pussy hair were showing as she tried to shield them from the hungry eyes. Tom told her to place her hands at her sides, and she quickly did so. I popped another and exposed her pubic patch, then popped another and exposed the top of her crack. Angela cried and begged, so I popped the rest and flung the dress open. While she cringed, I grabbed her knees and thrust them wide open. Her boys stopped biting her tits to look, and Angela covered her face in her hands.


“Angela had the prettiest pussy I ever saw. I mean, her cunt was beautiful—neat, trim, and bright pink inside. Her cunt lips were flushed full from her arousal. Her clit stood tall and proud, making a liar out of her. The bitch was loving it. Please, Reverend, can I stop to suck on Mr. Edward’s cock?”


Blake Edwards had gotten up and stood before Catherine after a nod from John. She’d been jacking him off, while rubbing the head on her clit as he stooped for her. His cock was the largest and the thickest. Catherine pumped eleven inches of throbbing man muscle. When he stood straight, his cock was in her face. Catherine licked at his dick between words. The hunger in her eyes burned like a fire.
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“Bound for Glory” (Part three of six)


John said, “There will be time enough for cock sucking after you finish your stories. Now, Angela, you were telling how she looked turned on.”


“Yes, I pulled her ass to the forward edge of the pew and pushed her legs back. Her boys took them from me and yawned her wide. I peeled back her lips and gave everyone a good long look inside. Without being invited, both boys toyed with and fingered her pussy. They were doing such a good job, I let them work her over. I sat back and watched along with everyone else. Those boys made her cum in under a minute. Right before she came, she took her hands from her face and watched them playing with her pussy. I think that triggered her orgasm. Her hands went to her tits and she squeezed them hard, forcing out more blood as she came. After the climax passed, she rolled her bleeding nipples in her fingers and gazed on her pussy, watching her boys spread her wetness all over her inner thighs and crotch, mixing vaginal wetness with the blood that ran down from her tits.


“Inspired by my earlier performance, the older boy brought a wet hand to her mouth and pressed it to her lips. Her tongue pushed through the fingers and was soon licking the hand as he turned and spread the fingers for her. The other boy was ready with another wet hand, and she licked it, allowing him to put his fingers in her mouth. Her own fingers stole down to her crotch and she began rubbing her clit. When the next hand arrived, she said, ‘Wipe it on my tits.’


“He did, and she pulled her tit to her mouth and licked off all of her bloody cunt juice. Both boys brought more, coating both tits, while she frigged herself and sucked her injured titties. They wrote the filthiest words they knew all over her face and body, using her own blood as ink. I asked the boys if they wanted to fuck their mother, and they both nodded eagerly. Angela didn’t say a word as each boy stripped naked. Brad went first. She guided his cock into her hole. She continued frigging her cunt while he fucked her. He filled her pussy with his cum, then the little one took over and added his cum.


“During the fucking, my father drew me aside and said, ‘Catherine, every man in the congregation would be eternally grateful to you if you made us fuck Angela Peabody.’ I took father’s cock out and led him over to Angela as the young boy moved away. I guided father’s big cock to her cunt hole and he did the rest. Not everyone got to fuck her, but I guided twenty cocks into her hole before the service ended. She sat in a pool of sperm, gallons of sperm, and she had to be carried out as well. Now can I have some cock? Please?”


“All in good time, Catherine. How long did this charade go on?”


“For eight Sundays.”


“That last Sunday must have been something. It got you kicked out. What happened?”


“I made everybody get naked, then I paired up sons with mothers, fathers with daughters. I made guys screw other men’s wives, and I made the women suck each other’s pussies. What got me in trouble was bringing the dog in and making a little girl let him fuck her. She was only twelve, and they had to hold the mother and the girl. When the dog pulled out, I whipped her pussy with a bull whip. Two men held her up-side-down by the ankles, like making a wish. I was so turned on after watching that dog fuck her, I almost killed the kid. I whipped her pussy to a bloody pulp. Afterwards, the mother threatened to go to the police. They had to get me out of there. That’s the real reason they sent me away, for my own protection.


“Catherine, you are a gifted liar, but a fine story teller. Now, I want the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, or so help me, I will flay the skin off your cute cunt with a bull whip.” Catherine gulped and turned white. “I can tell when you are lying, so don’t even try. Now, we will begin again. Have you ever, before today, seen a man’s hard cock?”


Catherine quietly said, “No.”


“Have you ever seen a woman’s naked cunt?”


“I…Uh…No?”


“Have you ever seen anyone fuck?”


“No, but I’ve heard people fucking.”


“Have you ever touched anyone’s genitals, or has anyone ever touched yours in the last ten years?”


“Well…I sucked on a baby’s dick.”


“I’m impressed. Now, then, where did you get this information for your stories?”


“My Uncle Jeremy has a collection of dirty books hidden in his cellar. I’ve been sneaking them out and reading them for years.”


“It shows. Catherine, I won’t punish you for your stories. Creative lying is a gift. I think the gift should be rewarded and encouraged, but between you and me, there must be absolute truth when I ask for the truth. If it happens again, you will be severely punished. Right now, you’re going to get fucked. You will find out for yourself why reading about the act and doing the act differ greatly. You must decide which is better, but I am sure you’ll agree they are not the same. I’m afraid you’re going to be sorely disappointed by the volume of sperm you get. Two tablespoons would be impressive. You should know that females don’t cum like men do.”


“Thank God; I thought my pussy was defective. Nothing ever pours out, I just get really wet and gooey.”


“Will one of you gentlemen sit in my place and hold her left leg. Judge, will you do likewise with the other?”


Blake took John’s place. John got on his knees before Catherine and angled his hard cock to her open vagina. Sweat beaded on Catherine’s brow as she watched the purple head moving closer to her hole. The contact made her flinch. “Having second thoughts?”


“No. I want to get fucked, but I am a little scared. You’re so big. Will it hurt?”


“Yes, but the pleasure that follows should compensate.” He shoved, and the head plowed her lips open, sinking in past her cuntal ring. Catherine grimaced and drew in a sharp breath. “That wasn’t the pain. Try to relax.” He pushed gently, and slowly gained two more inches of entry. She grimaced tighter, gritting her teeth. He gained another inch and felt the resistance of her hymen. “Are you ready? This will hurt, but it won’t hurt for long.”


Catherine looked apprehensive, staring at her pussy and at the lips stretched paper thin around his thick shaft. She nodded and he slapped her face hard. Catherine, looked stunned and brought a hand to her cheek. Tears welled in her eyes. “Why did you slap me?”


“Look.” Catherine looked to her vagina and saw that all but two inches of his cock was inside. “Your cherry is broken, Catherine. Except for the slap, you didn’t feel a thing, did you.”


“No. Is that why you slapped me?”


“That’s why.”


“Oh, Reverend. I’m so stuffed. Fuck me. Put more in. Put it all in. Fuck my pussy.”


“Reverend John Cunnylicker, at your service.” John began easing more cock inside as he built a steady humping rhythm. Catherine stared at her cunt, watching her small pudenda gobble up the big dick. She experienced more pain, but the pain was bearable and even enjoyable as the fullness and stuffed feeling increased. Before long, their pubic hairs merged. After ten minutes, his pubic mat flattened hers and she begged to be fucked harder and harder.


The men watched with throbbing erections in hand, eager to sample the lusty teen’s delightful young cunny. The judge lost control and shot a thick rope of cum in Catherine’s face, then peppered her titties with the rest. Catherine gathered the sperm on her fingers and licked her fingers clean, delighted at her first taste of sperm.


Catherine was deliriously thrilled at the prospect of taking more cock after John finished. She rubbed her clitty and cried, “Fuck a baby in my pussy, Reverend. I want your baby. After you cum, make them wait a while. I’ll suck them all off and let them cum in my mouth. I’m dying to suck real cocks and swallow sperm. I can swallow a cucumber whole. I’ve been practicing. I want your sperm to have the best chance. I want to be able to tell my mother that you raped me all the way to California, and now I am pregnant with your baby. She’ll simply die, and it will all be her fault. You don’t care if I tell her that, do you?” “


“No, but you’ll make the call from some place other than Glory. She gave you to me until you reach California. That won’t be for many more months. We change trains for New Orleans in Pittsburg.”


“Oh yes, I love it. Raped and abducted. Can we call her from Pittsburg. I am dying to tell her what you did to me. We can call her from every place we stop.”


“Why not call her from hotel rooms so we can talk to her while I’m screwing you.”


“Oh fuck, yes! Oh, John, we must. You must talk filthy to her and describe what you’re doing to me. Oh fuck, my pussy. I’m cuminggggggggggggg! Ah! Ahhhhhhh! Oh fucking god damn mother fucker, Christ. Fuck my cunt you mother fucking preacher. Knock me up, you bastard! Ahhhh! Yessss! Fuck! Fuck! Fucking, god damn mother fucking cunt ass dick sucking whore, yessss!”


The men were stunned by the violence of her climax. Her filthy invectives poured out as sperm (at least a tablespoon full) squirted from the edges of her tightly sealed vagina. John was no less shocked. He slowly extracted his spent rod from her quivering cunt. Catherine’s head lolled on her shoulders, then fell forward, chin resting on her chest. Slowly, her eyes lifted, then her head lifted. She looked up at John’s smug grin and smiled, “I like fucking better than reading about fucking.”


“I thought you might.”


“John, calling my mother is the best idea ever, especially if you will talk filthy to her and tell her what you are doing to me. If you’ll do that, I’ll be your willing sex slave.”


“You have a deal, kid. To make this interesting, lets make a wager. I’ll wager one-thousand dollars against one-thousand you will earn for yourself whoring your pussy, that I can get your mother to get off on the calls. This might take time, maybe two or three calls. Let’s say two weeks is the limit and make this a real challenge. If you mother doesn’t start encouraging me, no…if your mother doesn’t openly masturbate while we both talk to her, I’ll put one-thousand dollars in a bank account in your name.”


“I love that wager, just because I know you’ll be calling her often, but you’ll lose. I don’t want your money, Reverend. I don’t want to get anything. I just want to be used. When you’re through using me, just cast me off, naked and pregnant, destitute. I want that.”


“All right, but I like to wager, so we’ll change the stakes. I want you to have a vested interest in winning, or you’ll never be convincing on the phone. If we’re both trying to turn her on, she won’t buy the abduction bullshit. Here’s the deal. If I win, you remain my whore for life, only I’ll sell you to white slavers who will take you to the middle east. You won’t like that, trust me.”


“Your right, I’d hate it. That would be awful.”


“You wouldn’t live long, but that’s the merciful part. If I win, I’ll sell you. You’ll bring me about ten grand. I’d hate to do that to you, kid, but I’m a businessman. I am also an honest betting man. If I lose, I will cast you off, just like you want- -eight months pregnant, buck assed naked, penniless and destitute within driving distance of home. I’ll even call them and tell them where you are. That’s the deal. Do you still want to take it? Before you answer, let me say this. I wouldn’t sell you otherwise. I might hang on to you for a few years, and get my ten grand that way, by pimping your ass, but I won’t be making any calls to mommy if I do that. The stakes are high. You think hard. Once we shake on the terms, the bet stands firm.”


Catherine believed him and seriously pondered the wager. The stakes were high, she reasoned, but he didn’t know her mother. The woman had no sexual urges. How she ever conceived a child was a mystery—immaculate conception, no doubt. On the other hand, the reverend knew his business when it came to matters of sex, and obviously knew women of all types, and he did meet her mother. Being sold to slavers and taken to a foreign land was one fantasy she loved for other girls and women, but she never saw herself as the victim. She had read many stories on that theme, and all ended in gruesome deaths for the captive maidens after horrendous sexual servitude.


Catherine sweated her decision, but the prospect of no calls finally swayed her to accept. They agreed on terms, and those were that her mother had to masturbate without being told to do so. She had to freely admit she was masturbating, and she had to suggest, offer without prompting, that the reverend do something sexual to Catherine.


When the reverend offered up that additional condition, Catherine relaxed. Her mother might possibly fall under his spell, get turned on, and lose control, but she would never, under any circumstances, suggest he do anything sexual to her. To further add peace of mind, he said, “In addition, she has to tell you to do something sexual to me—not ask, tell, order you.”


Catherine stuck out her hand, saying, “You have a bet, mister.” They shook and sealed their wager. Catherine then said, “Now, I want to suck some cock. Who wants to be first?”


Blake Edwards said, “Hold on, now. I’m all for this wager, but if you make that call, her mother will go to the feds. Kidnapping is now a federal offense. They can find out who was in this compartment.”


John said, “Don’t worry. She won’t call the feds or any police agency. She won’t want anyone to know after I tell her what we did to her little Christian lady. No, she’ll want to call on the powers of God to rescue her girl. God won’t tell.”


Catherine offered, “He’s absolutely right about that. She won’t want anybody to know, not even father.”


The Judge said, “Perhaps you’re right, but telephones have ears at both ends. Switchboard operators are notorious for eaves dropping.”


John said, “True, and I hope they do. They’ll get an earful, but as you well know, operators who eaves drop and tell get fired.”


Catherine offered, “If we call Mother on Sunday night, there’s little chance our local operator can listen in. Only one girl works Sunday night, and she’s so busy she couldn’t possible stop to listen in. Mother knows that, so she won’t be too concerned with eaves droppers.”


Blake said, “And when you don’t show up in Glory, what then?”


“I’m with a reverend doing missionary work in Asia. She’ll think of something, trust me.”


“I wish we could,” said the judge.


John said, “Suit yourselves, gentlemen. We’re going to make the calls. Now, you can watch me enjoy her all the way to Pittsburg and twiddle your thumbs, or you can get your dicks sucked and fucked all the way to Pittsburg. If a man isn’t willing to take risks for pussy like this, he doesn’t deserve pussy like this.”


Harvey stood and said, “Fuck it! I’ve seen this bitch fuck, and she’s worth doing hard time.” He stepped up and offered her his cock. Catherine smiled and took his dick in her hands, reverently rubbing the head on her face while cooing pleasantly. She planted kisses all over his cock and balls, then slipped her soft lips over the head and sucked him down her throat in one long, slow, gag-suppressed motion. Her cheeks hollowed under the intense suction as her swallowing throat muscles milked his cock. Harvey’s knees buckled and he sank to kneel on the seat’s edge as Catherine followed, pulling her mouth tightly to his groin with her hands clutching his ass.”


Marve said, “I’m next.” The judge said, “Count me in.” Blake said, “Maybe we’ll all share a cell. I guess I’m last.”


Catherine did get her fill of cock on the twenty-hour trip to Pittsburg. In that time, she took twelve loads of cum into her gullet, eight loads up her ass, and twenty-one in her virgin pussy. She had to be helped from the train, wrapped in a blanket.


They spent two days in a fine hotel, recovering, but enjoying several sessions of soft, easy sex while living on room service. Catherine stayed naked the entire time, even as bus boys, bell hops, and maids came and went. Catherine enjoyed being seen naked by the help. John took a great risk to give her that pleasure, but John liked taking risks as long as they were hedged.


He won over key management people with the aid of Catherine’s talented mouth, and his generous tips kept the mouths of staff people closed. The entire male contingent of the large hotel found an excuse to come to room 1456 at one time or another. Catherine showed her pussy shamelessly. She and John played the role of husband and wife, though few bought the obvious charade. Even wearing four-inch heels and heavy makeup, Catherine looked fifteen, at best. The staff, however, elected to see them as they’d signed in—Mr. and Mrs. Gabriel Honeycut—and Mrs. Honeycut quickly became very popular with the staff.


The first phone call was set for Sunday night, the second day in the hotel. John sat with Catherine in his lap, his cock buried in her cunt, her hand buried in her crotch. They could both listen and use the phone. They waited until nine. Catherine’s father retired early and her mother stayed up until ten, reading scripture, or so Catherine and her father thought. Catherine’s bedtime was nine. Between nine and ten was Annabelle’s quiet time, time for herself, and Catherine had strict orders never to violate that sacred time. Her father never woke up in the night; so, once he went to bed, Annabelle had the house to herself. The phone ringing in her quiet time rattled Annabelle’s nerves, and she answered angrily, “Who is calling at this hour?”


“The Reverend John Cunnylicker at your service, Madam.”


“What? Where are you? What’s wrong? Is Catherine all right?”


“No, Catherine is not all right. I had to blister her ass with my belt for not fucking back hard enough.”


“How dare you? I’ll have you arrested. Where is my daughter? Let me speak to her.”


“Here, speak.”


“Mother! Oh Mother, he’s awful. He raped me, Mommy. They all raped me.”


“Oh my God! Oh my God, NO! Catherine, my baby. Where are you?”


“I don’t know, Mommy. I’m blindfolded and tied to a bed somewhere. Mommy, I’m naked.”


“Oh, Lord Jesus! Catherine are you hurt, baby?”


“Well, sort of. He beats me with a belt if I don’t do what he says, but that’s not the worst. I’m sore, so sore, but I can’t say where.”


“I know baby. Oh precious. It’s all my fault. I knew he was no good, I just knew it. Why didn’t I listen to the Holy Spirit trying to warn me. There was no time. The train was moving. I panicked. Can you ever forgive me, Catherine?”


“I forgive you, but what are we going to do? He’s going to keep me and…and…I can’t say it.”


“Catherine, listen. You say what you have to say. The Lord will understand, and I certainly do. Now, what are his plans?”


“I can’t say those words, not to you, Mother.”


“Baby, please. I have to know. Say any words you want. I don’t care what they are, but I must know.”


“Well…okay…he, he says he is going to sell my, my…pussy.”


“Oh Lord Jesus.” The phone went silent for several seconds, then Annabelle said, “Catherine, pray. Pray like Mommy taught you. Jesus will not abandon you. Baby, can you put him back on the phone?”


“Reverend John Cunny…”


“Stop right there, you son of a bitch! You let my daughter go right now. Do you hear me? Let her go in the name of God, or so help me…”


“Now, you stop right there. I’ll let her go when I’m good and ready. I don’t fear your god, bitch. I serve the devil, and I’ve got your little Christian bitch tied spread-eagled, buck assed naked on my bed with my sperm pouring out of her tight, juicy, ex-virgin cunt. I call the shots now, not you, and not your god.”


Annabelle’s tone tempered considerably. She was almost in her normal speaking voice with just a slight edge to it, “What do you want, money? We have no money.”


“I don’t need your money. Your daughter’s pussy is a gold mine, and I plan to mine that pussy until the gold runs out.”


John waited out a long silence, then heard, “You’ll never get away with this. Kidnapping is a federal offense. They kill kidnappers. You’ll fry in the electric chair, then fry in Hell.”


“I love living dangerously; besides, you’re not going to tell anyone. I know you, Annabelle. I know you much better than you think. By the way, taking that tumble to show me your fine spread was a nice touch. Letting your legs fall open while you were up-ended looked accidental. I’m sure everyone bought it. I’ve thought about your silky-soft, creamy inner thighs every time I fucked Catherine. Sometimes I pretend her cunt is yours. >From the glimpse I got of your wet cunt through your thin panties, I’d say your pussies are very much alike. You both have juicy twats. You keep yours nice and trim. I like that.”


“That was an accident. I had no intention of showing you any part of me, much less that part. You have Catherine. Why are you talking to me?”


“Because I thought it would be fun to talk to you while I fuck your daughter.”


“You sick bastard. I’ll hang up.”


“If you do, you’ll never see her again. There will be no more calls. Humor me and I’ll eventually tire of her. One day, I’ll let her go home. She’ll be pregnant. Maybe you don’t want her back pregnant. If you don’t want her back pregnant, just hang up.”


“I want her back. Okay, I’ll talk. I’ll humor you if you swear you’ll release her afterward.”


“I will release her when I tire of her.”


“Swear to it.”


“What good will my oath be. I lie just for the fun of lying. Truth is, she’s no good to me when she can’t fuck for money. When her belly gets big, I’ll just dump her off somewhere and find another. If you humor me, I’ll dump her off alive. If you don’t, I’ll dump her body.”


“I’ll humor you. What is it you want from me?”


“I don’t want anything from you, just your company. I’m putting my cock at Catherine’s pussy hole. She’s making a face. [Catherine frigged her clit excitedly.] I think her pussy is still sore. Those other four men worked her cunt over pretty good—her asshole and mouth too. Your little girl sucks a mean cock. Do you know your daughter can take an eleven-inch cock down her throat and lick the balls. It’s fucking impressive, Annabelle. I sure wish you could have seen her in action. She would have made you proud.”


“You’re lying. No woman could do that.”


Catherine cried out in a subdued voice with her head turned away from the mouth piece, “Please, don’t tell my mother about that, please! Tell her you were teasing, and I’ll do it the way you like.”


“Did you catch that, Annabelle?”


“Yes, I caught it. You’ve corrupted her. You are putting that child through hell, can’t you see what you’re doing?”


“I see fine, Annabelle. Oh, yeah, that feels good, Catherine. Damn, she’s still tight. Amazing how much punishment these young pussies can take and still spring back. Have you ever been fucked by an eleven-inch cock, Annabelle?”


“Don’t do this. I beg you.”


“It wasn’t mine, but Catherine has. Mine is nine inches long and as thick as her wrist. Inch number nine just went in.”


Catherine cried, “Ughhh…No…Stop…It hurts!”


“Yep, she’s sore all right.”


“Please, John, don’t hurt her. If you must do this, be gentle.”


“I’ll try, but she sure likes it when I pound her box hard. Not at first, but once her cunt gets nice and juicy. Does your cunt get nice and juicy real fast like hers does? Did she inherit your pussy, Annabelle?”


“I wouldn’t know.”


“You don’t know if your own cunt gets juicy?”


“I wouldn’t know if she inherited my cu…vagina.”


“Oops, you almost said a dirty word, didn’t you? Say, I’ll bet you’d love to be able to talk nasty when we have our talks and still remain true to your faith. I have an idea. Oh, yeah, now she’s liking it. Yeah, baby, you like John’s cock now, don’t you? I’m sorry, Annabelle. Catherine distracted me when she started fucking back. Where was I?”


“You said you had an idea.”


“An idea about what?”


“For allowing me to talk dirty and remain loyal to my Christian faith.”


“Oh, yes. We must preserve that. Here’s my idea. I’ll require you to use only the filthiest language, you know, to humor me. You must humor me if you want to save your daughter. Will that work, Annabelle?”


“If you put it to me that way, the sin will be yours, not mine.”


“Good, consider it done. Hey, we can go one better. I’ll bet you’d love to be able to speak freely of your most intimate secret thoughts, saying them out loud without fear of sinning. I have an idea on how we can arrange that as well. Are you interested?”


“I’m listening.”


“You can’t lie. That is part of your ten commandments, right?”


“You know it is, so?”


“So, I’ll ask what you’re thinking, dig into your fantasies, probe your past sins and secret desires. You’ll have to answer to humor me, and your answers must be the truth. That will work, don’t you think? Your sins have all been forgiven.”


“That’s true. If I must humor you in that way, I suppose I can do that without incurring new sin.”


“Holding back information is as good as lying.”


“I am well aware of that, but I will offer nothing you didn’t ask for.”


“Don’t worry. I’ll be general so your answers can be all-encompassing.”


“Are you telling me I must provide all pertinent and related information for my answer to be a full and truthful disclosure?”


“Just a minute. Hey, slow down, kid. I’m trying to talk to your mother. We’re in no hurry, just move easy. You’re going to make me cum too fast. If you do that, I’ll whip your cunt. Yeah, just do that. Lift and drop, lift and drop, nice and easy. Just be content to fuck yourself on the last six inches. Okay, Annabelle, where were we?”


“You were going to order me to be all inclusive in my answers.”


“Right, consider it an order. Well, does that cover the bases? Can you be completely free and open without incurring any sin?”


“Yes, I believe I can, now.”


“Great. This will be fun, Annabelle. You don’t get to have much fun in this earthly life do you?”


“No, but my reward will come. You can have your fun now, but you will pay dearly in the hereafter.”


“I’d rather have my fun now. You’re a very lucky women.”


“This should be good for a laugh, but I don’t feel like laughing.”


“No, think about it. As long as I have Catherine and continue these calls, you will be able to have the best of both worlds. You can have fun and be assured of your heavenly reward. I do want you to have fun, Annabelle. I must confess, I was quite smitten by your purity and beauty. You are a very sexy woman. The fact that you are such a good and faithful Christian makes you that much more desirable to a man like me.”


“I can well imagine. I will accept that compliment, Mr. Cunnylicker.”


“Sometimes, I wish I had abducted you. Sometimes, I wish it were your cunt I was fucking.”
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“Bound for Glory” (Part four of six)


“Well, you picked her. If you release her, I will take her place. If I give my word, I would have to follow through.”


“A noble Christian gesture, Annabelle. I would expect that from you. You get more desirable every minute. I’ll pass that along to Catherine when I’m finished fucking her…well, actually, she’s fucking me. She’ll be proud, I’m sure. Unfortunately, I could not risk being set up. This will have to do, but I will call you regularly. I will have you in spirit if not in fact. Your daughter can serve as your surrogate when we talk. I wish you had a boy that could bring you as much pleasure as Catherine is bringing me. I think it would be great if you were getting sex, too. There must be a way.”


“Are you suggesting I take a lover—a boy lover, perhaps?”


“Yes, Annabelle, someone other than your husband to fuck you. It doesn’t need to be a boy, but I’d want you to have a virile young stud if you can’t have me. Oh, well, that would be tempting the Lord’s willingness to forgive.”


“God’s willingness to forgive knows no bounds, John.”


“Are you sure you wouldn’t jeopardize your Christian standing if I were to order you to find a boy lover.”


“To save my daughter’s soul, nothing would be too great a sacrifice. I offered to become your whore in order to save her soul. Taking a lover to humor you would be no greater challenge.”


“I don’t know, Annabelle.”


“John, I know my Bible. You let me worry about protecting my faith. What were you going to say?”


“I don’t know, Annabelle. I think that might be pushing you too hard. I don’t want to jeopardize our phone relationship.”


“Now, you listen to me, John Cunnylicker; there is nothing you can say or demand that will make me give up on my daughter, nothing. Now, what were you going to say?”


“All right. If you’re sure. Surely you have a youthful admirer that would jump at the chance to fuck you? He’d be serving the Lord, in a way.”


“Well…In truth, there is a young man who seems interested, but he will not serve the lord. He’s one of your flock.”


“Even better. What better choice could there be for my surrogate than one of my own brethren? Do you think he’d be interested? Could you lure this lad to your bed?”


“If I were ordered to do so, to humor you, to save my daughter’s soul I could. I’m sure he’d jump at the chance.”


“Consider it an order. I will call you back on the sabbath, same time. See that the job is done by then. If he is satisfactory, make him your steady lover. If not, find another, but make your selection by Sunday. Deny him nothing. We will get together on the telephone every Sunday at this time until I release Catherine. That is your order, Annabelle.”


“Very well, if I must.”


“Do you anticipate any problem seducing this lad?”


“No, but I have no experience seducing young men or any man. Earl is the only man I’ve known in the biblical sense.”


“Say that again, but use the filthy terms. No more clean language for you, Annabelle. Catherine’s ass will suffer your slips.”


“It won’t happen again. I meant to say, Earl is the only man I’ve ever fucked. Is that more to your liking?” Catherine squeezed her legs together and rubbed her clit furiously, biting her lip to keep from crying out.


“Much better. The word fuck sounds good on your sweet holy lips, Annabelle.”


“Fuck is a word that has never crossed these lips. I must confess, it felt strange to form the words, fuck and fucked.”


“That was good that you remembered to confess your thought as it occurred. You are, indeed, a woman of your word.”


“Actually, I was not aware I had to do that. I was simply stating an observation.”


“Well, now you know.”


“In that case, then I must confess to liking the idea of seducing the young man. I pictured him naked. I pictured his hard, naked cock, fucking my pussy as yours is fucking my daughter’s at this very moment. You are still fucking her, aren’t you?”


Catherine lost it. She bounced on John’s cock while holding a hand clamped over her mouth. The other hand rode her clit throughout her climax. John could not talk, either. Catherine’s wild gyrations threatened to drive him over the edge, and he had to count backward from one-hundred. Annabelle waited a few seconds, then said, “Did you hear that? Why no comment?”


A few seconds more passed, then John said, “Sorry, I had to set the phone down to loosen the bindings on Catherine’s legs. She needs more freedom of movement to hump her cunt on my cock.”


“How nice for you. Did you hear what I said?


“Nothing after telling you to reveal your thoughts as they occur.”


“I said, ‘In that case, then I must confess to liking the idea of seducing the young man. I pictured him naked. I pictured his hard, naked cock, fucking my pussy as yours is fucking my daughter’s.’ Or should I say, as my daughter’s pussy is fucking your nine-inch cock? Does that please you?”


“Very much. Catherine wants an orgasm, and you have driven me to want one as well. You are perceptive. I’m not fucking her; I’m letting her freely fuck her cunt on my cock.”


“I was wondering how you two were positioned?”


“I am on my knees, between her legs. My cock is in her pussy and she is doing all the work, humping her cunt on my dick, going from the base to the tip. Sometimes, she gets carried away and goes off too far. That’s the only time I have to touch my cock, to put it back at her hole. If the line goes silent, that’s what I’m doing.”


Catherine placed her hand over the mouth piece and whispered, “Tell her that you just hold your cock steady, and I search for it until I capture it with my cunt. Remember, I’m blindfolded.”


While Catherine whispered to John, Annabelle said, “I must confess; that is a delightfully wicked image.”


“You needn’t preface every statement with I was thinking, or I must confess, or I was wondering. Just speak your mind, the confession is understood. You may be interested to know that I don’t stick my cock in. I simply hold steady. Catherine has to use her cunt to search blindly for the head of my dick before she captures it with her pussy, then wiggles down the shaft. She’s quite good at it.”


“I’m sure she is. My fingers are in my panties, John. I am playing with my pussy. I am fingering my cunt, imagining my cunt trying to capture that young man’s cock the way Catherine is capturing yours. Make your cock slip out again, then describe how she captures it. Describe Catherine’s pussy to me. I haven’t seen it since she was a baby.”


John covered the mouth piece and said to Catherine, “Two down; one to go.”


“Oh God, John. I never thought she’d be this easy. Please hang up. Don’t push her any more. This isn’t fair. I need time to come up with a strategy to counter yours.”


Annabelle said, “What’s taking so long?”


John smiled triumphantly to Catherine, then said, “Okay, it’s out and I’m leaning back, making her stretch for it. I’m holding my cock out of reach. She has to hold her cunt up so I can describe it.”


Catherine cried out, “He’s lying, mother. I’d never do that. I’m not moving. I can’t move. He’s just doing it to me, and I hate it.”


John said, “As you might expect, she’s embarrassed by her shameless behavior.”


“I’m sure. I believe you, John. I will ignore what she says. Just go on. Tell me what her cunt looks like.”


“Beautiful, like yours, I’m sure. She’s very wet. Her cunt hole is stretched open. Her clit is up and throbbing between her puffy cunt lips.”


“I have puffy cunt lips. Describe her clit.”


“She has a long narrow clit when it gets erect as it is now, but it hides between her lips when she stands with her feet together. I’ve never seen a clit that has such a range. Right now, it is sticking straight up, an inch out of her crack like a little boys prick.”


“Yes, that’s how mine is. Mine is up. I’m flicking my clit with my finger. I took my clothes off. I’m sitting in a chair with my legs hung over the arms. I love flicking my big clit. Is she still trying to get her pussy hole over your big cock, John?”


“Yes. I let it move close enough for her to get her cunt over the head. This drives her crazy. She wants it all.”


“Give it to her slowly, John. Torment her. Make her beg. I want to hear her beg for your cock.”


John cupped the mouth piece and said to Catherine, “Go ahead and beg after a while. We need to get her rocks off before I can hang up. I won’t count this call. You’re right, this is too easy. We’ll renegotiate the terms of the wager.”


Relief flooded over Catherine and she smiled. Annabelle said, “Talk to me, John. Tell me what she’s doing.”


“I’m holding off with only half inside. She’s madly fucking herself on that half. She’s straining for more.”


“Pull some out. That will drive her mad.”


“You were right. She looks like she’s ready to cry. She’s begging me with her lips, but she doesn’t want you to hear.”


“Tell her she has to beg loudly, or you’ll pull out and jack off.”


“Beg for it, bitch. Beg out loud so your mother can hear, or I’ll pull out and jack off. You know I will, too. Hang on, Annabelle. She’ll be begging very soon.”


“Pull out so that just the head is in.”


“Okay, I’m holding at the opening. She’s weakening. She’s almost there. Give it up, Catherine. You know you can’t hold out.”


Catherine cried out, “Please, put it in. Please!”


Annabelle, her voice filled with her excited passion, cried, “Make her keep begging. Don’t give in too quickly.”


“I’m holding.”


Catherine cried, “Please, I’m begging. I’m begging loud. She can hear me begging. Why won’t you put your thing in me? What do you want me to say?”


Annabelle said, “Make her use filthy words when she begs.”


John said, “Use the words I taught you, Catherine.”


“Please fuck my pussy. Put your cock in my cunt, I beg you. Fuck my cunt, Reverend. I want your cock in my pussy, all the way in my pussy. Let me fuck my horny cunt on your beautiful big cock. I want your sperm in my fertile womb, Reverend. I want your baby. Fuck a baby in my pussy, Reverend.”


Annabelle cried out in her orgasm, “Yes, John, fuck her. Give her your cock. She wants it, John. She wants your virile seed. Give her what she wants; give her the fruit of your loins. Fuck a baby in her. Pour your sperm into her unprotected womb. Make my daughter pregnant, if that’s what she wants.”


John and Catherine came together and made the appropriate noises for Annabelle’s benefit. When all were calm, John said, “Well, Annabelle, did you have fun?”


“Yes, I did. I gave myself a climax. I enjoyed that immensely, but that is a confession as to your conditions. I hope I humored you to your satisfaction.”


“You did. Would you like to speak with Catherine? I don’t think she wants to speak to you. She’s rather embarrassed.”


“She should be. Yes, put her on, and I want you to listen.”


“Mother, I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself.”


“I understand, baby. Look, you must humor John, as must I. I’m sure you heard everything he said to me, so you must understand why I am cooperating. You must cooperate as well. You needn’t be ashamed, but you did lie to me. You were a willing participant in this act. You committed a mortal sin. If you were to die before you properly repent, your soul would be condemned to Hell. You can earn forgiveness after your release, but you’ll never get that chance if you don’t get released. In the mean time, Catherine, you must sin to survive. I know that, and God knows that. When you are no longer living in sin, He will forgive you, and I will too. I’m not doing anything I need forgiveness for, you understand that, don’t you?”


“Yes, Mother. You’re just humoring him to save my soul.”


“That’s right, and I will continue to do so in the future. You do as he says. You have no choice. Don’t give him cause to hurt or kill you. Don’t try to run away. Serve him until he releases you. No one will be looking for you. I will not report this. No one must know. No one will ever know. I’ll think of a suitable story to tell everyone.”


“Mother, you could say I met a missionary preacher and received a calling.”


“Yes, that’s good. Yes, that’s very good. That’s exactly what I’ll tell everyone. Promise me you won’t try to escape or alert the authorities. Swear to it, Catherine. Swear in the name of Jesus.”


“I swear in the name of Jesus, I will not try to escape, and I will serve the Reverend John Cunnylicker as my master until he sees fit to release me.”


“Very good, Catherine. This is the best way to ensure that you return safely and can earn forgiveness. You see that, don’t you?”


“Yes mother.”


“Good, put the reverend back on.”


“The Reverend John Cunnylicker at your service, Madam.”


“I must confess, I do like the sound of that. Sorry about the preface. I know that’s not necessary. Well, are you pleased with what I told her?”


“Pleased as punch. Now, I can let her free and know she’ll be there when I return.”


“She will be. You need not fear that, and there will be no report made to anyone. I swear that in Jesus’ name. Did it turn you on to hear me say those things to her?”


“You know it did.”


“I’m glad I pleased you. That’s the same as humoring. That means I’m doing my duty. This might please you even more. I want her to serve you as your sex slave. I want her to be a good, obedient sex slave. If she returns before you release her, I will see to it that she goes back to fulfill her obligation to you. I will do that, John. I will even deliver her to you, naked, if that is your wish. If you’d like, maybe I should tell her that. We need to insure that she won’t run off.”


“It can’t hurt. Catherine, your mother wants to add something.”


“Yes, Mother, I’m listening.”


“Catherine, I just want to tell you that if you run away from the reverend after I gave my word that you’d remain his sex slave until he releases you, I will be obligated to return you to him. I will, too. I would have no choice. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Mother. I won’t run away, I promise. I know you keep your word, and you gave your word in order to save my immortal soul.”


“It will be better for you this way. You won’t need to be tied up all the time. I am only thinking of your well being. One thing more, Catherine, you are a sex slave. You can deny him nothing. Your body is his to do with as he pleases. I promised him you would serve him well, as a sex slave. I don’t want to get a bad report from him when he calls. I gave my word that you would willingly serve his every sexual need, and you must see that my word is my bond.”


“I won’t let you down, Mother. I promise, I will be a very good sex slave for the reverend if that’s what you want.”


“That is what I want, now put him back on.”


“The Rev…”


“I know—at my service. Well, that should seal her fate nicely, wouldn’t you agree?”


“You did very good, Annabelle. I am falling in love with you.”


“Flatterer. I was surprised how easily she accepted the things I told her. Did it excite you hearing me tell, no, order my daughter to serve you as a sex slave, and to be a good one, to freely give her body to you?”


“Absolutely. You gave me another hardon.”


“We need to take care of it, then. I need to confess something to you that should turn you on even more. Catherine can’t hear this, can she?”


“Wait, let me put a pillow over her head. I’m sure she can’t hear, now. What is it?”


“I have confessed this sin to God and received his forgiveness, but I knew you’d never ask, and I thought you should know. On the train, when you met Catherine, when you ogled her body and licked your lips, I knew your intentions were to rape her. I knew from the start that you were not a preacher. You made it perfectly clear what you were going to do—strip her and beat her, then fuck her. I knew that before the last all-aboard call. I knew I would give you anything you asked for, even though I could see you were making things difficult on me. I handed her to you on a silver platter and played with my pussy all the way home thinking about the rape scene.”


“I knew that you knew. How could you not after I pulled her ass into my hardon and gave it a slow grind right in front of you. I was pressing my luck by pressing my cock between the cheeks of her ass. I was following my hunch. That’s why I had to call and thank you. I have never received such a valuable gift. I get hard just remembering how you said, ‘total and unrestricted authority to guide and discipline as the reverend sees fit, even on your naked skin.’ See, I memorized it. Why didn’t you just say, ‘Please make my daughter your sex slave?’”


“Because I never imagined this. I just thought you’d rape her and flee. John, I thought you might very well kill her after subjecting her to the most fiendish tortures. I figured her body would end up in a ditch or a swamp, cut up in pieces. Still, I gave her to you, then masturbated to the images of her torture, rape, and slow murder.”


Catherine’s face fell. She turned deathly white. John said, “You are full of surprises, Annabelle.”


“I suffered terrible guilt and worry after I got home. I’ve been praying ever since. I was praying when you called. You exert a power over me that is frightening. When I heard your voice, my clit stood right up. You draw great power from Satan, John. If it weren’t for my faith, I’d be doomed. If you had told me on the train to surrender her to you as your sex slave, I am certain I would have. If you had required that I strip her, I would have. That’s the power of Satan working through you, John. I’m sure that pleases you as it pleases me that God’s holy spirit sometimes works through me. I just thought you should know.”


“I’m glad you shared that, but I was well aware. The more righteous my victim, the more power I can exert. The devil sees that I get what power I need. You had no chance.”


“Yes, I see that now. John, another wicked thought just popped into my head. It is so wicked, it must have been placed there by Satan himself.”


“I’m listening.”


“I can’t. No, it’s too…but…I suppose I have no choice, do I?”


“No, you don’t, now out with it.”


“Well, you said you wanted to keep Catherine until the gold ran out, after she gets good and pregnant, right?”


“Yes, so?”


“So, after she delivers the baby, she can earn more gold for you. John, I know you don’t want to be saddled with a pregnant teen that can’t earn her keep, but suppose you sent her to me to look after for you, to nurse her through the last stages of her pregnancy, and nurse her back to health following delivery?”


Catherine got excited and nodded her head vigorously. John whispered to Catherine that she needed to be upset about this prospect, then said to Annabelle, “Go on.”


“Don’t you see? If you don’t release her, officially release her, only let her take leave, I would be duty bound to return her. You’d have your gold mine again. John, you could mine that little cunt until it truly did run out. She’s a beautiful, strong, healthy girl, John. We are talking years—ten, maybe twenty years of productivity.”


“And you would do that? Not just this time, but every time she gets knocked up or fucked up so badly she can’t hustle cunt?”


“I’d have no choice. As long as my daughter is bound to you by my Christian oath, and is still living, I am bound to humor you to try and keep her alive so that her soul can be saved. Now do you see why I was reluctant to share that thought that Satan put in my head?”


“Yes, that is a thought worthy only of him, but it did enter through your mind, so you had to share it.”


“I felt the Holy Spirit nudge me to share it. The spirit of the Lord is fighting to win Catherine back, and saved me from breaking my oath to you. I am her only hope, but we must play by the rules. This earthly plane is your domain. Well, can I expect that order?”


“It is done. I won’t release her until all of the gold runs out.”


“In that case, I should let Catherine know what her fate is. She mustn’t think short term. She must be mentally prepared for the long haul. This can benefit you as well, John. She’ll be a better whore and a better sex slave if she surrenders body mind, and spirit. She must give up hope of an early release and think only of saving her immortal soul. I know how to talk to Catherine, John. I can deliver, if you’ll put her on.”
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“Then deliver. Wait a sec while I sit her up.”


John cupped the mouth piece and quietly said, “Don’t act like you did before. Make her fight to get you to accept this. Think about it, Catherine. If you were really the girl she thinks you are, how would you really act? Here goes.” “Annabelle, here she is.”


“Mother, what’s going on?”


“Catherine, John just gave me dreadful news about his full intentions. You will not be released anytime soon, maybe not for years, possibly decades if ever. He plans to return you to me when you can’t earn money with your body, but without that critical release.”


“I don’t understand, Mother. What are you saying?”


“I am saying that after you deliver the baby, I will have to return you to him. I have no choice, Catherine. I swore an oath to God that I would humor this man until he released you.”


“Mother, no, you can’t do that! You don’t know what this is like—the beating, the rapes, letting men use my body.”


“I do know, Catherine, but what other choice is there?”


“I won’t do it. I’ll run away.”


“Catherine bite your tongue. Don’t you ever say that in front of him again. Do you want to stay tied up and gagged for years, bound to a bed. He can do that, and I would be forced to help bind you. It would tear my heart out to have to drag you back and tie you, naked to a rapist’s bed, but that’s what the threat of running away might force upon me. That would be as good as driving a dagger in my heart. Is that what you want? Do you want to punish me for letting you go with him?”


“No, Mother, of course not. I just can’t believe you would do that to me.”


“You can’t believe I, your mother, would place your immortal soul over your mortal body? You can’t believe that I, your mother, would do anything to jeopardize her own immortal soul?”


“Oh, Mother, I’m so frightened. I want to come home.”


“You will, many times.”


“Yes, but I will be sent back to him as a sex slave to bear more bastards for him.”


“Yes, Catherine, accept it. I told you before, you are a sex slave. It doesn’t matter what you want, at least, not to your master. As long as you have a master, I have one, too. Do you think I am enjoying this? Is that what you think, that I like saying filthy words, that I like hearing about the sex he is having with my only child, my baby girl? Am I some kind of monster in your eyes, just because I will do anything at all to save your soul?”


“No, Mother, I know you’re motives are righteous and pure. I know you are only doing what you think is best. I know that all you ever cared about was my fucking soul.”


“Catherine, how dare you talk to me like that?”


“Like what, Mother, like a whore—a sex slave. That’s how they talk, I’m sure. That’s what I am. You said so yourself.”


“And I meant every word. And I will not apologize for thinking only of your immortal soul. I take that as the highest compliment a daughter can give to her mother. It is all I care about, and that is as it should be. Your body is temporal; you soul is immortal. Remember what I taught you.”


“I’m sorry, Mother. You are right. I’m just finding this so hard to accept. Things are so different now. Everything is up-side-down. Nothing makes any sense.”


“I know, Catherine, but it all makes perfect sense to me. As you’re spiritual guide, you must trust me, do as I say, and never, ever question anything I tell you. Is that clear?”


“Yes, Mother.”


“As for your language, it is befitting a whore and sex slave, so I won’t ever correct that again. That was a knee jerk reaction. I will adjust. In fact, you should use only those vile and filthy terms, even when talking to me. A whore is as a whore does and says. Become a whore in body, mind, and spirit, and things will go easier. Time will pass faster. I will treat you like a whore for that reason—to help you adjust. You understand, don’t you?”


“Yes, I understand.”


“Now, whore, I want you to suck the reverend’s cock while we talk. Do that thing with your throat where you lick his balls while you’re sucking. Do it like the filthy whore you’ve become.”


Catherine slipped into her childish, submissive tone and said, “All, right, Mommy. I’ll deep suck the preacher’s cock and suck the sperm from his balls while I lick them. Was that whorish enough?”


“That was good.”


“Oh, and you won’t have to do the tying after I deliver the bastard and you return me. I will return willingly to serve out my time, every time. I don’t want to make things any harder on you than they already are. I feel guilty enough about that as it is. If anything, I want to make amends for the trouble I’ve caused you.”


“Good, much better. You can do that by being the best whore and sex slave any pervert ever had. That will take pressure off me to make you that way. Now, get that cock in your mouth and start sucking. Put the reverend back on.”


John didn’t need to pretend, because Catherine was so turned on, she dove on his cock. “Oh, God damn, Annabelle. The bitch has my whole cock in her mouth, down her throat, and she’s curling my toes from the fucking suction. Oh, yes, baby! Suck that cock!”


“You make me wish I had a cock, and a cock sucker. Right now, I am happy I have a big clit and ten fingers. Oh, John, this is so much fun. Were you listening?”


“Hell yes. You were outstanding. You talk religious shit the way Catherine sucks a child molester’s cock.”


“My, that is a compliment. I told you I can deal with Catherine. Is she licking your big hairy balls?”


“Like a mother cat licks pussy.”


“Wonderful. I’ve got you set, then. I need to hang up so that I can properly take care of my needs. I can’t fuck myself and talk at the same time.”


“Until the sabbath, then.”


“Until the sabbath. It will be fun. Good bye, lover.”


John hung up the mouth piece, set the phone aside, then came a copious load down Catherine’s throat. She gulped, then sucked, then nursed lovingly on his cock. He lifted Catherine off his deflating member and set her on he feet. “Surprised?”


“Totally. What a hypocritical slut she is. She gave me to you to torture and kill. Now, she’s made me your sex slave for life for Christ’s sake—literally for Christ’s sake. She’s sick, but I think she actually believes all of this shit.”


“She’s not sick, but her mind has been poisoned by that born-again Christian dogma. I think she has to cling to her belief that she is saving you while throwing you to the dogs. She wants to have her fun and be saved at the same time. Who can blame her? With my help, she discovered a way.”


“Do you think she’ll even feel any guilt for what she’s doing, or thinks she’s doing?”


“Who cares. You’re having fun with this. I’m getting a kick out of it. Your old lady is getting a kick, having fun, and having a religious experience all in one. She won’t be the first to pull the plug. How did you like her confession? Did I read her right or didn’t I?”


“You cheated. You suckered me into a stacked wager.”


“I know. We’ll scrap the wager, but I’d like to set up another. Don’t worry, there won’t be any sale to white slavers. I had no intention of following through. You’re my wife, remember, and you’re going to be the mother of my child.”


“Oh John. I love you. I wish it were true, that I was your wife.”


“Maybe one day, but don’t get your hopes up. I’m not the marrying type, and some day, I’ll tire of you. I won’t tire soon, but we’re not playing the Honeycuts anymore. Nobody bought it, and that fact embarrassed the hell out of me. That’s why I kept a low profile. I did that for you, Catherine. I hope you enjoyed it.”


“Oh, I did. Playing your wife was a dream come true. You’re right, though, nobody bought it.”


“Don’t feel bad, kid. It’s just your age. They’d buy it in three or four years. If I were to marry anyone, though, it would be Annabelle, your mother. Those sexy pious bitches drive me bananas. Your mother is the sexiest I’ve ever come across.”


“So you really do have a thing for her. I think that’s great. I think she’s sexy, too. She’s also very pretty, even without makeup. Can you imagine what she’d look like all made up, wearing sexy clothes? Too bad she’s stuck with my old man. I’m sure his little dick doesn’t do a thing for her. After I saw what a real cock is supposed to look like, I couldn’t help feeling sorry for her. So, what’s the bet?”


“You are going to earn your own money whether you like it or not. The money you earn fucking gets split fifty fifty. I’m sure you’ll lose it all in wagers, but I need to pay you in order to win it. Here’s the bet. One-thousand of mine against one-thousand of your future earnings that your mother will divorce your father and meet us for a threesome. Furthermore, she will become a whore with you.”


“You’re on, buster. If you can make that happen, I’ll gladly earn a thousand for you.”


“Let’s put a time limit on it, say one month from today, she has to be naked in bed with us.”


“She can’t get a divorce that soon.”


“No, but she can get caught fucking the kid and have a divorce pending.”


“If she gets caught by father, a divorce will be pending, that’s for sure. Let’s go double or nothing that she will agree to marry you. I say she won’t; you say she will.”


“It’s done. Do you know the kid she has in mind for a lover?”


“No, I can’t imagine; but whoever he is, she sure wants him badly.”


 


     *


 


John and Catherine left Pittsburg the following morning, headed for New Orleans. Along the way, they perfected their game. Catherine played the role of a runaway. John played the part of a Pittsburg preacher returning Catherine to her folks in a small parish outside New Orleans.


Their game was a simple one with a flexible course. Catherine played the part of the Catherine in her fantasy story. She was brazen, outrageous, shocking, and showed her tits and pussy at every opportunity. Whenever they were alone with an intimate group, Catherine told her story. With John’s help, she refined her tale to make it more believable and more exciting. He had her drop the sado-masochistic scenes and concentrate on the incest factor. He had her fucking the men and going down on the women. He also had her bring the dog in sooner, making forced sex with the dog a regular feature.


Catherine’s lewd behavior, filthy language, and her bawdy stories never failed to bring about an orgy-like atmosphere in train compartments. Regardless of the mix of people, and the mix changed often as they traveled the whistle stop lines, the people responded. Several of the groups broke out in full-fledged naked orgies, and those that didn’t participate, watched Catherine take on all comers, male and female, but always, John. Between the two of them, they left a trail of spent dicks and wet pussies from Pittsburg to New Orleans.


Catherine also turned her first trick on the train. John charged two bits for the first, because he wanted to take her from being a two bit whore to whore stardom. Five bucks became her usual and customary charge. In 1936, in New Orleans, five dollars for pussy was stardom.


After arriving in New Orleans, Catherine went to work selling pussy. The cheap hotel in New Orleans brought welcome relief. John presented Catherine as his daughter—Catherine Masterson. Those who knew John as Big John Masterson just smiled, but everyone else bought it, and they believed Catherine Masterson was a nasty little girl that put her father through hell to the delight of the staff and guests. The two planned a long stay, so they could not get too carried away with the game. The hotel was a home away from home for John. John told her, “A smart bird never shits in his nest.”


Catherine did not get to show her pussy very often. She had no intention of shitting in the hotel, but she got the idea. She showed her pussy in the room to a select clientele. John was not into street-corner hustling or leaving Catherine alone with a client until he had been checked out. If marks were to put on Catherine’s body, he’d put them there. No one wanted to piss off Big John Masterson.


Catherine earned one-hundred dollars and twenty-five cents in thirty-eight hours, ending at nine P.M. the following Sunday. They had the small bills spread out in two piles on the bed. John gathered both, but entered Catherine’s fifty dollars and twenty-five cents in his ledger. He told her a whore’s first trick is customarily all hers.


Catherine was in a terrific mood when John placed the call to her mother, so John slapped her hard in the face, sending her sprawling onto the floor. Catherine sat up, tears flowing. “What did I do?”


“Just setting the mood, Catherine. You’ve just been through hell—your first week as a whore. That smile on your voice had to go.”


Catherine smiled back through a frown. Her face hurt. They sat side by side on the bed. Catherine played with John’s cock and her own cunt, eager to hear her mother’s lusty voice again. Annabelle answered on the first ring, “Hello, John!”


“At your service. Have you had a change of heart?”


“If I did, I’d control it. Is Catherine with you?”


“Yes, she’s right here, sucking my cock.”


“Is she naked?”


“She’s always naked, Annabelle. When we go out, she wears only an overcoat. I never know when an opportunity to pick up a quick buck might happen, but she’s always ready.”


“Has she made you any money, yet?”


“A little over two hundred.”


“My goodness. What do you charge for her various services?”


“Two bucks for a straight fuck, three for an ass fuck. Blow jobs are two. Two fifty if they want her to swallow cum. The rough stuff is extra.”


“Rough stuff?”


“Yeah, you know, slapping her around, pulling her cunt hairs out, beating her, mild torture, that sort of stuff. I allow anything that won’t leave a lasting mark or an internal injury. I don’t want anyone fucking up my gold mine.”


“She earned you two hundred the hard way. You’re a cruel master, John, but then I knew you would be. The poor thing must be miserable. I’ll bet she wants her Mommy. Does she ever cry out for me?”


“Quite a bit. Between you and Jesus, it’s a toss up.”


“I am dying to speak with her. Don’t worry, I won’t console her. I’m sure you’ll want to listen in. I’ll make this good for you.”


Catherine was bouncing up and down, then whispered , “Ask her about the boy. Ask her if she followed your orders?”


“Annabelle, first, did you fuck the kid?”


“Yes, John. Several times each day. Six times today, alone. I am following your orders to the letter. I am also following the spirit of your order, John. I came to the door stark naked when he delivered the milk the following morning. He was so startled. I stood in the open doorway with my arms out and my legs apart and said, ‘Would you like to fuck me?’ Did I do good, John? Is that how you want me to be, like a horny slut?”


“You did great, Annabelle.”


“I am insatiable and so his he. Today was the first church service I’ve missed in six years. We fucked in my marital bed while the service was going on. He’s seventeen and he loves to lick and suck my pussy. I adore having my pussy licked. He fucks my ass. He fucks my pussy, and he loves to fuck me in the mouth. He also jacks off in my mouth while I swallow all of his virile young sperm.”


“It sounds like you’re having the time of your life.”


“Oh, I am, John, and I owe it all to you. I am living a dream, and I am still going to heaven. I sucked my first cock, but I couldn’t get it to go down my throat. That’s one of the things I need to talk to Catherine about. I need to take cock sucking lessons from my daughter. Isn’t that marvelous?”


“Here, talk to her.”


“Mommy?”


“Catherine, how are you doing?”


“Mommy, I’m dying. They are killing me. I can’t go on. I want to die. They hurt me so badly, Mommy.”


“I know, sweetheart. They enjoy hurting you, don’t they?”


“Yes, they love making me scream and cry.”


“And I’m sure you scream and cry a great deal. You never were very brave about pain. I wish there were some way I could ease your suffering, but there isn’t. I can’t kiss it and make it go away, especially not if they’re hurting you where I think they are. Mommy’s can’t kiss their little girl’s cunnies, now can they? That is where they like to hurt you the most, isn’t it?”


“Yes, Mommy. They torture my pussy. My pussy is so sore and swollen, all cut up and bloody. They pinch my clit in pliers and twist till I scream my guts out.”


“That must hurt dreadfully. What else do they do to your poor little pussy?”


Catherine cupped the mouthpiece and said to John, “My god, she’s getting off on my torture.”


John said, “Then give her something to get off on.”


“Catherine. Speak to me.”


“I’m sorry, Mother. He pulled on my clit and the pain made me suck in my breath.”


“I’ll bet your poor little clitty is sore, isn’t it, baby?”


“Yes. They stick needles deep into it. Sometimes, my clit looks like a pin cushion.”


“I’ll bet they like to fuck you with those needles in your clit. Do they, Catherine? Do they fuck you with those needles in your clit?””


“Yes, Mommy, and my pussy lips too. The pain makes me pass out.”


“I’m not surprised, but I’ll bet you don’t pass out right away. You feel those needles getting jammed deeper into your cunt, don’t you?”


“Yes, and it is awful pain, Mommy.”


“Do they ever burn your pussy or your tits?”


“Sometimes, but they don’t want blisters or ugly scars. Still, they can burn my pussy in many ways that won’t make a blister. They heat up knives and spoons in hot water. They melt wax on my pussy. They put burning cigars very close until the surface begins to sear.”


“What about your tits, Catherine? What do they do to your tits?”


“Terrible things.”


“What exactly?”


“They pull my nipples with pliers, stick long needles through my tittie flesh; they whip them, smash them in big clamps, and they put their cigars out on them.”


“What do your tits look like now, Catherine?”


“They look awful, all cut up and swollen with big blisters from the cigars. My nipples look like dried mince meat. It’s awful what they do to me, and the reverend is the worst.”


“What does he like to do, Catherine?”


“He likes to put strong clamps with teeth on my clit and pussy lips, then lead me around on a string tied to the one on my clit. I’m wearing one right now, and…Ahhhhhhh! Oh, Jesus! Please, don’t yank. Please!”


Annabelle said, “He pulled the string, didn’t he?”


Catherine was crying from another slap, and said, “Yes! I want to die, Mommy. Tell Jesus to take me.”


“Catherine, you calm down! Stop acting like a baby. Jesus will take you when he’s good and ready. Do not, I repeat, do not ever think about taking your own life. Suicide is a straight ticket to Hell. If you think you are suffering now, take your life. You’ll see you had it easy. Catherine, be brave. Endure. You must. Suffering is the path to salvation, and you should welcome the pain. Don’t expect any sympathy from me. If you ask me, the reverend is being too easy on you. A whore’s life should be one of suffering and torture.”


“Mother, how can you say that after what I’ve told you?”


“I can say that because that’s how I feel. Whores should suffer on Earth and burn in Hell. The fact that you are my daughter makes no difference. Right now, you are a whore. I want you to suffer, and if you should die a whore, I hope you burn in Hell. You must earn your freedom in order to earn forgiveness and salvation. If you fail, it’s your own fault. I am doing all I can to win your ultimate freedom and salvation; but in the meantime, while you are a whore, you will get no sympathy from me. Now that you know where I stand on the subject, maybe you’ll stop your pathetic whimpering and trying to play on my sympathies. Put the reverend on.”


“John here.”


“Oh, John, that was exciting, but I don’t want Catherine to hear what I have to say next. Maybe you should put her in another room so we can talk openly.”


“All right. Hang on.” John cupped the mouth piece and told Catherine, “Your mother is one sick bitch.”


“No shit. How could my mother get off on my torture? She loves me. I know she does. Dig, John. Find out what she’s getting off on and why?”


“I am just as curious as you are. Just sit still and be very quiet. Okay, here we go.” John spoke into the phone. “Annabelle, I’m back. I’ve got her clamp string tied to the bathroom door knob. She’s in the bathroom, up on her tip toes in deep agony.”


“You’re so cruel. You might rip her cunt out. What a picture? I just pictured Catherine lying on the floor in a huge pool of blood with her pussy hanging on the door knob, a little bag of bloody guts with skin and a tuft of hair at the top.”


“Are those the kind of scenes you imagined after handing her over to me?”


“Yes, and those scenes still turn me on. I love hearing her tell me how you tortured her cunt and tits, how she suffered, how she wants to die rather than suffer more. When you jerked her string, that turned me on as well. Hearing her scream, beg, and cry turns me on. I’d like to share the fantasy I had driving home from the train station. I have some ideas for tortures that you might like to try on her. I like tit and cunt torture, the really bloody stuff, but I know you can’t do too much of that and still turn a profit. I thought of some great ones, some that will still leave her in working order. We have to mine that gold, don’t we.”


“I can’t wait to hear them, Annabelle, but first, I’m curious, I thought you loved Catherine. What’s going on?”


“I do love her. I love her and I miss her terribly. This is all very strange and new to me. Before meeting you, I never entertained such thoughts. It’s the devil at work on my mind, but I am protected thanks to you. This is great being able to indulge these thoughts without guilt and without sin. I suffered greatly before we had our talk. I thought it was me thinking those awful things and taking pleasure in them. When you told me you were a disciple of Satan, that explained everything.”


“The best of both worlds, huh?”


“Yes, the very best of both. I have even better fantasies now. My favorite is where you keep Catherine for years, then when she’s all worn out and useless, when it is time to release her as to our agreement, you slowly kill her while you have me on the phone, telling me every gory detail. You skin her alive and cut parts off her body, minor parts, like her clit, nipples, fingers, toes, eye lids, ears, lips, nose, and all the while, she’s screaming, ‘Mommy, he’s killing me.’ I can cum just thinking about it.”


“And what would be your response if I did actually do that?”


“I’d be horrified, of course; but I am prepared for that reality. In the fantasy, I work with you, prying out details, suggesting what to cut off next. Basically, you are just doing what I ask you to do. In reality, I don’t know if I could actually do that. We’ll have to wait and see, won’t we? Don’t tell me you will kill her, because then you’ll strip me of my incentive to humor you to win her release. Surprise me.”


“I don’t understand why you’d want her dead. You can’t save her soul if she dies in my custody.”


“No, but I tried. I did the best I could, right up to her last breath.”


“What do you think you’d say to me after I told you she stopped breathing.”


“What could I say? Talking further with you would be a sin. I’d hang up.”


“The shows over; the devil wins another soul. Is that it?”


“That’s life. It happens all the time. Heaven isn’t crowded. Only the most righteous ever make it. Catherine never had that spark, that kinship with the holy spirit as I do. I knew the devil would get her sooner or later. I’ve been braced for that all along. I figure if she’s going to go to Hell, she may as well start her suffering now. A few years added to eternity is nothing. Those of us who are saved enjoy the suffering of the damned. It is one of the few earthly pleasures we have.”
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“That makes sense. So, tell me about the fantasy you had driving home from the train.”


“Well, it starts at the point when you pulled her to you, when you pulled her against your hard cock right in front of me, when you grabbed her pussy and squeezed her tit. I am shocked, just as I was shocked then, but instead of beating a hasty retreat, I stay. I want to confirm my suspicions that a minion of the devil really has Catherine in his clutches. You have no idea how I kicked myself for jumping, right when I was certain. I even hesitated at the door. That’s why I hesitated; I wanted to stay and watch.”


“Watch me rape her, or kill her?”


“Rape, torture, and slowly kill her in front of me.”


“Interesting, so how does this evolve?”


“I say nothing to you about the way you are rubbing yourself on her ass, and I didn’t in actuality. If you’ll recall, I simply bit my lip when you began grinding your hard dick against her ass. I saw your dick get hard when you first set eyes on that lovely child of mine. My pussy got wet right then and there, and I’m sure you knew that. You saw the message in my eyes. I know you did, otherwise you never would have fondled her so brazenly in my presence. I’m right, aren’t I?”


“Right as rain, but get to your fantasy.”


“Yes, my fantasy. You move your hands between her legs and press her dress in tight to her cunt, saying, ‘I can tell this girl needs disciplining right now. I can feel the devil in her, and I need to beat it out.’


“Now, I am certain. My attitude quickly changes. The devil has her, and she is doomed. I can see the pleasure your fingers are stirring in her virgin pussy, and your hard cock has put a gleam in her eye. She is enjoying my embarrassment, but my embarrassment is short lived. So far, this is just as everything happened. This is also where I gave you my consent then dashed off. In my fantasy, I smile to let you know that I will go along. Catherine sees my smile, and her smug grin dissolves.”


“So far, I’m liking this very much. I can see you smiling.”


“That smile said volumes, but you know what I’m thinking; you read my mind. I can feel you reading my mind and send the message, ‘Is there some place we can take her? Someplace private and sound proof.’ You say out loud, ‘Follow me,’ and lead us to a baggage car. With the power of Satan behind you, you twist off the lock with your bare hand and we enter. Now, we are alone, and you say, ‘Strip her.’


“I tear her clothes off her body. She won’t be getting dressed again, so I simply throw her clothes on the filthy floor. Catherine fights me and I slap her face repeatedly. When I get her naked, I hold her by the shoulders, facing you, then pin her elbows together to thrust out her breasts. I rest my chin on her right shoulder to better see her tight tittie flesh straining up in unholy offering.


“You come forward and bare your teeth. Your teeth are now pointed fangs, long and sharp, a yellowish green, and your mouth descends on Catherine’s creamy right breast. I have to hold her firmly as I watch your fangs sink into her flesh. She twists, squirms, and tries to pull away. Her screams rattle the baggage car, but no one can hear. You bite off her nipple, chew it and swallow. You bite off the other one then drop to your knees and bite her cunt while I pull her back and kick her right foot out. She quivers in my grasp as your long bloody fangs sink deep in her tender pussy flesh. She’s crying out, ‘Mommy, why are you helping him? Please, Mommy, save me!’


“I say nothing as you stand and expose your hideous serpent-headed organ with soft, slimy green scales. I watch the serpent’s head enter Catherine’s pussy, then a foot of it’s fist-thick body sinks in, ripping her cunt. Catherine passes out, but we revive her for the rest of her fucking. You then fuck her ass and her mouth while I hold her in the positions you require. She is delirious and cries constantly.”


John said, “It sounds like you are describing our first fuck, but my cock has no scales.”


“It did in my fantasy. Your cock transformed before my eyes. Once she’s been fucked in all three holes, the torture begins. Again, I hold while you torture. Your fingers are claws that rip her flesh, and you bite her, tearing out chunks of her lovely flesh. I pin both arms behind her back and watch you eat her titties down to the bare ribs. You chew the pieces and spit them in her face. Your saliva coagulates her blood, so she doesn’t bleed to death.”


“We devils are crafty fuckers. Go on.”


“You have me lie back on a few mail bags and pull Catherine over me on her back. I use my hands to pull her legs apart as you kneel to literally eat her pussy. She knows what is about to happen, and tries to shield her cunt, but you casually reach up and snap one arm, then the other. The sharp broken bones are sticking out of her triceps and her arms hang uselessly. And then you bite off her clit, move up, and kiss it into her own mouth. You return and begin biting off chunks of her pussy and swallowing them. Soon, she has a big cavity where her pussy once was. You’ve eaten her inner thighs and half way up to her belly button.


“She is wide awake, but totally limp because you severed the tendons in her legs. This allows me to get up and observe from above. She looks a sight and it strikes me funny. I laugh, and she is horrified by this. She can’t make much noise now, as she has screamed herself hoarse. Only a guttural sound escapes, but it conveys her agony. I can see her guts through the gaping hole between her legs, and kneel down to reach my hand inside. I can feel her heart beating rapidly, the beat transmitted through her innards. I clutch a handful of her innards and pull them out to show her. Her eyes open wide in horror.


“You move up to her face, and I lie down beside her on my side, almost cheek to cheek. I hold her head by the crown and the chin as you close your fanged mouth over her nose. Her nose comes off with an awful wet crunch and leaves a bloody hole that gives her a hideous appearance. You tear her eyelashes off, leaving her big eyeballs forever staring in shock. You seal your mouth to hers as in a full kiss and come away with her lips, leaving all of her pearly white teeth exposed. You pull out each tooth with your fingers, then rip off her jaw.


“Her tongue fascinates me. It is all out in the open, like a cow’s tongue at market. I hold it like a cock, then pull hard while twisting, trying to pull her soft tongue off at the root. The tongue is too securely anchored for me, so you use one claw to start a tear at the base and it rips off in my hand. I want to keep it, and decide my cunt would be the perfect place to carry my daughter’s tongue. You and Catherine watch me stand, hike my skirt, pull my panties off, then slowly feed Catherine’s tongue into my pussy, tip first. My cunt is stuffed with Catherine’s tongue, and I present my stuffed cunt to Catherine’s eyes. That was the last sight Catherine ever saw, because you sucked her eyeballs out right after that.


“I am amazed that she is still alive and still conscious. She feels everything, but can not make a sound. I hold her hands for you to chew off each finger, then do the same to her feet as you chew off her toes. We flip her over, and you begin eating her ass globes. While you do this, I take a packing razor and begin cutting strips of flesh from her back and thighs. Working together, we take her down to the bone, then flip her over and do the same to her front. She is still alive, but barely. You break her breast bone, open her chest, seize her throbbing heart in one clawed hand, and slowly squeeze until it bursts.


“You open a trap door in the floor. I can see the ties zipping by. We dismember her body and drop the pieces through the door. We leave a bloody mess and small bits of flesh, but no identifiable part of poor Catherine. Her body is two miles long, and her soul is burning in Hell. We go hand in hand to the dining car after stopping to wash up. While we eat, Catherine’s tongue is still in my pussy. When no one is looking, I reach down and fuck myself with it, or draw her tongue through my slit like she is lapping my cunt. Well, how do you like my fantasy?”


“Imaginative. Weren’t you concerned that I’d start on you next?”


“No, you have no power over me in that way. The Holy Ghost would strike you down, and you sense that. I am not afraid, and I would have no fear of meeting you in reality.”


“Then we should meet. I think when it’s time to release Catherine, you should be present.”


“Order it, and I will be there.”


“I may order you soon. Catherine’s body can’t last much longer.”


“How soon?”


“Two, maybe three weeks.”


“I can manage that. You liked my story, I can tell. You seem eager to release her. I think you’ll like my current fantasy better. We take a full week to kill her. We use pliers, snips, and razors. We use fire and hot coals, and dine only on her flesh. You make me do most of the torture, and while she’s still living, I must amuse you.”


“I think we need to set a date.”


“I was hoping you would.”


“How about next Sunday in New Orleans?”


“Oh, you are eager, aren’t you? I will be there, alone, of course.”


“Be at the train station at ten A.M.. I will seek you out.”


“John, I can’t believe this is actually going to happen, but don’t tell me what is going to happen. I will assume you plan to release her.”


“I wouldn’t buy her a ticket home if I were you.”


“I wasn’t planning to. You can’t be trusted. John, bring Catherine back and hurt her for me. Hurt her bad. Cut something off, a toe or finger, but something.”


“I’ll chew her big toe off for you, but I’ll have to gag her. Will that do?”


“Oh, yes, but place the mouth piece by her head. I want to hear her muffled screams while I frig myself off.”


“I’ll do that, but you’ll want to hear her bones crunch, won’t you?”


“Oh, God, yes. Place her foot over her face while you chew her toe off. That way I get to hear both, and Catherine can watch her toe getting chewed off. Oh, I’m so excited.”


John and Catherine went through the charade, then hung up after Annabelle had her climax. To simulate the crunch, John chewed the knuckle of a chicken bone. Annabelle’s muffled screams were most effective. After the phone was set aside, Catherine said, “I don’t believe what I just heard. I just don’t believe it. I’m still shaking.”


“So am I. That bitch is scary, Catherine.”


“I feel like killing her. She’s a monster.”


“Your mother is sick, Catherine. We don’t kill sick people. She needs help. This is way out of my league. I have no idea how to proceed.”


“Well I do. I say we beat some sense into her and dump her nude body in an alley. Let her see how the Holy Ghost doesn’t save her. I want to chew her god damned clit off.”


“We’re not beating or chewing, but we are going to have a long talk with her. I am going to release you. You can return with her, or follow me of your own free will. At least, she won’t be having the best of both worlds. I say we make love to her, get her good and hot, then I’ll release you, and release her from her oath in mid-fuck. After she has sampled the other side, lets see how strong her faith is.”


“It’s your call, John, but I will have a difficult time making love to her after what I heard.”


“Not if you let the love show through and see her for the sick and twisted person she has become. There’s still a lot of love in you for that woman, and she loves you. The power of love is stronger than Jesus or Satan.”


“I thought Jesus was love.”


“Read the Bible for yourself. It is the biggest piece of pornography that was ever written. That Bible created your mother and millions like her. Any philosophy that would condemn an innocent child to burn forever has nothing on Satan. Christians and Devil worshipers are peas in a pod. They walk hand in hand to the dining car of life, but the Christian has the tongue of a child stuffed up her snatch, all the while thinking she’s bound for glory.”


“You know, Reverend John Cunnylicker is a good name for you. I think I just had a religious experience. I think I want to be your disciple. Yes, we’ll form the First Church of Holy Love. Maybe Mother will be the high priestess.”


 


     *


 


John walked up behind Annabelle on the station platform, tapped her shoulder, then smiled at her startled reaction. Annabelle placed a hand on her wildly beating heart and said, “What a fright. I’m so edgy.”


“Come, we have business to conduct.” They walked a short distance to the hotel, and Annabelle talked non-stop of the ideas she’d had on the trip down. She told him she brought smelling salts and lots of iodine. She said, “Catherine hates having iodine placed on a scratch. If you intend to violate your word, and do something dreadful, the iodine will come in handy.”


John humored her all the way to the room. Annabelle was on the verge of a climax when he opened the door to admit her to his torture den. Annabelle expected to find Catherine naked, bound spread-eagled to a bare metal bed frame, with needles in her cunt and tits, and her bloody stump of a toe on display. Catherine wore a sexy new dress and stood in high heels to receive her mother.


John ushered Annabelle inside, then bolted the door. Annabelle looked from Catherine to John and said, “What’s the meaning of this?”


Catherine came to stand in her mother’s face and said, “You look disappointed, Mother. I thought you’d be happy to see me. Don’t I even get a hug?”


“I…uh…of course.”


While Catherine received a half-hearted hug, John took Annabelle’s bag, saying, “We won’t be needing razors, smelling salts, and iodine. Your mother came prepared, Catherine. She brought a quart of iodine for your cuts.”


“Mother, how could you want to torture me to death? I love you, and I thought you loved me.”


“I…uh…oh my. I’m confused. John?”


“I lied. I’m not a devil worshiper. I’m worse. I’m an atheist.”


“You lying bastard. You tricked me.”


“Yes, but not as badly as you tricked Catherine. She listened in on every conversation we had.”


“Mother, you are a wicked woman and a big hypocrite, but I still love you.”


Annabelle covered her face in her hands and wept. “Satan put those notions in my mind. That wasn’t me, Catherine. I swear, that wasn’t me.”


Catherine placed her arm around her mother’s shoulder and stroked her hair, saying, “It doesn’t matter, Mother. I’m not angry with you. You look very pretty. I like you in makeup. You’re very sexy, too. John has a crush on you, did you know that?”


Annabelle slowly stopped crying and looked up. She wiped her eyes, then looked from John to Catherine, then back to John. “What are you going to do to me? Why did you lure me here?”


John stepped up and added his embrace to Catherine’s. Together, they hugged and stroked the distraught woman as John said, “Catherine is telling you the truth, Annabelle. I was smitten by you. I agree with Catherine, you look very sexy.”


“You lied to me. You encouraged me, egged me on to say those awful things. I committed adultery for you.”


“You committed adultery for you, and you brought up that torture and murder shit. I couldn’t shut you up once you got started. I was humoring you. That’s all behind us now. It got you here. I hope you’re not too disappointed that we won’t be dining on Catherine this week, but we have great room service. They don’t serve nipples or clits, but they make good burgers.”


Annabelle had all the humiliation she could stand and abruptly held her head high in her classic holier-than-thou pose, saying, “I have nothing to apologize for or be ashamed of. The devil moved me, but the Holy Ghost would have intervened, and I knew he would. Still, I had to come prepared to follow through should the holy spirit decide that Catherine was not worthy of saving.” Annabelle addressed Catherine saying, “I would have done everything I said, and more. Just thank your lucky stars that John, or whoever he is, isn’t a minion of the devil.”


“I do, and I know you’d humor the shit out of him if he were. Can we just forget about that. I hate discussing my slow death by torture. I want to see what you look like naked. John promised me I would.”


Annabelle turned her eyes on John and said, “Oh, he did, did he? Well, I am not performing for anyone. And you, young lady, should get your mouth slapped.”


“Mother, you still have to humor him. You gave your oath that you would until I am released. He hasn’t released me yet.”


Annabelle chewed that cud for a few seconds, then turned to John, saying, “She’s right. My oath is still valid. Well, what are your orders?”


“Strip!”


“Everything?”


“Even your wedding ring. Hand it to Catherine so she can flush it down the toilet.”


Annabelle twisted the ring from her finger and slapped it into Catherine’s hand, saying, “I suppose this was your idea, too?”


“Yes. Father isn’t good enough for you. You need a man like John.” Catherine strode into the bathroom, and a loud flush followed. Annabelle was down to her slip and heels as Catherine entered. She removed the last of her clothing without fanfare or tease, then stood openly naked for their visual inspection. Her nipples stood arching up and puckered, and her clit poked far out from between her cunt lips. John and Catherine converged on her from both sides and four hands traveled reverently over her white, blemish-free skin.


Annabelle stood stoically under the maddening touches, but when Catherine’s slender hand pressed to her fleshy cunt, Annabelle’s knees weakened. John and Catherine led her to the bed and laid her limp body down on her back. They both stripped while she watched. John stroked his erection for Annabelle’s eyes while Catherine parted her mother’s knees and said, “Mother, you have a beautiful pussy. I want to kiss it all over. May I?”


“If it amuses John, go ahead. I can’t stop you.”


When Catherine pressed the first full-lipped kiss to her mother’s cunt, Annabelle’s legs fell out flat. When she licked, Annabelle swooned. Annabelle raised her head to peer between her widespread legs, marveling at the sight of Catherine’s lovely face worshiping her beaver with long swipes of her tongue through the wet folds while her daughter’s delicate fingers held the lips wide open. Catherine mashed her face full in her mother’s spread, pressing her nose into the wet hole. Annabelle swooned and widened her legs.


Catherine moved up, locking her smiling eyes on her mother’s wide open eyes, then settled her lips over her clit and sucked the fleshy nub into her mouth. Annabelle groaned as Catherine bobbed her head up and down on the slender shaft as thought sucking a baby’s prick. Catherine sucked hard and shook the sensitive nub as her mother flailed her head.


John knelt beside Annabelle’s head and offered his cock to her lips. Annabelle opened and took him in, then sucked hard while lifting her cunt to wipe her wet pussy on Catherine’s face. She humped and sucked, and made noises of passionate pleasure. After Catherine brought her to a powerful climax, John got between Annabelle’s legs and entered her in one long smooth stroke. Catherine sucked and played with her mother’s tits, then kissed her way up to Annabelle’s face. They looked in each other’s eyes as Catherine said, “You are beautiful, Mother, so sexy, so lovely and pure. It is an honor for me to suck your marvelous pussy for you. I would do that for you every day, ten times a day if you’d let me.”


They fell into an open-mouthed kiss that quickly grew in passion until both tongues fought for space in each other’s mouths. When the kiss ended, Annabelle said, “While I am sworn to humor John, and we are together, you can suck my cunt all day long if it amuses him. I won’t stop you.”


Catherine smiled and kissed her mother’s nose, then said, “I didn’t think you would. You want to save me.”


Catherine turned on her side and assisted her mother in raising her head. Together, they looked down at the wide spread Annabelle offered John’s plunging member. John held Annabelle up by the hips while on his knees. Catherine trailed her fingers to Annabelle’s pussy and teased the lips and clit, saying, “I would never tire of watching John fuck your adorable pussy, Mother. I love watching you fuck. John’s cock is the perfect match for your cunt, absolutely perfect. Much better than Father’s little weany, don’t you agree?”


Annabelle stared longingly at her aroused cunt as John poured the meat to her in long, deep strokes. She said, “Yes, I agree, Catherine. Your father’s weany does nothing for my horny cunt. Did he fuck you, Catherine? Did your father ever fuck you?”


“No, but I’ll swear he did if you want me to. I’ll swear that he raped me every day, and that’s why I ran away with John.”


Annabelle swooned and cried out, “Oh, Lord. Oh, John, that feels so wickedly marvelous. Catherine, put that in writing. Tell the full story in case the reverend orders me to present that evidence to my husband, charging him with adultery and incest. I would not put it past the reverend to make me destroy my marriage. Oh, John, yes! Harder! Fuck me harder!”


In mid-fuck, when Annabelle was thrashing her head, going for her cum, John said, “Catherine is now officially released, and you are free of your oath, Annabelle. You may both leave if you want. You decide.”


Annabelle’s eyes opened wide. She fought a huge internal struggle, then began fucking her cunt on John’s cock, held steady at her opening. Catherine planted kisses all over her mother’s face, imploring, “Can we stay and be whores for John, Mommy?”


“Yes, damnit, yes! Fuck me, John! Fuck my adulterous cunt, then fuck my whore daughter. Fuck Jesus! Fuck the Holy Ghost! Fuck God and Satan, too. Fuck everybody, but fuck me first!”


 


     *


 


John Stewart Masterson married Annabelle Maryweather on August 3, 1936, and lived happily ever after. Catherine is still a whore at seventy-two and back to fucking for five bucks a pop. Don’t you just love a happy ending?


    The End
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    “Brown Nosing” By: Phil Phantom


    We had just dropped our three kids off at a local theater and pulled away from the curb. Frank was in great spirits and hadn’t stopped talking since he got the news. The job that saved our home was his, at least for a three month probationary period. The pay was nearly double what he expected, and he felt confident of landing a permanent position.


    I was relieved, even happy, but I’d been in a silent stew since leaving Blake Stone’s office. As soon as the kids were out of earshot, I turned abruptly to Frank and shouted, “Do you know what that son-of-a-bitch had the nerve to do?”


    Frank’s dream balloon appeared ready to burst. He said, “Honey, what could he have done? I was only out of the office five minutes; besides, the kids were right there with you the whole time.”


    “Frank, it wasn’t me he did anything to. That bastard fondled Sherry. He pulled her up on his lap and fondled her right in front of me.”


    “Honey, calm down. Just what are you calling fondling? I saw her on his lap when I came back. She looked fine to me.”


    I scooted up next to Frank and grabbed his right hand. I brought it up under my skirt, clear to the tops of my thighs, and said, “What do you call this?”


    He smiled a devilish grin and rubbed my inner thigh, saying, “I call it my lucky day.” I knew right away that placing his hand near my vagina was a mistake. He was in far to good of spirit not to take advantage of my one major weakness: I have never been able to say no once my pussy gets stimulated. He said, “Honey, I know he never put his hand this far up a twelve-year-old’s leg.”


    “This is where he started.” I jammed his hand between my legs, saying, “This is where it was most of the time. Don’t tell me I didn’t see it, either. I was sitting three feet from him, and he was facing me with her legs straddling his.” Frank’s hand cupped my sex, pressing along my wet slit with his middle finger. In a much quieter tone, I said, “Frank. What are you doing? Didn’t you hear me? Your new boss did this to our little girl. Pete and Sandy saw it too. He was leering at me the whole time, challenging me to say something.”


    “But you didn’t, right.”


    “No! I was too stunned. He did it to show me he could do it and get away with it. It was like he was saying, “How badly do you want this job?”


    “And your silence told him. I’m not that surprised. They way you begged and pleaded for my job, I thought you were about to drop to your knees and go for his zipper. He didn’t need to know how desperate we were.”


    Frank began fondling my pussy. I said, “Frank, stop doing that. This is serious.”


    “No, I want to determine exactly what he did. Is this all he did, hold his hand between her legs?”


    “No, and I could see everything. Her skirt was bunched up in her lap. We all had a clear view of his meaty fingers squeezing her vagina.”


    “Like this?” Frank’s hand palmed the full plane of my sex and gave a big squeeze, repeating it several times in succession.


    I slumped back in the seat as he asked, “Is this all he did?”


    “No, he drew his middle finger up her cleft, pushing the crotch of her panties between her lips.”


    “Like this?”


    “Yes! He did that for quite a while, stroking, stroking, pushing deeper. Yes! Yes! Like that.”


    “And did Sherry’s panties get wet like yours are?”


    “Yes, they were sopping wet. You could see right through them. We could see her lips mold around his finger as he stroked her pussy.”


    “Her pussy, huh?”


    “Yes, her pussy. A vagina that starts drooling is a pussy, a cunt, a twat.”


    “And Sherry had a pussy.” I bit my lower lip and just nodded. “Okay, did he do anything else?”


    “Yes, he slipped his index finger under the leg-band of her panties, and we saw it dip between her lips..”


    “Like this?”


    “Yes, he hooked his finger inside her little hole, Frank. Yes, he did that, just pulled and distorted it, occasionally running up to her little clit and rubbing it. Yes, Oh God, yes!”


    “And of course, you said nothing.”


    “No! I watched. I was mesmerized until Pete placed his hand on my leg, just above my knee, staring at his sister’s crotch the whole time. Frank, he was so bold. He’s never touched me like that before. He kept squeezing and rubbing, slowly inching up, pushing my skirt up. Mr. Stone was staring at Pete’s hand and smiling. He could probably see my panties. Pete managed to get his hand way down on the inside of my thigh, not three inches from my panties.”


    “Your wet panties?”


    “Fuck, yes, they were wet! I had to place my hand on Pete’s to get him to ease up.”


    “You didn’t take his hand away?”


    “No, I was so confused. I only knew I had to stop him from going any further. Poor Sandy didn’t know who to watch. Her eyes darted from my leg to Sherry’s pussy and back.. For a fifteen-year-old honor student and born-again Christian, she took it all rather well.”


    “Did Pete stop?”


    “He didn’t stop kneading and squeezing, but he stopped advancing on my crotch. That is, until Mr. Stone reached over with his other hand and ripped the crotch out of Sherry’s panties. When he did that and exposed Sherry’s hairless, wet, pink slit, Pete squeezed so hard it hurt. When Stone started jabbing his stubby finger in and out of her hole real fast, and Sherry drew her legs up and laid her knees out, Pete made a grab for my twat. I clamped my legs together on his hand and held his wrist. His fingers were clawing at my crotch, driving me mad. Sandy just sat there with her mouth open.”


    Frank mimicked the story’s action by rapidly finger-fucking me. I cried out, “Oh, yes, honey! Do that harder. Make me cum, sweetheart. You should have seen your little girl; she was shameless. Yes, yes!”


    I shuddered out a terrific climax, then collapsed my head on Frank’s shoulder. I took a few minutes to catch my breath as Frank continued to toy lazily with my pussy. I turned dreamy eyes up to him and said, “I really blew it, Frank. I should have said something. What will those kids think of me now? Pete felt my vagina. I couldn’t help it. You know how I get when you touch me there. I didn’t do much resisting.”


    “Are you saying he penetrated you?”


    “Well, yes, I wasn’t quite as brazen as Sherry, but we were both getting the same treatment and staring at each other’s crotches as it was happening. I hate to admit this, but we came about the same time, too. I tried to hold it in, but you know how successful I am at that. How do I go back to being his mom after letting him finger fuck me?”


    “Well, I can imagine what Pete thinks. He probably thinks you’re wonderful, the best mom on Earth. Not many moms let a boy do that.”


    “I can see why. It could easily become habit forming. I’ll bet Sandy thinks I’m some kind of slut. I don’t even want to think about what Sherry thinks. They’re probably in that theater talking about me right now.”


    “I couldn’t blame them. I doubt they think any the worse about you, though. They knew what a bind we were in. Hell, they probably think you’re a hero for landing me this job. Now that I know what went down, it’s plain that you did. I’m not qualified for this job and you know it.”


    “You know what that means. This won’t be the last time. What happens when he tries to fondle Sandy. I can’t see Sandy being as complacent as Sherry. He picked the right one.”


    “Yeah, I’ll bet she just melted in his arms from the get-go.”


    “Frank, she did. That girl amazes me. She had no qualms about having his hands between her legs, and seemed to enjoy having us looking on.”


    “I told you that she was the one to watch, not Sandy. Sandy will still be a virgin three years after Sherry starts pulling trains.”


    “Don’t talk like that about our baby, Frank. She’s just a little precocious, that’s all. It’s Pete that worries me. This scene affected him deeply. It changed him some how. Can you imagine grabbing your mother between her legs?”


    “Well, it was a rather bizarre circumstance. I can’t see him simply walking up to you and shoving his fingers up your pussy.”


    “I’m not so sure, Frank. By remaining silent, I sent him some sort of message I never intended to send.”


    “I’ll talk to the boy.”


    “No, don’t say anything. I’m curious to see how he acts towards me now.”


    “Suit yourself. I’ll stay out of it. So, what do we do about the job?”


    “I don’t know. What can we do?”


    “All I need is a few paychecks, Bonnie.”


    “Well, you can bet I’m not bringing those kids anywhere near that office.”


 


     *


 


    It was my idea to return to the theater alone to pick up the kids. I wanted time alone with them, time to talk things out, set them straight. I had the best of intentions and a well-rehearsed speech. When Pete climbed into the front seat and scooted up close, I froze. Sandy sat by the front passenger window and Sherry had the back seat to herself. She talked non-stop about the movie. I waited for an opening to speak. Just as I formed the words, Pete’s left hand dropped on my lap, taking my breath away. My whole body burned when I felt the light touch of his fingers on my bare leg, just beyond the hem of my skirt. I could feel Sandy’s eyes slyly keeping an eye on Pete’s hand. Sherry hung over the seat back leaning over my right shoulder. With her head next to mine, she kept talking, but her focus was on her brother’s hand the whole time.


    I tried hard to concentrate on my driving, trying to ignore the weight of his hand as it fell further between my thighs with every pedal movement. He managed to get his fingertips on bare inner thigh flesh midway between my crotch and my knee. I gathered my courage to put an end to the charade, but each time, delayed doing anything. All the while, Pete teased my sensitive skin with tiny circular motions of his fingertips and nails.


    Had the three of them conspired to do this, I wondered. Had they discussed a plan? Did Sherry dare her brother to try it? Sandy was conspicuous by her silence. Normally the first to point out someone else’s wrongs, she sat in silence, watching. And Sherry, never one to be shy or let an indiscretion go without comment, seemed to be going out of her way to distract me. Working over those bizarre possibilities did more to distract me than Sherry’s non-stop monologue. They appeared to be working in concert.


    I began to entertain the possibility of doing nothing and saying nothing. I weighed the possible outcomes. I imagined driving home with Pete’s fingers in my pussy while Sandy and Sherry watched. I fought this idea. My horny pussy applauded the idea and my legs joined the rebellion. They relaxed of their own accord. As my knees fell out a few inches, Pete took it as a sign of partial surrender. He shifted position and changed to his right hand. His hand turned up towards my pussy and crept up my inner thigh by several inches. If there was ever a time to call a halt, that was it. Part of my mind screamed for action, but a stronger part forced me to inaction. By this time most of my body parts were in the rebel camp. Sweat beaded on my brow as his fingers neared my pounding vagina. My rational mind felt trapped in a body determined to commit an outrage against natural morality and decency.


    My traitorous legs gave another few inches and inspired Pete to turn onto his side to face me. He did not look into my face but stared at his own hand, fascinated at its proximity to my crotch. My skirt was bunched up at the crotch, exposing most of my legs. Sherry had stopped talking and Sandy sat forward to peer around Pete.


    I nervously guided the car away from any others, keeping a close eye out for trucks and vans that could look down into the car. When Sherry stopped talking, I made a decision to allow Pete to do whatever he had planned. I turned off of the well-traveled route, taking a longer way, going slow. Pete took this as a sign of my total surrender and cupped his hand over my pussy, making me stiffen and draw a deep breath. He squeezed and molded the wet fleshy lips as Sherry climbed forward, half-hanging over my shoulder. I focused my attention on driving, having to lean left to see around Sherry. Pete worked his fingers under the leg-band and insinuated two into my moist cleft, seeking my hole. He found it waiting and eased inside, bringing a deep flush to my cheeks.


    I glanced over to Sandy and noted her obvious interest, surprised not to see a look of scorn or condemnation. Sherry broke the tense silence, saying, “I can’t see.” She reached down and gathered the skirt above my waist, completely exposing my pink panties and an inch of bare midriff. Pete pushed at the crotch material with little success. He then tried pulling the waist band below crotch level, but that failed to produce satisfactory results. In frustration, he grasped the waistband in both hands near my hip bones and tugged, moving the panties lower all around. Frustrated, as they were blocked by my weight sitting on the material, he pulled hard, fighting to uncover my loins. In a bold, impulsive decision, I brought my knees together and lifted my ass free of the seat. Pete deftly worked the panties down off my ass and slid them down my legs to below the knees. I pulled my left leg free, letting the panties slide down my right.


    With Sherry still holding my skirt up, I was naked from the waist down. Pete went back to playing with my pussy with much more freedom of movement. He used his left hand to part my lips and his right to explore. I basked in the wickedness of it all and glanced over to Sandy. Sandy had a glazed look of perverse fascination which relieved me of my worst fear: her condemnation.


    At this point, I gave myself over to the full enjoyment of Pete’s assault. He grew more aggressive and confident. He shoved my left knee out to the door. My cunt yawned open, obscenely and he inserted three fingers in my hole. Sherry eased lower and reached her tiny hand into my crotch, competing with Pete’s. A verbal battle ensued as each claimed their rights and their turn. Having my kids fight over my pussy was by far the most bizarre sensation I’d ever experienced. The fight demanded parental mediation, but I was lost in the moment.


    Since first getting in the car, no one acknowledged me directly. They treated me as though I were a toy, an object, or a woman under a spell. I knew that speaking out, saying anything, would break that delicious spell. I glanced right and observed Sherry’s bare left thigh near my cheek, her ass sticking up over the seat back. My pussy loved being fought over.


    Sandy surprised me by jumping into my parental role. She reached back and slapped Sherry hard on the back of her right thigh, shouting, “Back off, Sherry. This was Pete’s idea. Leave him alone.”


    Sherry did back off, easing up and standing on the back floor, still peering over while rubbing her thigh. We have a firm rule about hitting, and under normal circumstances, Sandy’s smack would have brought Sherry screaming to me for justice. I awaited the cry. She protested, “I’m telling Dad that you hit me.”


    Sandy said, “Go ahead, and I’ll tell him why.”


    Sherry cried, “It’s not fair. Why can’t I have a turn?”


    Pete said, “Because it’s mine, that’s why.”


    My heart leapt in my chest. I could not believe his bold declaration. A heavy silence ensued as they seemed to be waiting for me to challenge his claim. I had no intention of reclaiming my traitorous vagina. It had waved the white flag miles past. I sat passively while Pete crudely finger-fucked me. He brought me to a fantastic climax, three blocks from home. Nothing was said about the way I ground my cunt on his fingers and moaned out my release. As I pulled into the garage, Pete withdrew his hand and adjusted my skirts. After turning off the ignition, Pete reached down and removed my panties from my right ankle. He stuffed them into his jeans.


    He came around and held my door for me. I led the way into the house. I took two steps and Pete ran his hand up the back of my leg, cupping my bare ass cheek posessively. I proceeded naturally as the hand squeezed my undulating haunches. Just as I crossed the threshold, Pete used both hands to hold by skirt high, exposing my bare ass to his sisters. I ignored their giggles and continued forward. Pete kept my skirt up with one hand in the small of my back. He used the other to pry at my cheeks, exposing my anus.


    I had a decision to make as I neared rounding the corner into the dining room. I’d left Frank to study work papers and knew he’d still be hard at work at the dining table. I could either wrest control from Pete, or let him risk his father’s possible wrath. I decided to let Pete handle it (no pun intended). As I passed into view, Pete let go. My skirt fell into place, and the four of us trooped in as though nothing had occurred.


    While the kids excitedly told him about the movie, I headed for my bathroom. I sat locked in my sanctuary for almost an hour, pondering my situation. I resolved to end the obscene game at some point, but was in no hurry. I drew imaginary limits, telling myself that if he tried such-and-such, I’d do so-and-so. Even while setting these limits, I questioned my resolve. Would he press his claim to the ultimate? Would he try it in private, or did he like showing off for his sisters? I wondered if he’d begin on my breasts. Would he strip me naked? Should I even bother putting on panties? Should I tell Frank what was happening?


    All of these things weighed heavily on my mind. In the end, I resolved not to tell Frank and to go about my business as usual. I also resolved to honor Pete’s claim. For the remainder of the evening, Pete took advantage of every opportunity to re-stake his claim. Whenever out of Frank’s sight, he rudely assaulted me. Sherry and Sandy hovered in the background. I offered no resistance to his groping hands and allowed him to remove my fresh panties and to place me in any position he pleased. I can’t tell you how excited I was the first time he pushed my back to the wall, yanked my panties down and off, and exposed my tits. I stood passively accepting his breast mauling while Sherry and Sandy looked on with smiling approval from a few feet away.


    It was apparent that Pete intended to take his claim to the ultimate conclusion and do so with an audience. Having his sisters see everything he did to me obviously turned him on. I sank deeper and deeper under his mysterious spell and knew that I’d willingly grant him this ultimate surrender, even with my girls watching. The following morning, I arose early and primped for him. I shaved my pussy lips, washed and perfumed it. I fixed my hair and make-up and wore a sexy dress without bra or panties. With my highest high heels, I looked stunning. Frank noticed and made a crack about me going off to meet a secret lover. I smiled demurely. On the way out the door, he gave me a passionate kiss and rubbed my ass. He detected no panty line and reached under my skirt. His hand went between my legs and discovered my naked labia lips and my exceedingly wet pussy. He leaned back to look me in the face. I smiled back with guilt written in bold red letters.


    A smile broke over his face and he said, “Has Pete been behaving himself?”


    I resolved to come clean with Frank, but there wasn’t time to bring him up to date. I simply smiled and said, “No, he’s been a very bad boy.”


    Frank smiled broadly and said, “Well, I’m not getting in the middle of this. You’ll just have to handle it as you think best.”


    I smiled and said, “Thank you, sweetheart. I want to handle Pete by myself.” Frank smiled and eased out the door. I closed it behind him feeling like the luckiest and nastiest woman on Earth.


    I prepared breakfast as the kids emerged one by one. Sandy came out first and looked me over, saying, “Wow, Mom! You look great. Going somewhere?”


    “No, I just like looking my best.”


    While I turned eggs in the skillet, Sherry walked in and stood at my left side. She wasn’t there five seconds when I felt her hand creep up my inner thigh. I froze stiffly as her hand converged on my shaved pussy. Sandy slapped her hand away just before it discovered my coif. Sandy said sternly, “Don’t touch. You know what Pete said.”


    Sherry fired back while rubbing her arm, “Pete doesn’t care if I touch it when he isn’t using it.”


    “He does too. Touch it again and I’m telling.”


    My heart beat a steady tattoo. I loved the way they talked about me, not to me. I loved hearing how Pete enforced his claim. I forced my attention to breakfast preparation and eagerly awaited Pete’s arrival. He came out minutes later and studied me with hungry eyes. Sherry and Sandy made way for him. Sherry pleaded, “Pete, you don’t care if I play with Mom when you aren’t using her, do you.”


    I wanted to hug that little doll. She could not have phrased that better if she had known what she was doing. Any anxiety I felt quickly drained away. I waited eagerly for Pete to begin using me. He wasted no time and came up behind me. His hands traveled up the outside of my thighs, pulling his crotch into my buttocks. He wore only thin PJ bottoms, so his erection was apparent and felt delicious, nestled between my lower cheeks. He stands an inch less them me, so we made a good fit. His hands came around my lower front and dipped between my legs. The fingers delved between my legs and he discovered my denuded pussy lips. He signaled his approval by lunging his loins against my ass, jarring my whole body. His hands moved up my front, under the dress, and cupped my tits. He squeezed and molded them, rolling my nipples between thumb and forefingers. I swooned in his lewd embrace, arching my back, thrusting out my chest, and presenting my heated loins to his obscene grinding pelvis, oblivious to my daughters who stood looking on at my sluttish behavior.


    Pete brought his hands to the back of my dress. He dragged the long zipper down. The dress hung limply. He pushed the sleeves off my shoulders and easily worked it down to my feet. I stepped free, naked in my heels. Pete turned me to face the girls and held out my hand as though making a presentation. None of my kids had ever seen me completely naked. Their eyes roamed my body, making me feel totally decadent and wicked. Sherry dropped to her knees at my feet and peered up into my crotch, crying out, “Hey, Mom shaved her pussy for you, Pete. I think she wants you to fuck her. Are you going to fuck her?”


    I knew I could count on Sherry to say something to humiliate me. I could have kissed her. If Pete hadn’t been thinking along those lines, my silence in the face of her analysis forced the issue. Pete proudly said, “Maybe after breakfast, if she’s lucky. Right now, I’m hungry.” He released my hand and I took that as a cue to finish breakfast.


    I cooked and set the table in the nude while my kids watched my every move. They sat around our oblong table as I dished out the meal. Pete ran his hands freely over my body whenever it was within reach. He pulled my chair alongside his. Sherry brought hers up on the other side of mine. I sat sandwiched between them, the three of us sitting across from Sandy. Pete lifted my left leg and laid it across his lap. After getting a nod from Pete, Sherry took my right and laid it over hers. In this lewd position, with their hands diddling my pussy, I tried to eat.


    I sat up straight with my chest thrust out, proudly displaying my 36’Ds’. Pete dipped his bread in runny yoke and painted it on my left breast. I cupped my hand under my tit mound, offering it up to this lewd attention. My nipples ached with need. Pete licked my tit and sucked my nipple. Sherry asked, “Can I?”


    He nodded and Sherry did the same on my right tit. Together, they lapped and sucked my tits. My passions were at a peak. My eyes could barely focus on Sandy, but she looked shocked yet intrigued.


    After the meal, Pete moved me to the living room. Sherry and Sandy gathered around as he made me kneel before him. He exposed his six-inch cock and waved it in my face. My hungry eyes followed it as it neared my lips. He pressed it to my parting mouth and I sucked him in. He fucked my face and came in my mouth. I sucked and swallowed.


    We took a brief intermission. Pete turned me over to Sherry after placing me on my back with my knees drawn up and laid out. My darling daughter had herself a ball, driving me to ecstasy. After ten minutes, Pete hovered over my loins, naked, and displaying his new erection. Sherry scooted clear as Pete descended between my legs. He pressed his cock to my wet opening, paused for dramatic effect, then entered me to the hilt in one lunge. My daughters got on their knees along both sides and observed from close-up the fucking of their mother by their brother, and their mother’s shameless response. After he emptied his balls in my sex-starved pussy, there was no question that I was his whore. He, in fact, put it to me that way. I nodded my acceptance. Since that morning, I have denied him nothing, and he has taken everything.


    Frank was elated at the news and insisted I relate every detail to him. Though Pete had to keep a low profile when Frank was home, Frank wasn’t home that much. Three days after securing the new job, Frank worked late then went out for drinks with Mr. Stone. They came by the house shortly after midnight, slightly crocked. It was a school night and the kids were in bed. I served beer and we sat around the table. Blake Stone kept giving me knowing looks. I found it difficult to maintain eye contact with him. He hinted constantly that Frank may have a bright future with the company. Frank was on top of the world.


    After thirty minutes of idle conversation, Blake asked to use the bathroom. I pointed down the long hallway and said, “All the way to the end and right.”


    I watched him stagger down the hall. Frank and I exchanged smiles. We thought we had it made. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Blake returning. Curiously, he opened every door and peeked in on his way toward us. When he came to the girl’s room, I nudged Frank and said, “Honey, he’s looking in the girl’s room. Honey! He just went into the girl’s room!”


    Frank turned to look but only saw a closed door. Seconds later, light filtered under that door. I took Frank’s hand and cried, “Frank, do something.”


    “What?”


    “You can’t leave him in there.”


    “Honey, you heard what he said. I could blow this job.”


    “Frank, he may be raping one of our daughters right this minute.”


    “If anything, he’s just fooling around with Sherry. He can’t hurt her. What ever he does, she’ll love it. I’m not risking this job to save her modesty or virtue, neither of which she ever had to start with.”


    We sat in silence, listening. We heard no screams, but five minutes into his entrance, we heard noise such as would be made by a heavy person on a child’s bed. I hung my head in my hands and thought the worst, wondering why Sandy hadn’t come screaming from the room. Blake was in their room for almost thirty minutes. He emerged with his shirt open, his tails out, his fly down, and belting his belt. I watched him dress there in the hall and return to the table with a shit-eating grin. He took a long swallow of beer, patted me and Frank on the back and said, “You folks are very hospitable, my kind of people, company people. I think you two have a bright future with us.”


    He grabbed his things and left, leaving us speechless. We watched the door to the girl’s room, expecting one or both to come crying to us. We were both in a high state of anxiety, just waiting. After ten minutes, I couldn’t take anymore. The light was still on, and the door was partially open. I eased up on it and peeked in through the crack. What I saw nearly made me shit. Sandy was tied naked, spread-eagled to her four-poster bed with two pillows under her ass. She had her panties stuffed in her mouth and pantyhose secured her arms and legs. Sherry knelt on her Sandy’s bed by her hip and amused herself by dipping her fingers in the mess oozing from her sister’s fresh-fucked pussy. I watched her smear those juices over Sandy’s breasts as Sandy struggled futily.


    I backed away and went for Frank. Frank eased up and took in the astonishing sight. We watched for several minutes, then returned to the dining room. I said, “Christ, Frank, can you believe the nerve of that guy. He just raped our daughter.”


    “His nerve, what about Sherry’s. She seems quite pleased by the deal.”


    “Sandy’s going to kill her when she gets untied.”


    “Not if we leave her alone for a while.”


    “Frank, you’re not suggesting we let Sherry keep doing that.”


    “Come on, Bonnie. What’s the harm?”


    I smiled. We went back and watched. Sherry never looked our way and was having herself a ball at Sandy’s expense. Sandy stopped her struggles after a while, giving herself over to her lewd sister’s fondling. After a few minutes, her hips seemed to welcome the abuse. They met Sherry’s fingers. We waited until Sherry induced an orgasm in Sandy, then made our presence known. I made Sherry get down, then started untying Sandy’s bindings. Frank did her feet, looking between her legs the whole time. I released her hands and removed the gag. Sandy said, “Mom, Mr. Blake raped me.”


    I said, “Yes, we know dear.” I cleaned her, tucked her in, kissed her forehead, and went to Sherry.


    I tucked Sherry in and kissed her smiling face. She looked into my eyes and said, “He raped her good, Mom.” I smiled and turned out the light.


    Blake returned the following night shortly after one AM. Frank let him in. He went right to the girl’s room. Frank returned to our bed and informed me that Blake was at it again. We listened for ten minutes, got turned on, and screwed for the next ten. Blake let himself out after two-thirty. I went in to comfort Sandy and found Sherry bound, gagged, and leaking semen from her cunt. Sandy stood over her smiling down, but refusing to assist in freeing her. I tucked my little darlings in and turned out the light.


    This went on for over a week. Blake only missed two nights. One night he arrived early with two out-of-town businessmen in tow. I set beers before them as Blake excused himself and went down the hall. Frank and I sat uncomfortably, carrying on small talk with our uninvited guests. After twenty minutes, Blake returned carrying his shirt. He motioned the first man to the girl’s door. We watched him go in. He returned thirty minutes later and the second man made the trip. When they left, I had two girls to untie and a terrible mess to clean up.


    From then on, Blake was rarely alone. Sometimes five men waited their turns while I served beer and sandwiches. At Blake’s suggestion, I wore only panties and heels. I was the warm-up act for my daughters. I had to tolerate their groping hands and lewd conversation. By the time they left, I’d be a raving, horny, mass of female flesh. I began stopping off at Pete’s room and waking him with a surprise blow job that usually ended in a fuck. Before long I was staying with Pete all night. Pete found this wildly exciting and began treating me like his whore even in the presence of his father. Frank, far from acting put out, loves the arrangement. He concentrates on his work, and I take care of the home front. We have become a company family with a bright future.


 


    The End
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    “Busted” By: Phil Phantom


    _____________________________________________________________ ___________________________________________________________


Caroline entered the house expecting to find her husband and two daughters huddled by the picture window still peeking through blinds. She saw only Becky, her oldest, but she was in the act of taking a seat on the sofa. Their eyes met and told Caroline all she needed to know. Becky had that I-saw-Mommy-kissin’-Santa look—a mischievous gleam. She thumbed through her Teen Magazine while trying to hold back a knowing smile. Caroline had been busted, and she knew it. She also knew it was bound to happen sooner or later, now that she had to use Bonnie’s front door to come and go, wearing sexy clothes no less. Caroline was already resolved to let the chips fall where they may, knowing she’d get caught, be seen by neighbors, and become the grist for the neighborhood gossip mill. If the girls didn’t see, they’d eventually hear. She knew she could not stay away from Bonnie, not now, anyway. She fought back the impulse to tell Becky to wipe that stupid grin off her face and mind her own business, but was glad she held that in when fourteen-year-old Joann came bounding into the room, saying, “What’s so important that I have to see this, now? Oh, hi, Mom!” Caroline squared her shoulders and brushed past Joann, saying, “You missed it, but I’m sure your snoopy sister will fill you in. Where’s your father?” “I think he’s on the phone in the den.” Caroline made for the den and met Richard as he was coming out. She was still in the living room. Joann had just taken a seat beside Becky. The girls were behind her to her left. Richard said, “Oops. Didn’t see you. Sweetheart, I have to go back to the office for a few hours. I’ll catch something to eat downtown. I’m going to leave the phone on the service. Was there something you needed?” Caroline felt an overwhelming need to balance the scales and justify her outrageous conduct to the girls. She blurted out, “I wish you wouldn’t play these silly games, Richard. We all know you have a mistress, several, in fact. Go to her. Enjoy yourself. Frankly, I don’t see why you don’t bring her here. Why spend good money on motel rooms when we have a perfectly good bed here that never gets used except for sleeping.” Caroline’s brash declaration sucked the air from the room. The girls nervously eyed their parents. Richard calmly set his briefcase down, then made for the front door. He stopped on his way out to say, “I may just do that. Why waste a good bed.” When he left, Becky got to her feet, deep concern etched on her face. She said, “Mom, what’s going on? Are you and Dad getting a divorce?” Joann shouted, “Will somebody please tell me what’s happening?” Caroline strode to the liquor cabinet, drew out a bottle of Southern Comfort, poured a straight shot, then turned to see both girls at her side. She downed the shot, then said, “We’re not getting a divorce, but I think we just opened up our marriage.” Joann said, “What do you mean, opened up your marriage?” Becky said, “She means they can both see other people. That is what you meant, wasn’t it, Mom?” “That is what I meant. Go ahead, Becky. Tell Joann what you saw. Tell her everything you saw.” “Are you sure—everything?” Caroline poured another shot, saying, “Everything, in your own words.” Caroline faced them with the shot glass at her lips, sipping, not gulping. Becky appeared nervous, but Joann appeared eager and said, “Becky, tell me.” “All right. I saw Mom kissing that woman across the street.” Joann’s eyes popped open wide as her jaw dropped. Becky watched her mother’s reaction. Caroline stood with forced composure, then said, “Go on.” Becky said, “I saw the woman…” Caroline interrupted, “Her name is Bonnie, and she’s a bisexual whore, a swinger, one of your father’s playmates, as if you didn’t know. Go on.” Becky said, “Well, I saw Bonnie feel Mom up under her skirt. Mom wasn’t wearing panties. They stood on Bonnie’s front step where anyone could see. I saw Mom’s naked butt, and I saw Bonnie poking her finger in…in Mom’s butt hole.” Joann cried, “Becky!” “Well, that’s what it looked like from here.” Becky looked defensively to Caroline, who now had a deep blush going. Having gone this far, Caroline said, “You saw right. Anything else?” “Well, it looked like she was fingering you in front, too.” “Fingering what, Becky.” “Do you want me to say it?” “Yes, in your own words.” “Okay. It looked like she was fingering your pussy.” Joann cried, “Becky!” “Well, she said use my own words. That’s what I call it. In fact, I don’t know any nice way to say it. Sorry, Mom, but…” Caroline set her empty shot glass down, her cheeks burning. She addressed both girls with hands resting on each of their outside shoulders. The girls looked into their mother’s eyes as Caroline calmly said, “You saw right, and you did as I directed. There is no nice way to put it. I did a crazy thing, an impulsive thing. She dared me, and like a stupid child, I took her dare. I took a risk, a huge risk, but I’ll admit, it was a huge thrill. I’ve never done anything like that in my life.” Joann said, “Are you going to do that again? Can I watch if you do?” “Once was enough for me, but Bonnie has her own agenda and a way of making me do things I never would have dreamed I could do. If you catch us at that game, good for you, but I will not be putting on a show if I can help it.” Becky said, “Are you two lovers?” “No, Becky. We’re close, intimate friends. I am not a lesbian, and neither is she. I can admit to being bisexual. I wouldn’t have thought so until today, but I think I am. No, I know I am. Who knows, maybe we all are to some degree.” Joann said, “Becky is for sure.” Becky slugged Joann and said, “You shut up. If I wanted anyone to know, I’d tell them.” Caroline shook both shoulders and said, “Enough. I don’t care to hear this. You girls are growing up way too fast as it is. We need to discuss your father. He took my words as a challenge. I know him. He’ll bring his bimbette here just to show me he’s not intimidated by my accusation. He’ll expect me to blow my top, but I have a surprise for him.” “What are you going to do?” said Joann. “I’m going to be nice and polite to her, treat her like an honored guest in our home, wait on them hand and foot, her especially.” Becky smiled big and said, “Mom, that would be so cool if you did that. You’d blow his mind.” “I know. If I know your father, he’ll keep pushing. He might even take her off to the bedroom and do his dirty deed.” Joann said, “Could you stand that?” “I think so. I’ll even bring them warm wash cloths. At least, I hope I can. We’ll see, huh?” Becky said, “Oh, Mom, that would be the ultimate.” Joann said, “No, the ultimate would be if Mom cleaned them with the wash cloths. I’ll bet they’d both freak if you did that.” “I’m sure they would. We’ll see how it goes, but I want you girls prepared for anything. Who knows, they might have sex right out in the open like dogs. If that should happen, I don’t want you two to show any emotion—no giggles, no smiles, no sign of approval or disapproval. Just watch quietly or leave the room quietly.” Joann eagerly said, “Do you think they might?” “If he does, and I wouldn’t put it past him, he’ll be going for shock value. I don’t want him to have that pleasure.” Joann said, “I wouldn’t miss that for anything.” Becky added, “Me neither. We’ll be so cool. You’ll see, Mom. What about you, though? Can you be that cool, watching them do it, like animals?” “Yesterday, no; today, I think so. To tell the truth, I kinda like the idea. I might shock you both and clean them without a rag. I might clean them with my mouth. Good lord, I can’t believe I said that.” Becky laughed, then said, “Me neither. Mom, you must, you simply must. We dare you.” Joann added, “We double dare you.” Caroline’s interest peaked. She smiled a devilish smile and said, “Oh, you’d like to see that, would you?” Becky excitedly said, “Oh yes, more than anything. Oh, please do! Even if they go to the bedroom, don’t use a wash cloth. Use your tongue and lick her all over between the legs, inside and out. Eat Daddy’s whore out, and leave the door open so we can watch. Please, pretty please!” Joann added, “With sugar on top.” Caroline released her girls and stood back with folded arms wearing a big grin. She said, “You two shock me. You’re both a couple of little perverts, but I think I like you better this way. You know, I might just let you watch me and Bonnie together some day. I know she’d get a big thrill out of you two watching me service her. She’s trying to turn me into her pussy slave. That’s what she called it, and she came damn close just a while ago.” Becky said, “How close?” “You really want to know, huh?” “Oh yes. Details.” “All right. If you must know, I got naked, shaved my pussy, put my wedding ring up my behind, and recited the Gettysburg Address with her clit in my mouth. That’s how close.” Becky teased, “Wow! You know the Gettysburg Address?” This them all laughing and killed whatever tension remain in Caroline. When the laughter died down, she said, “Oh God, You have no idea how much I dreaded this. You guys are making this so easy. I could kick myself for not opening up sexually with you girls years ago.” Joann put her arm around her mother’s waist for a side hug and said, “We wish you had. Are you going to start wearing your wedding ring up your butt from now on?” They both looked to Caroline’s left hand. Caroline held the hand up, saying, “I hope not. I got it back the hard way. Don’t even ask.” Becky smilingly said, “You must let us watch you guys get it on.” Joann added, “You must. We won’t tell a soul. Swear to God.” “We’ll see. I never thought I’d share that with anyone, much less my own daughters. I really need to soak in a cold shower.” Becky said, “Don’t go. We’ve never seen you like this. It’s really neat.” Joann said, “Yeah, I’ll say. It’s almost like you’re human. Just kidding, Mom.” Caroline smiled and ruffled Joann’s hair. She said, “To tell you the truth, I find this rather exciting. You made this easy by being so supportive and accepting. You know, I feel like doing something nasty.” Becky grinned, “Like masturbating in front of us. We’d like that, huh, Joann?” Joann said, “Yeah, boy would we. Talk about human.” “That wasn’t what I had in mind, but in my present mood, anything is possible. No, I was thinking of showing my pussy. Besides being shaved, Bonnie did something to it that I think will amuse you. Would you like to see?” Both girls eagerly said, “Yes!” Caroline smiled and said, “Okay. I want you both to kneel before me, right here.” The girls dropped to their knees wearing smiles. Caroline moved her feet a yard apart, placing each foot outside their knees. Their heads were on a level with her pussy, their faces almost touching her skirt. Joann giggled and said, “Be careful, Mom. Becky might lick it.” Caroline looked into Becky’s shy smile and said, “Don’t you dare. I’m not feeling that nasty. Not yet, anyway. Just look.” She reached for the hem at each knee and said, “Okay, here goes.” The skirt rose slowly, gradually revealing her alabaster thighs. The eyes followed the hem. Both girls had their lower lip caught in teeth. Caroline watched their faces as the hem came to the base of her slit. She had them transfixed. She paused for dramatic effect, then continued. The girls stared at the shaved lips, then strained to make out the art work. Caroline ended their strained stare by pulling her skirt all the way up past the waist. Becky exclaimed, “Oh, wow! She wrote ‘Whore’ on your pussy. I love it.” Joann said, “You have a neat pussy, Mom, even with that on it. I love it without the hair.” “Thank you. She wants to make that a tattoo. Who knows, I might let her. A pussy slave would have no choice in the matter.” Becky said, “You should let her. I think you’d make a great pussy slave. You’d like to be her pussy slave, wouldn’t you?” “I’d like to know what you two think about that, for real. If I let her tattoo the word ‘Whore’ on my pussy, I’d be one. She’d see to it. Think about that, too. Bonnie is pretty kinky, you know?” Becky dipped her head low to gaze up between Caroline’s legs while saying, “I love the idea.” Joann said, “She’s dying to lick it, Mom. Let her, okay? I want to see her lick your pussy.” Caroline was looking into Becky’s eyes as they peered over the top of her mound. Her face was in position to deliver the lick, and her eyes pleaded for permission. Caroline now had her lower lip between teeth. Her clit begged a positive response. Caroline was on the verge of granting her oldest daughter’s wish when she felt the tentative tongue tip ease between the wet folds of her sex. Joann excitedly said, “Go ahead, Becky. Lick it good and suck on her clit. Show her what you can do.” Caroline said nothing, and Becky licked. With the first long swipe through the oozing slit, Becky brought both hands sliding up the backs of her mother’s legs. Caroline widened her knees and jutted her steamy crotch into the feverishly sucking mouth. Becky clutched her ass and sealed her mouth over her mother’s clit and began nursing, pausing frequently to run her stiff tongue inside the hole. Caroline ground her cunt on her daughter’s face and moaned steadily. Joann said, “Eat her cunt, Becky. Eat it good. Suck Mom’s cunt. Make her cum. She’s good, huh, Mom?” Caroline could only nod while fighting to stand in place. When Becky next fastened on her clit, Caroline knew she would go over the top. She reached down with both sets of fingers and pulled herself open so she could see her daughter’s mouth at work as the orgasm welled-up from deep within. The shocking spasm burst over her, making her cry out, “Oh yes! Suck, Becky. Suck Mommy’s clit, baby. Eat my cunt, sweetheart. Eat your mother’s whore pussy. Oh, yessss! Oh, fuck yes, baby! Suck! Yesssss! Yesss! Oh, yes.” The violent orgasm drained the passion-racked mother. After the spasms passed, Caroline braced herself by propping her hands on her thighs. Becky got under her and fastened her mouth to the hole. Caroline got her breath and said, “What are you doing?” Joann said, “Let her finish, Mom. She’s after your slut slime. That’s what she calls it. Slut slime is her reward for giving you a good cum. She loves the stuff.” Caroline stood with her knees out and looked between her own legs. She once again fanned open her lips to see Becky hard at work lapping slut slime from her slut hole, digging deep inside with her swabbing tongue. The sight was the most vulgar thing Caroline ever saw, also, the most erotic. Caroline stopped questioning her participation in this obscene act and lent herself to the lewd devotions. She, in fact, reached lower and tilted her pelvis up to give herself and Joann a better look. Joann reached in and began massaging the clit, saying, “This will bring down more pussy juice. You don’t mind, do you?” The fingers rubbing her clit felt marvelous. Caroline said, “No, I don’t mind.” Joann said, “Try to relax. You might be able to cum again.” Caroline said, “I’m trying. Rub faster and harder. Right there. Oh, yes. That’s good. Perfect. Harder! Faster! Uh! Oh yessss. There….Yesss! Yesss!…Oh yesss!” Caroline came again, then watched her daughter lick that spend. Joann eased away wearing a big smile. Becky continued until the twat ran dry, then sat back on her heels. Caroline stood up and let her skirt fall. She stumbled back and grabbed the liquor stand for support. Joann helped her mother stand steady on her feet. Becky got to her feet and smiled sheepishly to match her mother’s weak smile. Caroline smoothed her skirt and felt the first pangs of guilt. She looked at her girls and said, “Well, I wasn’t expecting that.” Joann said, “You liked it though, didn’t you?” “It was nice, I have to admit. Still, I feel like the most perverted woman on earth. I think I can forget earning a mother-of- the-year award.” She looked to Becky. Becky said, “You’d get our vote. I enjoyed that very much.” Caroline said, “Yes, it appeared so. Are you…” “No, Mom. I’m bisexual, too.” “Are you a virgin?” “Uh…no. Are you mad?” “I don’t know what I am. I’m in shock. How long?” “Oh, several years, now.” Caroline looked to Joann. Joann smiled and said, “Me, too. I was first.” “My goodness. How old where you?” “Ten.” “Ten? Who?” “We can’t tell. It’s a secret. Please don’t pry.” “Well, the damage is done. I certainly hope you two are taking precautions?” Becky said, “We’re both on the pill.” “But how? I…” “Mom, please don’t pry. We know what we’re doing. We’re having fun, and it’s perfectly safe.” “Do I know the boy?” “Man, Mother, and that’s all I’ll say.” “Is it your father? You can tell me. I’ve suspected for some time. I know how he is.” “No, Mom. It’s not Daddy.” Joann said, “He is trying, though. Can we…you know, let him?” “Do you want to?” Becky said, “Yes. We both want to.” “Well, I’m in no position to object. I’m sure you’ll get your wish. He should be no problem for either of you girls.” Joann beamed, “Great! Will you treat us the way you plan to treat his whore?” “Absolutely not. In fact, I hope I never see either of you girls with your father. I’d appreciate it if you two would be discrete about this, and about my relationship with Bonnie. In fact, anything we do should never go beyond these doors; that is, if we ever do anything again. I’ll have to sleep on this.” Joann said, “This won’t be the last time, Mom. Face it. Once you try Becky, you have to have her again. I’m hooked, and she knows it. You’re hooked. We both know that. I think you do, too.” “I make no promises, but you may be right. It was very nice. Right now, I feel terribly guilty and ashamed of myself. That will probably pass. It always does. In the mean time, don’t press me. When and if I’m ready, I’ll drop a hint you can’t miss.” Joann smiled and said, “Just let her get a peek at your pussy. That’s all I have to do. When Becky sees a pussy, she has to have it—cock, too, for that matter.” Caroline looked to Becky. Smiles formed on both their faces. Caroline hugged her close and kissed her forehead, saying, “I guess bisexual whores run in the family.” “Does Daddy have a big dick? It sure looks like he has a big one.” “It’s big, all right. It may be too big for you. How big is your mystery lover?” Becky broke the hug to size the cock with hands held ten inches apart. Joann made a ring with her two hands that could have slipped over a large cucumber. Caroline’s brows lifted. She said, “My goodness. I suppose you can take him. I hope you know, most adult cocks are much smaller.” Joann smiled and said, “We know. We’ve had all sizes, dozens, huh, Becky?” “I keep track. I’ve fucked thirty-eight different men. A few were boys, but most were men.” In wide-eyed astonishment, Caroline exclaimed, “Good Lord!” Joann added, “We’re whores, Mom, no doubt about it.” “It would seem so. I’m going to need time to adjust to this. Hell, I’ve only had three, and only one since I got married. Right now, I’m just stunned.” Becky said, “You’ll adjust. Maybe one day you’d like to watch us getting fucked. It’ll make you horny. It does for everyone else.” “I’m sure. So I gather you do group scenes.” Joann volunteered, “We like that best. We’ve both been screwed in front of dozens of people, men and women. We do a show that’s super hot. I wish you could be there and join us. Wow, what a show that would be—a mother and two daughters pulling trains and sucking pussy. That would be hot, way hot. If you like cocks and pussies, you’d love to pull a train while one bitch after another sits on your face. Um, yummy!” “So, you’re bisexual, too?” “Not like Becky, but I like a pussy to suck on when I’m getting screwed. I’d love to suck you while Daddy screws me. We both would.” “We’ll see. I don’t know what I’m capable of anymore. You just might get your wish. Right now, I need a cold shower. You little whores are getting me all worked up again. My guilt has practically vanished. I want you two to get your minds out of the gutter and try to act like good little girls. If your father returns, it’s my show. Understand?” They both nodded. Becky said, “We’ll be cute and innocent the entire time. You’ll see. And, Mom, we’re both going to be terribly disappointed if you don’t take real good care of Daddy’s whore.” “You won’t be disappointed. That much, I can assure you. I feel like eating that little whore until her head caves in. She’ll think she died and went to heaven, but you two stay out of it. Tonight, you be the spectators. I’ll handle the show.” Becky said, “Don’t worry about a thing, Mom.” “I’m going to clean up. I want you girls to prepare dinner, set the table, and have everything ready to dish out at a moment’s notice. When they drive up, I want it to look like we just sat down to eat. I’ll invite them to join us. We’ll take it from there.” Becky said, “Should we set places for them?” “Humm…yes. That will look like we expected them. We’ll give them one side so they can sit together. You’d best get busy. We can expect them at any time.”


     *


Thirty minutes later, the simple dinner sat ready in serving dishes. Caroline emerged from the bedroom ten minutes after that. She wore a plain, short house dress with pumps on bare legs. It was also plain she wore no bra. She’d fluffed her long hair but wore only a light covering of make-up. Becky smiled while surveying her sexy mother. Joann also smiled, but said, “Are you naked under that?” Caroline said, “Yes. I hope it’s not too obvious. I wanted to be ready just in case he pulls me into the action.” Becky said, “He might; you look great. As for being obvious, your hard nipples give you away, but I doubt he’d guess you were naked. We were afraid you’d chicken out, but I guess you’re not, huh?” “No. I won’t chicken out. I’ve gone this far; I may as well go all the way. I have you two sluts to thank for that.” Joann giggled and said, “You’re welcome.” Caroline looked over the table setting, and lifted the lids on the serving dishes, saying, “You girls did good. We should keep this warm. We’ll wait one hour. If they don’t show up in that time, I doubt they will. Take turns watching out the window. As soon as his car is spotted, we must all take seats and quickly serve ourselves.” Becky took the first watch as Caroline busied herself straightening the house. Joann rotated the food through the microwave oven. Caroline ran a damp cloth over a dusty shelf and said, “I’ve been doing some thinking and by a process of elimination narrowed down your mystery lover. Will you tell me if I’m right?” Joann and Becky exchanged looks, then shrugs. Becky said, “Will you promise never to interfere?” “A mother can never make a promise like that, but I think it’s too late to interfere. I’ll try, how’s that?” The girls exchanged looks. Joann nodded. Becky said, “If you guess, I’ll smile.” “I think it’s Pete Donovan.” Becky’s expression remain the same. Caroline then said, “Harold Stevens?” Nothing. “Okay, then it must be one of our neighbors. Chuck?” Nothing. “Ben Johnson?” Joann said, “You’re ice cold, Mom. Ben Johnson, really? He must be sixty, seventy, even.” “Well, who, then? Is it someone from your school?” Becky said, “No fair.” Joann said, “Why not give her hints. We can at least tell her who it’s not.” “No, Joann. We swore we’d never tell. Hinting is telling. If Mom guesses, and we smile, who could blame us?” Joann said, “She’s right, Mom. We both swore.” Caroline sat in her place at one end of the oblong table and said, “It must be one of the people you guys sit for, then. I don’t know all the names, but is it someone either of you sits for?” Caroline did not get an answer, but the blank looks were answer enough. She said, “Is he someone from school?” Joann said, “You already asked that.” “But I got no answer.” “Nobody smiled.” “Okay, so it’s no one from school or sitting. It’s not a neighbor. Is it someone in the family?” Joann cracked a smile. Caroline sat up, “So it’s family, is it? My side, or your father’s side?” Becky addressed Joann, saying, “No more hints, Joann. Don’t crack a smile unless she guesses right.” Joann sucked her lips between her teeth and bit down. Caroline’s mind was abuzz with possibilities. She ran through Richard’s male members in the area and got no reaction. Her only male member was her father. He was also the last possible choice. This awareness showed on her face and both girls broke into timid smiles. Caroline’s eyes went wide as she cried out, “Grandpa, my father, Grandpa Reynolds? Oh, my God. No! It can’t be, not my father. He’d never.” Caroline stood and crossed to Becky, took her by the shoulders and made the smile evaporate with a firm grasp, saying, “Becky, tell me the truth. Is it?” “Yes, Mom, but don’t ever let on that you know or he’ll never forgive us.” Joann joined to add her voice, saying, “We trust you, Mom. If you ever bring it up, we’ll never trust you again, and it won’t change anything. We’d run away if you tried to stop us from seeing Grandma and Grandpa.” “My mother is in on this, too?” Becky said, “Yes, from the very beginning. She broke us in and got us ready for Grandpa’s big cock. She got us on the pill. Like you said, Mom, bisexual whores run in our family, on your side, anyway. Your mother taught us how to eat pussy.” Caroline eased back to the table and plopped into one of the chairs reserved for Richard and his whore. Joann came over and boldly ran a hand up her bare thigh, then on up and under the skirt. Caroline was too numb to stop her, and the small hand found her denuded sex, wedged between the unresisting thighs, and cupped the fleshy lips. She sent a probing finger in search of the hole. Caroline remained limp as the finger found its mark and pushed inside. Becky returned to the window as Joann knelt and pushed the front of the dress up her mother’s thighs, saying, “This will get you back in the mood. Try to relax, Mom. Think about that nice juicy whore Daddy’s bringing home for you. Think about licking her messy pussy after Daddy gets through fucking it. Think about all that yummy cum mixed with sweet pussy juice.” Caroline found herself doing just that, surprising herself with the ease with which she accepted Joann’s transformation. She even lifted up to facilitate the moving of the dress up her legs to bare her from the waist down. She wallowed in the depravity and allowed Joann to part her knees wide. She sat in that lewd pose as Joann said, “Okay, Becky. I’ll watch while you keep her hot and horny. Don’t let her cum.” Becky came over and knelt between her mother’s knees. Caroline watched her sexy older daughter bend her head and begin lapping and kissing the area between her legs, running her tongue over the letters. Joann took her post at the window as obscene flashes of parental misconduct ran through her mind. She tried to imagine the parties, the shows, her parents playing the role of MC. She tried to picture her father’s cock taking full possession of his little girls—anally, orally, and vaginally. She pictured her naked mother sitting on their innocent faces, grinding her mature cunt on lusty young mouths. Despite her reservations, she became very horny and gyrated her loins on Becky’s sucking mouth, thinking, “Damnit, what’s keeping Richard?” Becky raised up wearing a wet smile. She said, “You really want that juicy whore, don’t you?” “Fuck, yes! I want her so badly I can taste it!” Joann cried, “They’re coming. There’s a woman in the car with him. Hurry!” The trio dashed to their seats and began dishing out the food. They had their plates full in short order. Caroline adjusted her dress, took several deep breaths, then said, “Everyone, try to relax. Look calm, cool, and collected. Pass the iced tea, Becky.” Becky slid the pitcher to Joann who moved it on to Caroline, saying, “Remember, Mom, we want a good show.” Caroline smiled sheepishly and said, “Remember, you’re spectators.” The front door opened and Richard led a stunning blonde inside. She appeared unsure, but excited. Richard looked unsure and nervous, but he also looked resolved. The woman was in her very early twenties, and looked sexy in a mini skirt, heels and tight blouse. Richard placed a reassuring hand around her waist and led her to the table. Caroline stood and indicated the empty seats set before empty plates. She calmly said, “We weren’t sure you’d be coming, but we prepared enough. Won’t you join us?” Richard and the woman exchanged looks of surprise. Richard held the chair for his date. She sat wearing a wary smile, looked to each girl, and waited to take her cue from Richard. He said, “This is Debbie, Debbie Mathews, my new secretary.” Caroline extended her hand saying, “And mistress, I presume. Hi, Debbie. I’m Caroline, the wife.” The two shook hands. Debbie looked to Richard as he answered for her, saying, “Yes, she’s my mistress, and I expect her to be treated with the utmost respect.” Richard took his cues from Caroline as Debbie took hers from Richard. Caroline’s smile threw him, but he quickly adjusted and tempted that smile. Caroline came around to Debbie’s side and said, “That goes without saying, dear. Here, Debbie. Allow me to serve you. You are, after all, a special guest. I hope you like ham.” “Yes, but not much. I’m watching my weight.” Caroline laid a piece of ham on her plate, saying, “Well, you watch it very well. I don’t think you have an ounce of fat anywhere on your lovely body. Peas?” “Yes, please.” “Carrots?” “One spoonful.” “Tea, wine, or beer?” “A beer would be nice—a lite beer if you have it.” “Of course. We have Miller Lite in bottles. I’ll pour you a glass.” While Caroline went for the beer, Richard smiled at his girls who smiled back. He then leaned in to whisper something to Debbie. She shook her head. He whispered more intently, then unbuttoned two buttons on her blouse that already had the top three undone. Her top opened to expose her bulging breast flesh and the top crests of her lacy bra. Caroline returned in time to see Richard pulling out the flaps even more, then undoing another button as an after-thought, leaving only two buttons done up at the bottom with the bra now fully in the open with the flaps of her blouse hung outside the cups. Caroline set the beer before Debbie, looked purposefully at her chest, and said, “You have lovely breasts, Debbie.” Debbie seemed to warm quickly to the bizarre situation. She took in a deep breath with her shoulders back and said, “Thank you. Your husband likes them. That’s the main thing. Besides being my lover, he’s also my boss.” “Well, he seems quite proud of them, and who can blame him.” Richard took this cue and unbuttoned Debbie’s blouse completely as his wife re-took her seat and watched. He then removed the blouse. Having gotten away with that, he unfastened the bra and removed it, leaving Debbie topless. The amused secretary sat passively and allowed Richard to do whatever he had the guts to do. When she found herself sitting there, naked from the waist up, and getting away with it, a flush of excitement came over her features. She sat up and thrust her twin orbs out in blatant display, saying, “See what I mean. He loves showing them off. It’s a good thing I’m not shy.” Caroline said, “It certainly is, and who can blame him? They are absolutely lovely, and so firm. Mine are starting to sag a bit. It’s easy to see why he prefers yours.” This put a smile on Debbie’s face and another on Richard’s. They exchanged those smiles. Debbie looked to Caroline with renewed confidence along with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. She said, “I’d like to see your tits, Caroline. Would you mind baring them for me?” “No, not at all.” Caroline unbuttoned her dress down the front and hauled out her tits. She smiled self-consciously. The girls looked from one set to the other, fighting back smiles, trying to look astonished. Richard did look astonished. Debbie ran her eyes appreciatively over the competing set of titties, seeing they were slightly larger, but also hanging slightly from the weight. She smiled and said, “It must be the firmness he likes so much. Your boobs are nothing to frown at.” “You’re too kind, and I’m sure you’re right.” Richard decided it was time to push Caroline over the edge. He said, “You’re making me out to be a tit man. Debbie, why don’t you stand up and show them what really attracted me to you?” Debbie looked surprised and said, “What, strip? Here?” “Yes, strip.” Debbie looked from one smiling face to another, then pushed away from the table. She stood and reached for the side snap and zipper of her skirt. She gave another glance around the table, then unzipped. The skirt fell to her feet revealing her nakedness. She kicked free, then stood on display, showing off her pussy, shaved except for a small heart over the mound. Richard said, indicating her pussy with finger traces, “I’m a pussy man. As you can see, Debbie has a great pussy on her.” Debbie’s great pussy had all three other great pussies salivating and their owners learning forward. They peered between Debbie’s legs at the fingers toying with the plumb, slick lips as they batted the long clit. Richard probed the woman’s hole with his fuck finger and made crude stabs, thinking this would push his seemingly unflappable wife over the edge. To his amazement, Caroline was far from going over any edge unless it was the edge of the table she leaned across. She gazed on the sight with unabashed interest, and said, “Oh, she’s lovely down there, Richard. Is she tighter than Bonnie?” Richard brightened and said, “So that’s your game plan, is it? Divide and conquer. It won’t work. She knows about Bonnie and the rest.” Debbie looked to Caroline and smugly smiled. Caroline said, “I was doing nothing of the kind. Well, is she…tighter?” Richard had Debbie turn in place to face away from her audience, then bend forward. Debbie followed his hand-pressure hints and widened her stance on her own initiative. Grasping the seat for support, she jutted her ass out, presenting the others with a lewd spectacle, especially to Becky who sat on the opposite side. Overcome, Becky leaned across the table. Both Joann and Caroline placed a restraining hand on her nearest shoulder until she eased back. Richard teased Debbie’s cunt from between her legs, hiding nothing; in fact, giving them a look at the coral-pink hole as he used fingers to part the puffy lips, saying, “You’re tighter than Bonnie, Caroline. This girl is as tight as a virgin.” Caroline watched his finger slip in and saw how the hole clung tenaciously to it as the digit moved in and out. Caroline said, “She certainly does look tight. I’m so happy for you, Richard. She is quite a catch.” Richard was at a complete loss. He’d done everything but sweep the table, throw her down on it, and fuck her. The look on Caroline’s face told him he could do that as well. The look on Joann’s eager face begged him to do just that. He couldn’t believe his good fortune, but it was Becky’s reaction that held his interest. Her obvious lust for the pussy he openly displayed told him volumes about the daughter he’d spent countless hours fantasizing about. She had a lust for pussy that was glaringly apparent. His desire to have Becky in bed with him and another woman almost got the better of him. Gut instinct told him he’d best not push his luck. Caroline said, “Richard, you’re torturing that poor girl. She’s drooling for you. Why don’t you take her into the bedroom and put her out of her misery. I put silk sheets on the bed and turned down the bedding.” That was all Debbie needed to hear. She stood and grabbed Richard’s hand, saying, “Where’s the fucking bedroom!” Richard led the way, but paused to look back at his smiling family. He shook his head before moving on. Once out of the room, both girls excitedly converged on Caroline, praising her. Joann said, “Mom, you were terrific. You blew them away.” Becky hugged her mother. Grasping a bare tit, she said, “God, I thought I was a goner. I want that pussy, Mom.” “We saw. You get yourself under control. If your father makes a move on you, that will ruin everything. Do you understand?” “I’m sorry. I have to cum.” “Then take care of it, but settle down before they return.” Becky returned to her seat and sent both hands up her skirt. Joann watched, then said, “Me too.” She then followed Becky’s lead. With her daughters openly masturbating at the table and her husband fucking in the bedroom, Caroline thought, “Oh, what the hell.” Soon, they all masturbated together to the sounds of a bed being pummeled with the bedroom door open. When Debbie cried out, “Oh, yes, Richard, fuck me! Fuck my horny cunt, baby!” They all went over the edge together. Joann was first to regain her composure. She shook the other two, saying, “Come on, you guys. I think they’re finished.” Becky and Caroline set themselves right, wiped their wet fingers on the table cloth, and sat straight just in time for the big entrance. Richard and Debbie emerged, hand in hand, naked and spent. Richard’s slimy spent dick hung halfway to his knees and swayed with each step like an elephant’s trunk. Debbie was wet from her crotch to her knees, with a cunt that looked raw and hung open, dripping cum to the hardwood floor with each step. They came to stand by Caroline’s chair, facing the girls. Richard said, “Thanks, Caroline, we needed that.” “You certainly did by the sound of things. My, what a mess you made of her lovely pussy. Here, let me clean you both with a nice warm wash cloth.” Caroline made for the kitchen. Richard stood looking at his lovely girls, still flush with excitement, their sparkling eyes fixed to his dick or his mistress’ pussy. He knew he could have either one or both at once with a snap of his finger. His dick surged with new life at the thought. Caroline returned and went straight for Debbie. She made her pose more provocative by standing with her feet a yard apart with her loins jutted out. Caroline made the job more provocative by kneeling at her left so as not to block anyone’s view. She drew the rag up one thigh then the other, slowly converging on the pussy so blatantly displayed. Richard could not believe his eyes. As his wife neared the cunt he’d just fucked, he decided to press his luck, saying, “That cloth won’t feel good on her sensitive, freshly-fucked pussy. Show her there’s no hard feelings. Use your tongue.” This brought the girls out of their seats. Caroline looked up to Debbie’s grinning face, saying, “If it’s all right with Debbie, I’d be happy to.” Debbie said, “Why would I mind? Lick my pussy, Caroline. Maybe, if you get it nice and clean, your husband will want to fuck me again.” Richard watched intently as Caroline’s distended tongue made its first pass through the slut’s slimy pussy. Viewing her performing this obscene act with their two daughters on either side, close enough to give a lick themselves, struck Richard as too dreamlike to be real. He was not, however, inclined to pinch himself. Likewise, Debbie thought she was in a dream; and she, too, didn’t want a pinch. With the three other females focused intently between her legs, Debbie turned to Richard with a questioning shrug. Richard’s return shrug suggested, “Don’t look at me. I have no idea what’s going on.” Caroline held Debbie by the cheeks of her ass, reaching between her legs to draw the cunt into her mouth. With her girls kneeling beside her, watching intently each lick, suck, nibble, and sperm-slurping pass up the oozing slit, Caroline could not help slipping deeper into debauchery. Earlier, she’d opened a door to decadence, but she was now tearing that door off its hinges. With Richard looking down on the scene with his erection practically poking Karen in the cheek, family sex was now inevitable. The revelations she’d heard from her daughters had sunk in and gestated. They were happy little whores, and their father was a lecherous bastard. They would all be happy. This made Caroline happy, and eased the anxiety she felt about following the path Bonnie wanted to lead her down. Caroline thoroughly cleaned Debbie then got to her feet. Debbie thanked Caroline, then giggled. Richard said, “That’s more like it, Caroline. Frankly, you surprise me. I expected some sort of trick. I can see you enjoyed that. What’s going on?” Caroline had returned to her seat. Becky and Joann did likewise. She looked to Richard who stood showing off his rampant erection while hugging his naked whore tightly to his side. Caroline smiled and said, “Just call it turning over a new leaf. Before that smile of yours gets any bigger, be advised—two can play this game.” “Are you seeing someone?” “Just Bonnie, but she’s pushing me very hard. I’m tired of resisting. Since you’ve been helping her, I hope you’re happy.” “Hmmm. So, that’s what she was up to. I might have guessed. Actually, I figured she was after the girls.” “And you wanted to help?” “They’re big girls, now, Caroline. They know the score. What Bonnie had in mind wouldn’t hurt. Look at the smiles on their faces. They are both lusty little wenches.” “They just saw their mother eat out their father’s mistress after he screwed her. I would expect smiles. For your information, they aren’t lusty wenches, they’re whores, both of them.” Richard’s eyebrows arched as he looked from one smiling whore to the other. He said, “Is that right, Becky, Joann?” They both nodded. “Well, this is welcome news. Anyone I know?” Caroline said, “It’s a secret. Don’t pry. They seem to know what they’re doing and are taking precautions.” “Well, I approve.” “I was sure you would.” Debbie pouted, “Does this mean I have to share you with them?” Caroline laughed, then said, “I’m afraid so, Debbie. He’s had the hots for young stuff for as long as I’ve known him. I should introduce you to Bonnie. She can keep your dance card filled.” “Thanks, but I can fill my own dance card. Richard, take me home. I think this is sick. I think you’re all perverts.” Caroline shrugged as Debbie dressed. Richard returned the shrug and began dressing. They left without another word being spoken. When the door closed behind them, Becky said, “Wow, Mom, you sure turned that around. I guess Daddy will be looking for a new secretary.” “Looks that way, huh?” Joann got up and came alongside her mother, saying, “I think Daddy thinks you gave him the okay to fuck us. Did you mean it that way?” “Yes. Why not? It’s going to happen. I saw the way you sluts were eyeing that big cock of his, and the way he showed it off to you. I figured, why not get it out in the open.” Becky draped an arm around her mother’s shoulder and said, “Great. Does this mean you’ll watch?” Caroline smiled and hugged her girls to her sides, saying, “It means I’ll do more than watch. I was never all that fond of semen, but licking it from a freshly-fucked pussy is a whole new ball game.” Joann said, “Great. I can’t wait to feed you a nice big load of Daddy cum. I love having sperm licked out of my juicy pussy; and, boy, is my pussy juicy right now.” Becky added, “I second that in spades. I’m creaming my thighs just thinking about it.” Caroline pushed them away and laughingly said, “You sluts get naked and climb in our bed. I’ll bring the stud to you. He’ll be back very soon, I’m sure.” The girls giggled and raced to the master bedroom. Caroline picked up the phone and dialed Bonnie’s number. When Bonnie picked up, Caroline said, “I have two little sluts that are dying to meet you.” “Wonderful. I’ll put fresh sheets on the bed.” “Another time. They have a date with their father. How about tomorrow, say, sevenish?” “Sevenish is fine. Oh, this is marvelous.


Tell me, did they see our parting?” “Becky did, and that got the ball rolling right down your alley.” “Yes, and headed for a strike.” “We’ll see how it goes.” “Strike!” “We’ll see. This ball could still end up in the gutter. If it does, it’ll be your own fault.” “It’s a strike. I see it coming straight down the middle.” “You’re looking at a potential four-ten split.” “Look, I don’t bowl, I fuck. I like it right down the middle and I love splits—two, four, ten. From here, it looks good.” “All right, Bonnie. I’ll drop the bowling metaphor. Just don’t get too carried away at this party. Ease me into this. I just want to get royally laid, and a sampling of pussy would be nice, too.” “I’ll give you plenty of samples tomorrow night. I want them shaved, Caroline. Shave them before you bring them over.” “As you wish. Anything else?” “Yes. Bring Richard. We need at least one rooster at this hen party.” The End AUTHOR’S NOTE: The rest was boring, just a lot of fucking and sucking—pretty messy.
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    The following story was written by a dear friend, my lover and sexual soulmate. We are both professional writers. Years ago, we began exchanging stories—xxx erotica she called them. Two years ago, Tiffany (Not her real name) moved away with her husband and two children. Slowly, we’ve lost touch. I’m left with fabulous memories and these stories. She gave these stories to me. We never intended to publish them; in fact, I’m quite certain that she’d deny authorship.


    I’ve decided to share these stories with you. They are treasures that should be shared. I’m posed with a slight problem, however. The stories were created on a Brother word processor. So far, I’ve been unsuccessful in converting them to DOS format. Until I solve this problem, I’m forced to manually type them into my PC. As time permits, I’ll try to post one a week. Any advice would be greatly appreciated. I can’t take them to anyone, or mail them. I must do this alone. Protecting Tiffany’s anonymity is paramount. Don’t bother asking for her address.


    Tiffany’s stories pander to a combination of my tastes and hers. They are fantasy, but much of Tiffany’s work is more fact than fiction. Few of her stories are complete. Like sex, they build to an explosive climax and then simply fade away. Her stories have one purpose: to induce an orgasm in the reader. This is one-hand fiction. Pace yourself. Feel yourself being drawn into the story. Save your climax until the very end. Cum with Tiffany.


    I should also add that she has done most of what she writes about. Many of her characters are drawn from real life—some are people she has encountered in her writing career. Keep in mind that regardless of how bizarre her stories are, it probably happened much like it was written—if not to her, then to someone close to her. She is a remarkable woman, a sexual dynamo, and a decent human being.


    Enjoy!


 


    Cabin Fever By TIFFANY


 


    My woman’s intuition told me something bad would result from this trip. Brent, my husband, suddenly developed this need to commune with nature. Brenda didn’t want to go. We had to practically drag her to the station wagon. Phil and Carl, however, my twin fourteen-year-old boys, were eager to get out into the remote wilderness. Brent found the cabin and made the plans. I went along like a good wife.


    Once at the cabin, light years from anywhere, my anxiety grew. No phone, no electricity, and having no toilet didn’t help. We weren’t there thirty minutes when five armed men burst in on us. They pushed Brent before them, bound and gaged. My heart sank. I clutched my kids to me and we huddled in a corner. We watched helplessly as they shoved Brent into a chair and bound him in place.


    After securing Brent, the leader approached us with a leering grin. The others crowded around, snickering and laughing. The man holding the pistol waved it casually while addressing me. He said, “Lady, this ain’t your day. You see, we are bad desperados, and it looks like we’ll be holed up here together for a few days.”


    I pleaded, “Please don’t hurt anyone.”


    “We don’t plan to, but then that all depends on you. We have to lay low for a few days. You see, we just robbed a bank. If everybody stays cool and cooperates, nobody gets hurt. You guys can go about your little vacation, and we’ll move on. I’ll just say this once, though. If any of you tries anything, sneaks off, or pisses us off, your old man gets a bullet right between the eyes, understand?”


    I nodded. He shouted, “I’m talking to all of you.” We all nodded. “Now, you guys go sit on that couch and let us have a little meeting. No talking.”


    We moved quickly and took seats. Brenda hugged me like a second skin, trembling in fear. I tried to soothe her by placing my arm around her and stroking her forehead. I worried about her as I observed the men staring at her and laughing. My Brenda is an absolute dream, a real beauty at sixteen. The lust in their eyes was quite obvious.


    As I studied the five men, something told me that they weren’t really dangerous. They acted the part, but it looked like an act. I took some comfort in that; it’s all I had to cling to.


    After a brief discussion, the tall leader came over and said, “You’re going to have to entertain us while we’re here. If we get bored, we get dangerous. Why don’t you start by unwrapping this gorgeous doll for us.


    My heart stopped. I pleaded, “Please, don’t touch my kids, I beg you. Do what you want with me, but leave them alone.”


    “Get her up and strip the bitch, now!”


    “Please, she’s just a child.”


    He calmly walked over to Brent, put the gun to his head and said, “You have five seconds to do what I told you.”


    Brent squinted and cringed. I leapt to my feet and dragged Brenda to her feet. He said, “Put her in the center of the room where we can all get a good look.”


    I pulled Brenda into place. She cowered and cried. I cupped her cheeks, forcing her to look me in the eyes. I said, “Look, we have no choice. You father’s life is at stake. You put aside your modesty. This will get much worse before it’s over, but it will get over if we hold together, understand?”


    Brenda nodded weakly as the big guy shouted, “Stop the gabbing and start the stripping.” Brenda stood shaking as I undid the buttons of her blouse. It felt so odd to be undressing her. Unlike her brothers who cavort half naked half the time, Brenda is very shy about her body. None of us ever saw her not fully clothed. I sometimes go about in bra and panties, but not Brenda.


    I knew that Brent was taking this ordeal as a mixed blessing. I knew he fantasized about Brenda. We both exchange fantasies during lovemaking, and anything goes. We give each other free license to fantasize. He hears me talk about men I’d like to fuck, dogs I want to fuck, and women I want to go down on. I hear him talk about Brenda, about me having sex with the boys, and Brenda and I involved in an incestuous lesbian relationship. We both know we’re all talk. Neither of us has the guts to actually do anything.


    As I removed Brenda’s blouse and uncovered her silky smooth skin and dainty bra, I knew Brent must be secretly enjoying himself. Impulsively, I moved behind Brenda to unveil her breasts. I wanted to give Brent a good view of the unveiling; but in doing so, I gave everybody a good view. While standing behind her, peering over her shoulder, I noticed the twins sitting forward, eyes bugged out, as eager as the men to see her tits. My vagina responded to this bizarre situation. Though my conscious mind rebelled, my pussy loved what I was about to do.


    I reached around her with both arms and found the center clasp. I worked it free with dramatic, sensuous slowness, paused, then peeled back the cups. The room erupted in applause and cheers. Phil and Carl were smiling. Brent’s eyes stared unabashedly. I peered down on her two beauties while whispering in her ear, “Put your hands down, sweetheart. Stick out your chest, be proud. Don’t be ashamed.”


    Brenda let her arms go limp at her side. She stood a little straighter. I marveled at her perfectly formed breasts and her dark brown, quarter-sixed nipples, quivering with her sobs. I continued to say encouraging words in her ear as I stood close and ran my hands down her front to the snap of her shorts. Her soft skin and clean, fresh, youthful scent caused a tingling sensation to course through me.


    I loved the feel of her tawny skin and after unsnapping and unzipping her shorts, I slipped my hands inside to work them down, dropping to one knee as I went lower. I felt along the fronts of both legs while staring at the rear of her tender inner thighs. I took longer than necessary removing her shorts. I stayed to remove her sandals, studying the creamy texture of her legs as I worked.


    After freeing her of her sandals, I sat back on my heels to take in the delicious sight of Brenda, standing in front of eight males, wearing only panties, shivering like a trapped animal. I cast my eyes around the room, wanting to sear the memory in my mind—fuel for future fantasy. Calls to show pussy rang out. I reached up and hooked my fingers into her panty waistband. With dramatic pause, I eased them down, following the progress by watching her white moons slowly fill my vision. My eyes focused at the juncture of her thighs as the panties went lower. When her pussy peeked out, the men howled, whistled, stomped their feet, and shouted vulgar praise. They could not have had a better view than I. My eyes were inches from her labia. I studied the twin pillows, downed with soft, light hairs, framing her vaginal crease. I watched that crease part and show pink wetness as I lifted each foot to free the panties. I prayed that these perverts were perverted enough to want to see a mother go down on her daughter.


    With the panties off, I stood and came around to her front. I tried not to look down, but the sight of her naked beauty so helplessly displayed defeated me. My eyes wandered down to her crotch. The vision was electrifying. Her light pubic patch barely concealed anything. Her inflamed lips were plainly visible, and her clit stood out, pink and shiny. Her nipples were also erect. When it dawned on me that I was making a fool of myself by staring at her vagina, I looked up. My eyes met Brenda’s, and hers seemed to be saying, “Mom, why are you looking at me there?” My face reddened, but I smiled inwardly.


    The big man took Brenda forcefully by the elbow and marched her over to Brent. He stood her before Brent and said, “This is one fine piece of pussy you raised here, Brent. Ever see her naked?”


    Brent shook his head, never taking his eyes off of Brenda, especially her crotch. The man spun Brenda around, facing away from Brent, ordered her to spread her feet out, then applied pressure to her back, forcing her low. I knew what Brent must have been seeing. His eyes bugged out, zeroed in on her lower ass. The man ran his hand over the rear plane of Brenda’s crotch bringing an instant mortification to Brenda’s face. She buried her face in her hands. He teased, “Ain’t this some grade-A pussy? Man, she is so tight.” He reached into Brent’s lap and squeezed his crotch, declaring, “Hey, it looks like little Brenda gave her daddy a boner.” He turned to me and said, “What’s your name, anyway?”


    “Julie.”


    “Well, Julie, you better get over here and free this suffering man’s cock.”


    I gulped, but moved. I came alongside of Brent’s chair and knelt. I reached for his fly, taking a quick glance at Brenda’s ass. Her pussy was open and wet. I fished out Brent’s cock. It was as hard as I’ve ever seen it. Out of habit, my fingers curled around it and squeezed. The man pushed on Brenda’s shoulders, forcing her to waddle back until her legs went outside of Brent’s, and her ass was right over his dick. My heart beat a rapid tattoo as I realized what was about to happen. The man said, “Squat, bitch!”


    No one told me to aim Brent’s cock at her pussy, but that’s what I found myself doing as her open cunt closed the gap. I brought my head into Brent’s lap so as not to miss a thing. When Brenda felt the rubbery head of her father’s cock poke her pussy, she stopped. I had the cock poised at her opening. I took the opportunity to rub the head through her slit, coating it in her juices, smearing his precum. Brent’s cock throbbed in my fist. I gave it a few pumps and anxiously awaited the final order. That order never came. They were all just waiting and watching. I never wanted anything more in my life than to see Brent’s cock take Brend’s cherry. I waited two minutes, then placed my left hand on her left hip and pulled, saying, “Ease down slowly, dear.”


    Brenda hesitated, then dropped an inch. Brent’s cockhead parted her lips. I pulled harder. She sank another inch with a groan. The head popped inside. I wet his shaft with saliva and told her it would hurt less if she just sat down quickly. Brenda cried out, “Mom, no, I can’t.”


    “Brenda, sit!” I almost shouted.


    We waited for a minute. In exasperation, I grabbed both hips and drew her down. Brenda let go and sat with a loud shriek. A cheer rang out. The feeling was exquisite. I looked up to Brent’s face and smiled. His eyes smiled back.


    I stood and came around to the front beside the leader. We were both looking down into the stuffed crotch of my daughter. I looked to the man and said, “There, are you satisfied?”


    He seemed to see right through me. He smiled and said, “Are you?”


    I turned red and looked back to Brenda’s crotch. My boys had moved off of the couch and were on either side of me. The others were gathered close around in a semi-circle. We were all eager to see Brenda fuck herself on her father’s cock, but nobody said anything. Brenda just sat there with her head bowed and her knees pressed tight to her fathers legs. I couldn’t take anymore. I moved forward and knelt before Brenda, lifting her head and saying, “Look, sweetheart. It’s done. You’re a woman now. It’s not so bad, is it?”


    Her head shook slightly in my hand. I said, “You have to finish this. You understand, don’t you?”


    She nodded slightly. I wanted to give us all a better view, so I gently pushed on her shoulders until her back rested against Brent’s chest. I planted each of her feet out a foot from Brent’s legs, then pushed her knees out. In this position, her cunt was openly on display. Her cunt lips were stretched thin around the invader. A little trickle of blood stained the base of Brent’s cock. I told her to lift and drop, lift and drop. Brenda slowly complied, sobbing all the while. My eyes stayed glued to the shaft moving in and out by inches. I coached her to lift higher each time until she was sliding up to the crown, then settling back fully. I stayed in place for several long strokes, then stood back to give everyone an unobstructed view.


    I expected her to close her knees after I released her, but she remained as I’d set her. Brenda looked absolutely vulgar, working her cunt up and down on her dad’s cock. I was so turned on, I wanted someone, anyone to rip my clothes off and fuck the shit out of me. While everyone was mesmerized by the scene before us, I eased over to the leader and slyly eased my hand over his crotch. I gave his hard cock a gentle squeeze. Suddenly, he spun me around to face him. He grabbed my chin roughly and shouted, “Keep your fucking hands off of my cock, bitch, understand!”


    I blushed deeply and nodded. He thrust me away. My humiliation could not have been more complete if he had pissed on me. After he thought for a moment, he said, “Strip, Julie!”


    In absolute shame, I began removing my clothes and was totally naked in less than a minute. Brenda watched me while continuing her fucking. So did my boys, and they were close by. After I was nude, he said, “If you want to get off on this, masturbate.”


    My face went pale. I looked to him with pleading eyes. He laughed and said, “I said play with your cunt, bitch! Get both hands to work right now.”


    My hands moved mechanically to my crotch under my boys’ watchful eyes. I noticed that Brenda stared also. I felt so cheap and decadent. When my fingers met my super heated cunt, those feelings quickly melted away. Within a minute, I was masturbating myself as if alone in my bedroom. I took little notice of the activity going on between me and my lewdly copulating family. Several of the men were busy dragging an ice chest between us, placing it at Brent’s feet. They placed a cushion from the couch on it, then came and took me by the arms. They led me to their setup, turned me, then laid me on my back over the cushion. I instantly realized the utility as my head lolled back off of the cushion’s edge. My head rested in Brent’s lap and I was looking right up Brenda’s pussy—getting an inverted view from a mere inches away.


    The men lifted my legs, and I heard them address my boys, saying, “Here, you two help your horny mother.” I lifted my head and peered down my front in time to see Phil and Carl each take a leg. The feel of their hands on me like that was so titillating. On the urging of the men, they spread my legs to their fullest. I dropped my head back to resume my visual feast. In seconds, my hands were back in my crotch. Seconds later, I was plunging three fingers in my soupy twat while rubbing my clit like a maniac.


    During all of this, a change had taken place in Brenda. Gone were her tears and sobs. She no longer hid her face. Her hands, which had been hanging loosely, were now supporting her ass. Her face was a mask of passion. Her eyes were looking down my body, going from my tits to my crotch. Her movements were more rapid, and she’d put a slight wiggle in her hips. Her juices poured out, soaking Brent’s crotch and filling the air with her heady scent. Her clit looked red and angry and stood out like a tiny cock. Her nipples were tight dime-sized buttons on her heaving chest. She was the vision of uncontrolled lust.


    All through this ordeal, our abductors mocked us, calling us sluts and perverts. We both seemed to feed off their remarks. Someone said, “Look at that little whore ride that cock.” Brenda’s hips instantly reacted with violent movement, dislodging her father’s cock. I watched her frantically reach for it and re-impale herself, bringing howls of laughter. Her hands remained in her crotch to prevent another loss and the fingers of her right hand began rubbing hard on her clit. She exploded in climax seconds later, bucked violently and screamed. She triggered Brent’s orgasm and milky semen began oozing from around his imbedded cock. My orgasm followed Brent’s. I pounded my cunt shamelessly while straining to get my tongue on one of the cum trails running down Brent’s balls.


    The leader shouted, “Let her go.” My legs dropped to the floor. Freed of this constraint, I rolled onto my belly, pulled myself forward, and attacked their loins. My lust was mind numbing. All I saw was cum, cock, pussy, and balls. Brenda had collapsed after her release, breathing heavily. I lapped hungrily at the juices leaking from their genitals. My efforts became centered on my daughter’s exciting vagina. I licked and sucked, kissed and nibbled. I stiffened my tongue and tried to wedge it in alongside Brent’s slowly deflating cock.


    Someone knelt behind me and was stuffing a very respectable cock up my fevered cunt. I wiggled my ass shamelessly to welcome it. While sucking on Brenda’s clit nub, I looked up her front and saw her looking at me with an amused expression. I held her eyes and flicked her clit. She gave a little lift of her pelvis. I smiled, kissed her clit, then sucked it ravenously, making her buck against my mouth. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Phil’s face near my right cheek.


    The cock in my cunt came quickly and was immediately replaced with another. Someone else was jacking off near my left cheek, aiming a bright purple cockhead at Brenda’s mound. Seconds latter, thick pearly strands peppered her mons and my cheek. I turned into the stream and engulfed the head, sucking the remainder and swallowing. Afterwards, I licked the rest from Brenda’s curls. I returned to licking Brenda as another cock, a small cock, Carl’s cock appeared on my left. I watched him jack off near my face, occasionally touching my cheek with his weeping cock. On impulse, I turned and engulfed it, sucking hard while he continued jacking. He came quickly and I nursed on my son’s pecker. When I finished, Carl’s was at the ready on my right, and I serviced him.


    After swallowing Carl’s load, the leader pulled me to my feet. He was naked and sporting a long, thin erection in his fist. He said, “I want you to feed this to your little whore.”


    I took hold of his nine-inch rod and led him to Brenda’s left side. She was still impaled on Brent’s semi-erect cock. I turned her head and guided the cock to her lips, saying, “Here, sweetheart. Suck on it like a good girl.”


    Brenda’s jaw slackened. Her lips flowed over the crown and formed a tight seal. Her cheeks hollowed. I began pumping the six inches of shaft outside her mouth, feeling as decadent as any mother possibly could, and loving it. One of the younger men came up on Brenda’s other side and fisted his cock at her face. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the first pearly strand leap from the tiny slit. It landed diagonally across the bridge of her nose from eyebrow to jaw. Others quickly followed, landing mostly near her mouth.


    If there was any doubt in anyone’s mind that I was not a willing participant in my daughter’s debauch, I dispelled that with my next act. I scooped a line of cum on my finger, still wet from my cunt, and smeared it onto Brenda’s lips. When the leader saw what I wanted to do, he pulled out. I put my finger in her mouth. Brenda sucked my finger. I gathered more, using two fingers. She opened for me each time and sucked the sperm from my digits. I took a long lap with my tongue along her right cheek and gathered sperm. I cupped her upturned face, then glued my mouth to hers, inserting my stiff tongue. Brenda sucked it hungrily. I cleaned her face in this manner, using the kiss to pass my treasure.


    Brent had the best view of this as Brenda’s head lay back on his shoulder. We kissed passionately after the last of the sperm, each was reluctant to stop. Brenda’s left hand took my right breast and squeezed. I removed her hand and shoved it between my legs. I brought her other hand to my breast, still holding the kiss. The males gathered around and were loudly commenting on us. Neither Brenda, nor I cared what they said. We were lost in our passion. Brenda’s fingers were exploring my hot pussy with wild abandon, entering me and pinching my clit.


    Her uninhibited lust fueled my passions further. I wanted everyone to see how hot she was for me. I wanted to put on a performance. I broke our lip-lock, stood erect, and lifted my right foot, placing it behind Brenda’s head on the chair back.


    As I expected, Brenda’s hand remained in my crotch as I assumed this new position. I bent my knee and brought my pussy close to her face. I placed my hands on my hips and presented a lewd spectacle. My audience approved wildly. Brent looked at me with disbelieving but approving eyes. I made no other overt action. I wanted to see what Brenda would do on her own. She studied my cunt, using her fingers and eyes. Her head slowly drifted close under the urging of the guys, chanting, “Eat her cunt!” I watched her progress with great anticipation. I saw her breathe in my musky scent and noticed her favorable reaction. With her lips inches from my clit, she turned mischievous eyes up my torso. Our eyes locked and exchanged a silent message. Mine told her to give the guys a good show. Hers told me, “I’ve wanted to do this to you for years.”


    After taking two loads of cum up my twat, it was a sloppy mess. That didn’t seem to bother Brenda at all. Her puckered lips closed the distance, kissed my clit, then she stuck her tongue far out and drew it up my slit. She was performing to the crowd, and continued lapping me like a hungry pup, pausing frequently to lick sperm from my thighs. I began directing her, using vulgar encouragements, calling her Mommy’s little cunt lapper. I changed my stance to present her with my left leg so she could get at the long trails that had dribbled past my calf. After my legs were clean, I turned my ass to her, widened my stance and bent way down, I pulled my cheeks apart, looking at her from between my thighs. Brenda pulled her face into my ass and began licking me from clit to anus, probing my asshole with her stiffened tongue.


    Though it wasn’t necessary, I shouted, “Get your tongue up my asshole, you little whore.” Brenda responded by pulling her face in tight. Her tongue felt like it was four inches past my sphincter. I cried out, “Tongue-fuck my asshole, slut!”


    Brenda accentuated her movement by bobbing her face against my moons. Her tongue was like a boy’s cock fucking my ass. I glanced around and saw guys fisting their rampant hardons. I broke contact from Brenda. I then pulled Brent’s cock free of her cunt and dragged her down to the cushioned platform I’d been lying on. I positioned her ass on the forward edge, straddled her chest, then drew her legs up and open, announcing, “Line up, guys. She’s open for business. In my commanding position, I watched five men and two boys step up and deposit their load deep in my daughter’s cunt. She was delirious by the time the last one spent his semen. She’d cum three times during this event and was totally drained.


    For the next three days, Brenda and I were center stage. We were shameless in out attempts to keep the guys excited. Between us we exhausted them. Brent was released after the second hour and joined in freely. The abductors departed as they said. We returned home, but things were never the same.


    Three weeks after our trip, I crawled over my sons, pausing to kiss each of their sleeping cocks. I went to Brenda’s room to see if Brent had made it off to work. Brenda was sprawled on her back, semen leaking from her shaved pussy. I smiled and dressed.


    I had to get a paper signed by Brent, so I drove to his plant. The guard at the front desk was out, so I couldn’t gain entry. Iwaited ten minutes then decided to enter through the shipping and receiving dock. I poked my head in the wide door and froze. There, on a pallet of boxes, were three of the men who abductedus, including the leader. Their mouths dropped on seeing me.


    It took me a few seconds to piece everything together. When awareness dawned, I wasn’t angry. A smile slowly formed on my face. Their mouths closed. I sauntered over with a sexy sway. I chucked the leader under the chin and said, “Why haven’t you paid us a visit? My three guys can’t satisfy both of us without help, you know.”


    He smiled and said, “Yeah, we know.”


 


NOTE: According to Tiffany, a scene like this actually happened to her college roommate—a girl named Brenda. There’s sick people in this world. God bless ‘em.
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    “Cheerleading Coach” By: Phil Phantom


    _____________________________________________________________ ___________________________________________________________


Three men sat off to the side of the bleachers, looking out of place, but no one was looking. Most watched the game, a few watched the Junior Varsity cheerleaders. The men watched one JV cheerleader, Marcie Mathews. They had good seats for Marcie Mathews watching as she did her routine at their end not thirty feet away. Their eyes never left her body. No one noticed, but Marcie did. She’d seen men look at her that way before, and the hungry look frightened her. She felt like a lamb in a cage with three wolves looking in with slobbering mouths. She tried to concentrate on her routines, tried not to take notice, tried to focus on her family that sat five rows up and to her right. Mom, Dad, and her kid brother and sister seemed oblivious to the men as they watched her twin brother play football and his twin jump and cheer. The Mathews males watched the game; the females watched Marcie. Her mother watched the routine with a critical eye wondering what was on her daughter’s mind that made her screw-up so many routines. The men exchanged hungry looks and smiles each time Marcie assumed a suggestive pose. They nudged each other when she turned away and bent from the waist with her legs out wide, and made exclamations when she’d do the toe-touching jumping splits while facing them. Jan Mathews hated that particular maneuver, a vulgar maneuver that sent the girls’ skirts up to expose the undergarment (not panties, but they looked like panties) with the thin unpadded crotch stretched tightly over their sex. She fought a losing battle to have the jump dropped or another type of undergarment adopted. The white cotton panties—for that’s what they really were—went with the blue and white pleated skirt, but dark blue would work just as well and wouldn’t reveal details of the girls’ sex when sweat turned the crotches transparent. The second half routines were positively vulgar, Marcie’s especially. Jan suspected something sinister in the opposition’s lame excuse for keeping the routine and the panties. Whether it was the dyke cheerleading coach, or the men behind the sports program, or someone higher; whoever the real opposition was, a small group of mothers couldn’t sway them. Most of the girls and most of their mothers didn’t seem to mind, but most didn’t sweat like Marcie or possess a vagina with such full definition. Jan tried to circumvent the opposition by having Marcie wear a mini pad in the crotch, but the dyke removed the pads every time. To avoid the embarrassment of a locker room removal, Marcie pleaded for pad-free panties. Marcie was not one of the girls that didn’t mind. She was a good girl, a church girl, an ‘A’ student, and a virgin at fifteen. Marcie was the only virgin on the squad and, hands-down, the most desirable. She had the looks: big, emerald-green eyes; full, pouting lips; bright white teeth; a long mane of bouncy chestnut hair. She had the figure: proud breasts; a tiny waist; broad hips; and dynamite legs; a near hairless cunt with definition. She had personality: a cheerful, innocent, bubbly little bouncing ball of fun. She came from a well-to-do family—All American. And she had fans. During the second half, when the panties would be soaked and the jump routine was every other routine performed, the bleachers in front of Marcie would gradually fill. This did not go unnoticed by Marcie or her mother, but there was nothing they could do. Quitting was not an option, mostly because Jan would not hear of it. Her daughter was sure to make the varsity squad, and the varsity squad had much better routines and uniforms. JV was something they both had to endure. The enduring was easier on Jan than Marcie as Jan didn’t face a pack of hungry wolves, three in particular. It wasn’t sweat that made Marcie’s panties disappear, though Jan pretended it was for little Julie’s sake, for Marcie’s sake, as well. Marcie knew better, as did her fans. Her father and younger brother were fans when Greg wasn’t on the field. The three men ogled their prey as the dyke coach stationed herself near Marcie to insure she put her all into the jumps. In the stands, Red turned to Luther and said, “Man, your sister sure is laying it on thick today.” “Yeah, she don’t give a fuck. They’re out to fire her dyke ass. She’s getting her money’s worth. Well, are you guys in?” Stomper, the ex-biker and third partner in their speed shop business, said, “I don’t know, Luther, we’re talking major hard time if this don’t go down like you plan.” “It’ll go perfect. If it don’t, look at it this way, we’ll do twenty years, tops, but it’ll take twenty to relive this upcoming week. Twenty years of kicking back, living off the state, thinking back on the best sex we ever had. Besides, when we get through with them, they’ll want to keep this a family secret. Their biggest fear will be that we’ll tell someone or let the videos out.” Red said, “I’m in. Fuck it. I gotta have that bitch. I want ‘em all. Fuck it!” Luther said, “Well, Stomp, it’s decision time. You in or out?” “Fuck it. I’m in. What about Stella? Is she in?” “Yes, but she’ll wait on my call. If things are going well, she’ll join us. She’ll be bringing Bubba, and Bubba will bring Sambo.” “Are you serious about putting that horse-cock nigger on that babe?” “On all three babes. Hey, we’re going to have a fucking orgy. He’s bringing the party favors.” “He’ll kill that little girl.” “Nah, she’ll take it up the ass. We ain’t killin’ or hurtin’ no one. By the time he shows up, they’ll be fightin’ over the biggest dicks, and he’s got the biggest dick. Sambo’s a close second.” Red said, “You can’t be serious about putting that big mutt of his on those kids?” “Fuckin’ ‘A’, I’m serious, and Mommy’s going to help Sambo get mounted. You ain’t seen the master at work. I know pussy, and what I don’t know, Stella does. We also know opposite sex twins. If they’re not getting it on, they want to real bad. God damn, would you look at the hot cunt on that bitch! Fuck!” Stomper said, “Fuck, man, Stella’s got that bitch worked up to a lather. This is the best show ever. Mommy must be beside herself.” All three looked slyly to their left rear and saw no joy in Jan’s face. She had her jaw clenched as Stella ordered yet a fourth jump routine—the fourth in a row.


     *


The Fall break was a welcome relief when it came. Marcie hadn’t been looking forward to spending a week at a lake-side cabin, but after that last game, she couldn’t wait to get out of town. The gals busied themselves inside, setting up a kitchen of sorts. With no running water or electricity, there wasn’t much to set up. The guys unloaded the station wagon. The last to enter was Wally Mathews, the father, bound and gaged, pushed before three large men. He went sprawling to the rough wood floor and stopped all activity inside the cabin. Jan screamed. Julie hid behind her mother. Greg and Steve stood stock still. Marcie went pale. She recognized the men. Luther picked Wally up and set him in a chair. He placed a boot on the edge of the chair, drew Wally’s head back by the scalp, and placed a long knife to his exposed throat. Everyone gasped. Wally was in a sweat with his eyes tightly closed. Luther waited for dramatic effect, then calmly said, “We’re here to party with you folks. If we have fun, everyone will be fine; but if we don’t have fun, he dies. I can’t make it any simpler than that.” Jan stood defiantly before her girls and said, “You get out of here and leave us alone.” Luther said, “You must have him heavily insured. You obviously want him dead. That’s fine; we can party without him.” Wally’s eyes shot wide open. He stared hard at his wife. Jan changed her approach, saying, “No, I don’t want him dead. Please, if you must, I’ll go with you, quietly. Just leave my family alone.” “A noble gesture, but we can’t let you have all the fun. Marcie, step out where we can see you.” Marcie hesitated. Jan held her back. Luther shook his head and said, “Ma’am, you just don’t get it, do you? We’re going to party whether you like it or not. The only question is, will numb nuts, here, survive?” Jan’s tortured mind rolled this over, then sent a signal to her limps to let Marcie step out. The nervous teen took that relaxed pose as a sign to do as the man said and stepped out. She wore baggy shorts and loosely tied blouse. The short-sleeve blouse had the top two buttons undone, the next two buttoned, and the rest unbuttoned with the tails tied exposing her flat midriff. Wearing sandals with her long hair pinned back, she presented a sight they’d never seen—plain Marcie. Still, the three men ogled her as though she were naked, bringing a full flush to her features. Luther whistled then said, “God damn, girl, you’d look sexy in a potato sack. Let your hair out. Fluff it up. Shake it out.” Jan fired back, “Leave her alone. She’s just a kid, for Christ’s sake. Can’t you see she’s scared half to death. What kind of animals are you?” Luther tossed the knife to Red and walked up to Jan. He took her firmly by the hand and dragged her toward the door, saying, “You and me need to have a little talk, Mommy. Red, if I hollar, slit the mother fucker’s throat.” “Got it, Boss.” Luther marched Jan to a nearby tree, well out of earshot or eyesight. He spun her to face him, then pushed on her chest until her back was pinned to the tree. With his free hand he grabbed her between the legs and lifted her to her tip toes while getting in her face. He roughly massaged and kneaded her pussy while saying, “Now get this straight. For what we’ve done so far, we could all get life. Adding rape and murder won’t hurt. We are not about to back out now. Nothing short of a SWAT Team raid could stop us, and we both know that ain’t gonna happen—don’t we?” Jan nodded slowly while her face took on a rosy hue. He continued, “What you should be thinking of is survival. Stop thinking about saving hymens and start thinking about saving asses. Capish?” She nodded, but he pressed for a verbal response. She said, “I capish.” “Good, now, let’s go one step further. When this week is up, and we have to decide what to do with all these witnesses, we’ll have nothing to lose by planting you and your lovely family in the woods.” Jan made a pained expression and started a plea which he silenced by bringing the hand from her chest to her lips, saying, “We don’t want that. You don’t want that. Here’s what we’ll do. You have all week to convince us that you wouldn’t dream of reporting this crime. You’d best be right there in the middle of the action, looking for all to see as though you are having the time of your life. You’d better come across as one perverted bitch, one horny slut, and you’d better be convincing.” “Oh, God, please, I couldn’t. Tie me up like Wally and have your way with them. They’ll get over that, but they’ll never get over seeing me act that way.” “Sorry, that won’t do. You’ll look like a victim. No, I told you how you can save your ass and their’s. If you don’t like that option, I guess this party will have a very sad ending.” He let that sink in. Jan finally said, “I’m not sure I can.” “I think you can. I’m holding your hot cunt in my hand. Even through these shorts I can feel you getting hot, excited, and wet. I’ll bet your nipples are hard. Let’s take a peek, shall we?” Jan turned her head to the side as he opened two buttons and pulled out the cups, saying, “Oh, yeah, these are hard little puppies. They look like party hats. Nice tits, Jan. You don’t mind if I call you Jan, do you?” Jan shook her head as he unsnapped and unzipped her shorts, saying, “Let’s check out the condition of this pussy.” The shorts slid down her legs and the panties were pushed to her knees. Jan stood trembling as his fingers invaded her secret flesh. He said, “Good God, girl, you’re sopping wet. This is a party pussy if I ever felt one.” Jan gradually turned her head back to look him in the eyes. He fingered her crudely and smiled, saying, “You’re going to have fun this week whether you like it or not. You may as well like it and get with the program.” Jan wanted to deny his claim, but her drooling and inflamed pussy would have made her out to be a liar. No one had ever treated her like a slut. Only in fantasy did she experience the thrill. The reality was even better, and her passive acceptance made his leering smile grow. Lester said, “Enjoying this aren’t you? What’s the matter, ain’t needle dick giving you any? I’ll bet you’ve been a good wife, haven’t you?” Jan relaxed against the tree and widened her knees to the limit the panties allowed. She found her voice and said, “I don’t know about good, but I’ve never cheated.” “Well, don’t you worry. We’re going to take real good care of you this week. I’d take care of your itch right now, but I’m saving this first load for your sexy daughter.” “I wish you wouldn’t. I can take care of all three of you. I want to; she doesn’t. I’ll be good; she’ll just be scared. Please, let’s make this a private party.” “Sorry, but she’s the reason we’re having this party. Resign yourself to that, Jan. The little one, too. What’s her name, anyway?” “Oh, no, not Julie, too.” “Julie…yeah, Julie too. Don’t worry. You’ll be busy teaching those boys how to fuck.” “You can’t be serious.” “Dead serious. I told you, you’re going to be a raging slut or you’re all dead. When we leave here, I don’t want you to even think about reporting this. If you do this right, act the part right, we won’t have a thing to worry about—will we?” Jan had to think about this, but she soon realized he had a good point and a great plan. They would be safe is things went as planned. There’d be no chance of her or Wally going to anyone. A smile slowly formed on her face as she saw how good the plan was and realized that their lives had never been in any real jeopardy. Jan knew her initial impression of them was correct. The men weren’t killers, but they were serious about their goal. They reminded her of satyrs, horny but playful. They were nasty little boys in grown men’s bodies. She said, “You’ve got this all figured out, don’t you?” “Fraid so. Now, can I count on your full and complete support?” “I suppose I have no choice. I do have one big request.” “Shoot.” “Don’t hurt anyone. I couldn’t take that. Don’t rape anyone. I couldn’t take that either.” “We don’t plan to do either, but we’re prepared to do both. A lot depends on you.” “Let me handle Marcie. I know how to deal with her. Julie will be easier than Marcie, especially if Marcie goes first and has a good time.” “All right, but if I see you dragging your feet, I’ll take over.” “I want you to take charge and be forceful, just let me work with Marcie. Order us around. I’ll see that she obeys. Don’t worry about Wally. He’s no hero.” “We figured that much.” Lester pulled up her panties then her shorts. Jan stood straight and then straightened her clothes. Lester said, “Shall we go in and get this party started.” “We may as well.” They walked casually, but as soon as the door opened, Lester gave Jan a hard shove through. She went with the shove with exaggerated motion, almost falling. She tried to look cowed and defeated, resolved to her fate. Lester ordered the furnishings rearranged to suit him. They moved the one large bed to the center of the big room, then had the sofa placed at the foot with a four-foot separation. They placed chairs on both ends of the sofa, then ordered the family to take seats on the sofa. They all took seats except Marcie who stood off to the side, trembling on the verge of tears. The ominous arrangement was not lost on her. They placed Julie at the far left next to Wally who had to be lifted and sat in place. Steve sat next to his father. Then Jan took a seat with Greg on the far right as one faced the sofa. Marcie stood at Greg’s end. All had somber looks of trepidation as Lester said, “Marcie, stand front and center.” The frightened teen, now with her hair undone and fluffed full, stood before Steve looking anxiously to her mother. Lester said, “Strip! Do it nice and slow, slow and sexy like. This ain’t a ball game, this is a sex party. Act sexy. Mom, help her out.” When Jan started to get up, Lester said, “No, help from there. Talk her through it. You’ve been around. You look like you know how to get a rise out of a man’s cock. Show Marcie how to get every cock in this room standing tall and saluting her beauty.” Marcie was now sobbing hard and appeared to be on the verge of wetting herself. Jan said, “Marcie, stop that crying. Stand up straight. Put your shoulders back, head up, and listen closely.” Marcie’s sobs gradually faded as she followed the instructions. When the sobs ceased, Jan calmly said, “Marcie, these men are determined to go through with this. Get that through your head. You will not leave here a virgin, and you’ll get no privacy. They want a party. They’re here to have fun, sex fun, dirty sex fun. It’ll only get ugly if we give them a hard time. I will not allow you to jeopardize this family, do you understand that?” Marcie nodded with a worried look. Jan continued, “Marcie, very shortly you’re going to become a full-fledged woman. If you’ll relax and go with it, you’ll probably enjoy the experience. There’s a lot to be said for making your first time one with an experienced man. My first was with a kid that knew less than I did, and it was anything but enjoyable.” Marcie’s expression told everyone that she found this news shocking. Jan said, “That’s right, I was not a virgin on my wedding night, not by a long shot. Few are, and your dreams of being one are just plain foolish. I’m sorry this had to happen this way, but in a way I’m not. That’s right, if all goes well and no one gets hurt, if all that happens is a week-long sex orgy, I think that can be very beneficial. At least you won’t need that embarrassing birds and bees talk that’s three years overdue.” Lester piped in, “Can we get on with this? You can talk after.” “Yes, of course. Marcie assume the routine stance; feet apart, head up, shoulders back, hands on hips. Good, now start putting a sway in your hips. Remember, move your pelvic region in a figure eight like I taught you. That’s it, only this time, it’s not your pelvis so much as your vagina. It always was, but I could never put it to you that way.” Lester said, “And don’t put it like that. Save your clinical lingo for the gynecologist’s office. Tell her to move her cunt, pussy, twat. There ain’t no vagina’s in here.” Marcie blushed furiously as Jan said, “Very well. Marcie, move you pussy in a figure eight. Keep your knees out and tilt your pelvis up more. You’re trying to bring attention to your pussy. That was always the purpose, only now, we won’t pretend otherwise.” Marcie began sobbing again and her movements became weak. Jan put sternness in her voice, saying, “Do not display that attitude, Marcie. This is no different from a cheerleading routine. Cheerleaders are there to excite the audience and pander to their sexual urges. Football is a combat, contact sport that also panders to the base desires in men especially. As a cheerleader, you were icing on the cake. Every move, every routine, every pose has a sexual connotation, and on your squad they aren’t even subtle. These men are here because you invited them here with your seductive routine.” Marcie defiantly said, “That wasn’t my idea. I hate those routines.” “I know, but the crowd loves them. A good cheerleader knows how to work-up a crowd without getting arrested. I’m a good cheerleader, and I taught you all I know. Now, I’m just being honest and telling you what it’s really all about.” Lester interrupted to say, “This is getting interesting. Tell us what it’s all about, Jan.” “It’s all about sex and seduction. Cheerleaders are professional seductresses. That’s how we see ourselves. Getting raped is a cheerleaders occupational hazard. I was lucky, but most of my squad when I was with the Raiderettes had been raped many times and gang rapes were fairly common. A pro cheerleader does not report rapes that she’s not injured in. If anything, they brag about them. Maybe, one day, you’ll brag about this.” Red said, “You was a Raiderette? The Oakland Raiders?” “The L.A. Raiders. When they were in Oakland, they didn’t have cheerleaders.” “Wow, no shit, a pro cheerleader!” Stomper said, “Man, we really hit pay dirt, didn’t we.” Lester said, “Can I call ‘em or what? Okay, ya’ll shut up and let Mommy talk. Go on, Jan. This is getting very interesting. Teach her the real ropes.” “I’m trying.” Jan ignored the hard, puzzled look her spouse gave her. Her pro cheerleading career was news to him, and he married her right out of high school. Marcie was likewise puzzled, but didn’t let on. Jan addressed Marcie, saying, “I’ll explain it the way Georgette Williams explained it to me on my first day at Raiderette camp. Pretend you have a marking pen sticking out of your cunt and you are trying to draw a large horizontal figure eight on a poster board.” Marcie blushed deep red. Jan said, “Do it like that and put feeling into it!” Every Mathews eye had turned on Jan as Marcie, still trying to figure her mother, began to do the obscene movement. The move would have been more effective had she been naked with a marker pen in her twat, but not much more. The men had good imaginations and Marcie’s moving crotch had their eyes doing figure eights as they stared holes in her shorts and licked their lips—or as Marcie saw them, muzzles. The eyes on Jan gradually went to Marcie. By the time she had everyone’s attention once again, she’d adjusted the movement and was doing it well. Her blush had softened and she awaited further instruction. Jan said, “Now, place your hands behind your neck, elbows back, and try to get the eyes off your crotch and on your tits. No, keep the figure eight movements. As Georgette would say, “Place your boobs in competition with your pussy.” Stomper declared, “Man, that Georgette chick really knew her shit.” Jan said, “She did, and back in the early days, the Dallas Cowboys Cheerleaders couldn’t touch us.” Red said, “Yeah, seems I remember them Raiders cheerleaders kickin’ ass back then. Man, they was hot. I can’t get over this, a real NFL cheerleader, a Raiderette. Fuck! This is the ultimate.” Lester said, “Is it true what you said about pro cheerleaders bragging about getting raped and gang raped?” “Absolutely. It’s not just pro cheerleaders. I think that’s true of all squads. For me, it was that way all the way back to Junior High. I remember after my first rape, I couldn’t wait to get back to tell the other girls. Getting gang raped was like passing muster. That didn’t happen to me until I was Marcie’s age.” Red said, “Did you brag about that, too?” “For weeks on end. Five of our top football players kept me out till three in the morning taking turns. It took weeks just to cover everything that happened to me. I was the envy of our JV squad.” Marcie listened knowing full well it was all lies and was annoyed that the men bought her mother’s outlandish story, hook, line, and sinker. Despite her provocative dance, her mother had all the attention. Marcie fought the urge to shout out, “That’s not true!” but soon realized what her mother was doing. She was trying to divert attention to herself, and her ploy was working. She had the men in the palm of her hands. They only gave her occasional glances. Marcie found her frustration level growing as her brothers and her father began to hang on every word as though they too were believing what her mother said. When Jan started sharing cheerleader secrets for inspiring rapes, Marcie wanted to scream. Jan said, “The best way to get guys to make a move on you is with the jump and spread routine. You’ve seen Marcie do it countless times. What you do is single out one guy or a group sitting together and you aim your beaver shots at them. That’s why you guys are here, I’m sure. Whether she meant to or not, Marcie sent out invitations.” Lester said, “Man, you got that straight. She sent out engraved invitations right to the three of us, every damn week.” Jan smiled and said, “Yes, I saw what she was doing, but what could I say. As a mother I wasn’t happy, but as a former cheerleader, I know the pressure she must be under. The technique still works. I know that much.” Lester said, “So, what are you saying, that you don’t hold us responsible?” “Absolutely not. No, she invited you. She teased you beyond your endurance. I don’t think it was deliberate, but that doesn’t matter. I come from the school that says cheerleaders can’t cry rape. A cheerleader that cries rape may as well hang up her pom poms. Only those that get hurt get any sympathy.” Marcie couldn’t take anymore and said, “Am I supposed to be taking off my clothes or what. I was ordered to strip. So far, all I’ve done is dance in place, and no one is even looking.” Jan knew her ploy was working. She addressed herself to her daughter trying hard not to show a smug grin. She said, “I’m sorry, Marcie. We got side-tracked. Okay, sweetheart, start undoing the buttons of your blouse. Go slow, and give peeks of breast flesh as you do. Pause to feel yourself as though you just discovered you had tits. As Georgette used to say, ‘When you touch yourself, look as though you’re coping a feel, as though you can’t wait to get at the goodies that lie under your clothes.” Marcie untied the tails of her blouse and slyly trailed her fingertips on the underside of her bra cups, saying, “Like this?” “You’re not on a football field, Marcie. You’re performing for fans at a private gathering. You needn’t be so subtle. Your actions should convey a need to get fucked. When you touch yourself, go for naked skin.” Marcie blushed but sent both hands under the bra and cupped her large breasts, saying, “You mean, like this?” “Yes, that’s it. Now, undo a button. Show some of that tittie flesh you’re touching, and try to get a nipple to peek out.” Marcie followed the advice and her upper swells gleamed with growing moisture as her fingers molded and squeezed. A pink-nosed puppy was forced over the distorted rim of her bra, bringing hoots and cat-calls from the excited men. They clapped and shouted, “MORE!” Marcie undid the last button and let the flaps fall open, exposing her lace bra. Jan sat back with folded arms doing little to conceal her smug grin. Marcie was hot, on fire, showing her proud tits for the first time and enjoying the reviews. She kept pushing her tits out of the bra and looked eager to divest herself of the encumbrance. When it became pointless for her to wear it any longer, Jan told her to strip the blouse and bra off. Marcie wasted no time and soon danced her naked titties, cupping the underside and rolling the turgid nipples. The men, even the Mathews men, were in awe. Jan was in awe. She’d never seen more perfect breasts: firm, full, udders; tightly-puckered, long nipples; snow-white, flawless flesh that arched up; double handfuls of tittie, bouncing and swaying, almost vibrating with her exaggerated movements. The men were speechless, mesmerized by the provocative sight. Jan took this opportunity to glance over at Julie who sat forward, studying her sister’s magnificent tits. Her own, just budding, held promise, and Julie looked hopeful that she’d develop like her mother and sister. Though she had little to show, she looked eager to show them. She’d been admonished about going about without a bra, but she was not wearing one. She’d also managed to undo the top three buttons of her blouse. She sat forward to give her father a peek inside. Jan also got a peek and she watched her husband peeking at the berry-like right nipple he could plainly see on a plum-size mound of hard flesh. She was eager to get the party going. Jan took inventory of crotches. The ones on either side of her were straining under hands crossed defensively on laps. Wally couldn’t hide his as his arms were tied behind his back. She saw a wet spot at the plainly outlined crown of his penis and Julie’s eyes kept darting to it. Wally looked embarrassed, especially when Marcie’s eyes fell on his crotch, but all he could do was redden. Greg was pressing his thigh against her bare leg unnecessarily. The body heat being transferred obviously added to his excitement, hers as well. She pressed back and got a look which she returned with a smile. On the far end near Julie, Stomper sat in a chair and was in the process of extracting his naked cock. Julie had the best view, but the sofa’s arm blocked Jan’s. All she saw was the head when he finally got it out. He looked big, probably eight to ten inches. She looked left and saw Lester and Red follow suit. Red stood and took of his pants. He wore no underwear. His nine-inch rod sprang free and bobbed menacingly before Marcie’s wide eyes. Lester extracted the biggest cock because it was thicker than the rest. He had nine inches, but the shaft was as thick as an infant’s arm with a head the size of a baby’s fist. Jan stared and was caught staring by Greg. He smiled. She rested her hand on the bare skin of his thigh at the leg hole of his brief shorts. He sat stiffly under this unmotherly touch. Lester caught the move and made eye contact with Jan, giving her a nod. Jan squeezed the firm thigh and her hand slid up an inch placing her pinky under the material very close to a testicle, so close, she felt the heat. Seconds later, she discovered that her oldest boy wore no underwear. Steve watched what was going on beside him and bravely rested his small hand on the bare upper thigh of his mother. This drew her attention his way. She smiled and got a squeeze. His leg then pressed against hers and she pressed back, making her knees fall apart suggestively. She placed her hand on his upper thigh and had both boys in the palms of her hands. Marcie watched all this in amazement. Her mother seemed to have no shame or inhibition. Marcie watched her mother’s left hand reach inside her twin brother’s leg hole and draw out his six-inch erection. She stroked Greg’s hardon as calmly as she’d fondle a cucumber at the market. Meanwhile, Greg slipped his fingers inside Jan’s shorts and was stroking pussy over panties. Not to be left out, Steve’s fingers attacked from the other side. Soon, little fingers vied for space in her mother’s crotch. Marcie saw those little fingers delve under the panty leg bands as her mother’s right hand went under the waistband of Steve’s shorts to get a grip on his five-inch erection. Lester shouted across to Julie, who was watching everything, “Hey kid. Help your old man out. Get his cock out and stroke it for him. The poor guy’s about to bust a nut in his skivvies.” Julie looked eager but unsure as she fumbled with the belt buckle and fly. When she had his jeans laid open, Jan said, “Wally, raise up so she can get them off. They’ll just be in the way. You may as well get rid of them and the underwear. Go on, lift up.” Wally looked to Lester, got a commanding look, then lifted free of the cushion. Julie worked the pants down to his feet, then went for the tented BVDs. With a look of ruptured trepidation, she stretched the waist band over the straining cock, keeping her eyes on it as she fought to get the shorts down. She then eased off the couch to affect the total removal, including his shoes and socks. When she resumed her place, Jan told her to take her father’s cock and stroke it gently as she was doing for Greg. Julie looked at the hand stroking her brother’s cock, then curled her fingers around the base of her father’s and began pumping in a milking fashion. Awed by the cock she held, Julie’s eyes never left it as her hand pumped harder and faster, prompting Jan to say, “Easy. Go easy. I can see he’s ready to pop. Make it last. We have all week.” Marcie once again found herself getting scant attention and said, “Mom, shouldn’t I get my shorts off, now?” “Oh, yes, sorry. Yes, by all means, but remember, do it slow and sexy. Tease the audience. Don’t rush this part. The unveiling of the pussy is the main feature of your act. You should appear eager to get at it, but not in a hurry to show it.” Marcie was eager to get at it and had her shorts unsnapped and unzipped in seconds. Still doing figure eights, she slid her fingers under the waist band of her panties and got at her pussy, prompting Jan to say, “That’s it, don’t be shy now. Get down in there and have at it. As Georgette used to say, ‘Pretend there’s a fire in your crotch and you’re trying to put it out by hand. It’s hot, so hot you can’t hold your hand still.’ Keep attacking. Yes, like that. Excellent!” In her frenzied attack, Marcie’s shorts had worked their way down her thighs to a point where they couldn’t go further due to the spread of her legs. In frustration, she stood straight, placed her legs together and let the shorts fall to her feet. She kicked free, then resumed her stance wearing only the panties and ankle-strap sandals. Jan said, “Good, they were just in the way and not important. The panties are. Get the panties back up and cover the mound. No hair should show, yet. That’s it, snug them up tight so the mold to your cunt. We’ve all seen it like this, but refresh our memories. Excellent, now, turn around. Show your naked ass, first. That’s it, bend slightly and thrust your ass out. Keep moving. Now the marker pen is in your asshole. Yes, that’s it.” Jan paused to allow everyone to absorb the provocative sight before saying, “Now, Marcie, reach back with both hands and pinch the panty waist band at each hip. Slowly unveil your ass to the very bottom.” The panties dropped like a slow-moving curtain to reveal white moons as soft and pure as the breast flesh, showing the outline of her bikini. The skin surrounding had the golden hue of a fading summer tan, outlining a triangular patch of white split by a tight crack. As the curtain neared the base, Jan said, “Keep going until we get a peek at your pussy lips from behind. Bend lower as you go.” All sat forward except Wally. He couldn’t. They watched the crack curve under and then saw the moist labia peek from between her moons. The slit looked dark and slightly parted, Even her clit showed at the top of her slit. The girl was frothing at the cunt, and her audience was frothing at the mouth. Jan never saw a pussy look so erotic or so in need. She stopped Marcie when all of her daughter’s pussy could be seen from the rear and Marcie’s hair began to puddle between her feet. Jan said, “Good, now stand straight and turn to face us. Leave the panties where they are.” Marcie returned to her previous stance. The panties were hanging lower, cutting across her pubic mound of sparse reddish brown curls. She stood waiting for instruction. Jan said, “Now, give us a peek at your pussy from the front, but just a peek. Hook the waist band just below your clit, then let them rest there while you try to get our eyes focused on you tits.” Marcie showed her clit and the strained panties pushed the little nub of flesh into prominence. She did her best to attract attention to her tits, but few eyes followed. Wally suddenly stiffened and groaned. A surprise jet of sperm burst out of his cock and hit Julie square in the face, draping her nose. Julie wasn’t expecting that, nor the second harder jet that hit her right in her open mouth. Most missed the first, but they all caught the second. Julie was ready for the rest and angled the spurting cock straight up, getting clear of the creamy fountain. Sperm shot up in ropy strands that arched high before falling back to Wally’s lap. Sperm soaked her hand and she sat with a mouthful looking at her mother for advice. Jan said, “You may as well swallow. It won’t hurt you.” Julie swallowed. Jan said, “I told you to slow down. See what happens when you don’t listen. Now, take your hand away and let him rest up. You just wasted that load, but like I said, we have all weekend.” Jan then addressed her girls saying, “There’s something you girls need to know if you’re going to be good cheerleaders: good cheerleaders don’t waste sperm. We pride ourselves on not wasting sperm. Sperm belongs in a cheerleader, not on a cheerleader. That’s an unwritten cheerleader code. Sperm on the outside is wasted. It’s a sign that you did sloppy work or miscalculated.” Addressing Julie, she said, “When you saw him ejaculating, you should have taken his cock in your mouth and sucked.” Julie defensively said, “But, I didn’t know.” “Well, you know now. I won’t tolerate sloppy work from my girls. Marcie, do you understand?” “Yes.” “Julie?” “Yes. It won’t happen again. I promise.” The men exchanged grins. Wally just looked stunned as Julie began licking up the mess he’d made. Jan turned to Lester and said, “He doesn’t need to be tied. He won’t interfere with me when I’m training my girls, and as far as I’m concerned, Marcie invited you men here.” Lester looked to his partners and got shrugs or nods, then said, “Stomper, let him go. She’s right. We were invited. You invited us here, didn’t you, Marcie?” Marcie looked to her mother, then said, “Yeah, I guess so. Whatever Mom says. If there’s one thing I’ve learned, Mom knows cheerleading inside and out. She was a pro, after all.” Jan tried hard to detect a note of sarcasm in that statement, but she found none. Marcie appeared sincere. Their eyes met on the sly and Jan gave her daughter an approving smile, unnoticed by the others. Stomper leaned across Julie to untie and ungag Wally. His cock bobbed in her face and she boldly played with it, prompting Stomper to laugh and say, “This fucking kid has me by the dick. She’s a natural born cheerleader all right. Keep that up, sugar. I’ll let you know when I’m about to blast off. We wouldn’t want you to miss a drop.” Stomper took his seat on the armrest of the sofa after freeing Wally. Julie kept up the stroking of his much bigger dick, turning to look at her mother, saying, “Like this, Mom?” “Yes, except slower. Go all the way to the tip and back down, but do it slow and easy. If he starts to blow, you get your mouth over the end and suck.” “You mean like this?” With that, Julie pulled the arching rod down and slipped her mouth over the end, hollowing her cheeks as she gave her mother a side glance. Jan smiled and said, “Yes, just like that, only keep up the pumping action. Milk his dick into your mouth. You suck and swallow all through his climax. A good cheerleader adores sucking on a shooting cock, and loves eating sperm right from a cock.


As Georgette used to say, ‘A Raiderette will stand in a long line to suck a dick.’ We often did when the owner came into the locker room.” Red said, “Lucky fucker. Can you imagine that, Lester? All the Raiderettes lined up to suck your dick. Man, what a lucky bastard.” Lester said, “Who was the owner back then, Jan?” “Oh…uh, his name escapes me. It’s been years.” “Jones?” “It could be. That sounds familiar. Bart Jones, I think was his name.” Lester gave her a knowing look then turned to Red and said, “At first I wasn’t sure, but only a Raiderette from the eighties would know that Bart Jones owned the Raiders.” “I never doubted her. She looks like a Raiderette, and she sure knows her cheerleading.” Lester looked to Jan with another knowing look as he said, “Yep, she knows cheerleading inside and out.” Marcie watched this exchange closely. She could see that Lester knew of her mother’s deception and wondered why he didn’t expose her. She wondered why her mother made up that lie in the first place, and why she was acting like a slut was a complete mystery. She was acting. Marcie had no doubt. The way she languished between the boys, allowing them free and easy access to her crotch through the leg holes of her shorts while jacking them off was so totally unlike her. The boys weren’t about to ask questions. They saw a window of opportunity and took it. Their hands fought over the choicest spots between their mother’s legs, but she appeared to enjoy the fight. Their mother watched Julie suck on a man’s cock without the slightest bit of alarm or concern, and when Julie didn’t seem in any hurry to remove her mouth from the cock, Jan told her to go ahead and suck him off as practice. Marcie was confused, but she knew her mother hadn’t done a one-eighty in twenty minutes. She was Mom when she left with Lester and someone entirely different on her return. Marcie was in no position to question her mother. All she could do was trust her judgement. Her father, on the other hand, didn’t seem to have a clue and kept looking at his wife as though she were a total stranger; or worse, as though the real Jan Mathews was finally coming out. Jan ignored him for the most part and concentrated on acting the role of a slut cheerleader—the only kind there was—or that was the impression she tried to convey. Red and Stomper were completely fooled and thought their every suspicion about cheerleaders had been confirmed. In a way, Marcie found this amusing, but she was not inclined to chuckle. She had not lost sight of the seriousness of their predicament. They were totally at these men’s mercies. She reasoned that if her mother had any plan at all it was to win their favor to spare anyone from violence. She was just as certain that saving her daughters from a virginity ending fuck was not part of the plan. Marcie kissed her virginity goodbye when she started doing the vulgar figure eights. It was only a matter of when. She got the impression that her mother wanted her to act the role of a slut cheerleader, and as difficult as that was for her, she’d gradually gotten into the role. All the open sexplay going on before her helped pave the way, but it was showing her ass and exposing her pussy from the rear that pushed her over the edge. Marcie also discovered that being almost naked while acting lewd was easier if those watching were playing with each others genitals and not focused solely on her. After Julie started sucking on Stomper’s dick, the focus of attention shifted to her kid sister. Marcie thought this would be a good time to test her theory. While her sister sucked the man’s dick, Marcie slipped a hand inside her panties and began stroking her slit, waiting to catch her mother’s eye. When the eye was caught, Marcie said, “Mom, when can I take off my panties?” Jan sat back and refocused her attention on Marcie. The men also took note after hearing her surprise request. All eyes were now on Marcie, and she kept up the pussy play, showing no shyness, not even a blush. To all that looked, Marcie came across as a horny teenage girl driven to public masturbation from witnessing a blow job. Jan said, “You mustn’t appear to be in a hurry, Marcie. You have them here, and you’ll get what you want. By the time this week is up, you’ll be fucked raw and walking bowlegged. What you need to do now is make the experience good for them so they’ll sing your praises. You want them as horny as you can get them, and you don’t do that by stripping down and yelling, ‘Hop on, boys.’” Satisfied that she had the situation figured right, Marcie pouted, “But I’m so horny, Mom.” “I know, sweetheart, and that’s good that you show it, but you want them as horny as you are—hornier. Start by showing a little more pussy. Show them what those fingers are doing.” Marcie inched down the front of her panties to reveal her slick finger hooked inside her hole, dragging the slime up to her clit, then down the slit to her hole again. She did this several times, then said, “Like this?” “Yes, that’s very good. Now, show a little more. Move the panties to the tops of your thighs. That’s it, now give them a better look at your pussy. Move the hand so they can see the hole they’re going to fuck. Good, now display your clit. Show them how ready you are, how hot and horny you are. You want a stiff dick in you so badly you can taste it. Let them see that.” Julie was trying to steal the show. She’d gotten on her knees, kneeling over the cock, sucking and jacking to beat the band. Stomper tried to hold back, but with Marcie’s words and performance, he was a goner and cried out, “Here she blows!” Jan said, “Suck, Julie, suck! Suck hard, baby.” Her ass was to everyone except Stomper. On impulse, Jan said, “Wally, pull her shorts down and rip that blouse off her. A cheerleader should always suck cock in the raw.” Wally only gave his wife one astonished look before launching himself into action. Julie’s shorts and panties came down in one tug to her knees and he render the blouse in two by ripping up the back. The two halves slid to her elbows leaving her effectively naked. While sucking, Julie moved her knees apart to better show her lightly-downed and sopping wet pussy. Her father cupped her sex as Stomper reached from the top and insinuated a finger into her ass. Stomper cried out, “Fuck! It feels like a Hoover has me by the dick. Oh, yeah, baby! Suck that cum, bitch! Eat it! Fuck!…” Sperm poured down the kid’s throat as she sucked and swallowed as fast as she could. Julie ate it all without spilling a drop, then licked the dick while milking the last drops. When she finished, she fell back against her father’s chest in a sprawl, turned her head to her mother and breathlessly said, “Did I do good, Mom?” Jan reached across and tweaked a nipple, saying, “You did very good, Julie. Was it good?” “Ummm, yes! I love sperm.” “Good, all cheerleaders love sperm.” Stomper stood and examined his deflating member, saying, “Man, what a cock-sucker! I ain’t never had my dick sucked like that.” Marcie cried, “Mom, I wanna get fucked. This isn’t fair. I got them here, and Julie is going to suck them all dry before I get any.” Lester and Red sat with their mouths agape as Jan said, “You’ll get fucked, don’t worry about that. Julie is done for a while. We have six cocks and three cunts at this party. You’ll get your share, but you’re going to share. Now, get those panties off, you horny little slut.” Marcie whipped the panties off then assumed a wide-legged stance to properly fuck herself with both hands. Jan said, “Now, dance your way over to Lester and get close to do your figure eight dance with your hands behind your neck. Place everything at his disposal. Let him sample the wares.” Marcie sauntered over and straddled Lester’s legs, getting her cunt over his cock as she assumed the provocative pose and dance. Lester used his dick to follow the figure eight pattern, keeping the head pressed against her slimy hole. Marcie made three eights then started sinking. The cock began sinking as well, sinking inside. With three inches imbedded, Lester couldn’t take the tease any longer. He grabbed her hips and yanked her down. Marcie squealed, more from surprise than pain. She had a grimace on her face as she sat firmly on Lester’s groin with nine-inches of fat cock up her ex-virgin twat. Lester’s head had lolled back over the head-rest, then lolled right to look at Jan with a Cheshire-cat smile. He said, “This is fine pussy, Jan.” “I’m glad you like it. You’re her first.” To Marcie, Jan said, “He is your first, isn’t he?” Marcie could only nod. Jan smiled and said, “Take a little time to adjust, then start moving up and down slowly. You fuck him. He shouldn’t have to do a thing.” Seconds later, Marcie began moving. At first, she just ground her cunt in place, but she soon began lifting up by inches, then by six inches, then all the way to the tip and back down. Turning to her mother, she said, “Am I fucking him right?” “Yes, like that, only start building up more speed and put figure eights in your movements. The figure eight is the cheerleader’s movement. When guys see us do figure eights, they know what we’re suggesting.” Lester said, “Eight is now my favorite number. Red, you’re going to shit when you feel this kid’s snatch on your dick. It’s like a snot-covered velvet glove gripping your dick. I ain’t never felt pussy this good. I done died and went to heaven.” Oddly, Marcie found herself taking pride in his gross compliment. She also found herself enjoying the novel sensation of having a live organ filling her most intimate body part while spectators looked on. A candle, she realized, didn’t hold a candle to the real thing. She was now thankful that she’d gone too far with the candle as there was no hymen to tear and spoil the experience. There was no blood, and no one seemed to notice or care that she wasn’t actually a virgin. Her audience had gathered all around her and were copping feels. She had a brother on each breast, a sister exploring her stuffed twat with inquisitive fingers, a mother stroking her thighs, and a father trying to get a finger up her ass. Red squeezed in and poked a stiff dick at her lips. When the opportunity presented itself, she licked or sucked. More and more, she liked being the center of attention at an orgy. Furthermore, she came to like her mother’s plan whatever it was. She discovered that she enjoyed being vulgar, using the filthiest language, and best of all, doing these things before an audience. Marcie still couldn’t get over the fact that the more vulgar she behaved, the more approval she saw in her mother’s eyes. The lust she saw in her father’s eyes was icing on the cake. Being treated like meat by her siblings was a novel sensation she never dreamed she’d experience or tolerate much less crave. Her siblings treated her like an object they could have their way with, and they had no inhibitions about using her. Their mouths and fingers titillated private parts of her body adding to the thrill of her first sexual experience with a partner. Most of all, she liked the way her mother touched her. Marcie’s first fuck ended in a surprisingly quick blast of cum deep in her pussy. She milked that orgasm, then looked for Red. He found her and lifted her free of the spent tool. She came off with a wet-sucking pop, drooling sperm on Lester’s lap that Julie dove on and began lapping. Hands assisted in carrying her to her next customer. As Red sat, Marcie straddled his lap and immediately went to work on another stiff dick. He didn’t last much longer, but at least he triggered her orgasm. When Red dis cocked her, Stomper was ready. He had her stand, facing away. He stuffed her cunt from behind and fucked her hard as her upper body fell forward and her head lolled between her knees. He buffeted her cunt and poured another load into her well-used honey-pot. When he un-cunted, Wally cunted. After her father screwed her, she was exhausted. They laid her face-up on the bed and invited the boys to sample their sister. She laid still like a rag doll as her brothers mounted her and added their seed to the others. After Steve finished, Jan sat by Marcie’s shoulder, stroking her daughter’s face. Their eyes met. Marcie smiled weakly. Jan returned a bigger smile, saying, “You’re going to make a fine cheerleader, Marcie.” Marcie said, “I should. I’m lucky. I’m being privately coached by a pro.” Again, Jan looked for the sarcasm and again found none. She smiled and said, “I’m so proud of you, Marcie, so very proud.” “I know. I’m proud of you too, Mom.” Their eyes told all. Nothing more needed to be said. Jan saw no questions in Marcie’s eyes, and no need for explanations. All of Jan’s fears evaporated in Marcie’s loving and accepting gaze. On impulse, Jan moved her lips to Marcie’s to implant a loving, motherly kiss which brought cat-calls of, “All right, a lezzie show! Get it on, girls. Let’s see some cunt sucking!” Jan expected this response, but it took Marcie by complete surprise. After delivering the full-lipped kiss, Jan eased up a few inches to make eye contact. Their eyes spoke. Jan’s said, “I’m game if you are.” Marcie’s said, “I guess so.” Marcie said, “Mom, I’m messy down there. Let me wash up first.” Jan sat up and said, “I’m a pro, remember. Your messy pussy will be a treat. Just relax. Let’s give them a good show. I’m sure these guys would like to know what goes on in a cheerleader’s locker room.” Stomper excitedly said, “You guys eat each other, don’t you?” Jan stood and said, “I have never known a cheerleader that wasn’t nuts about pussy. Cheerleaders are notorious bisexuals, and cheerleader coaches are notorious dykes. Marcie’s coach is a dyke, as was Georgette and every other coach I ever had. Licking the coach’s pussy was an honor we fought over.” Lester said, “Hey, Marcie, did you ever eat that coach of yours? Is she really a dyke?” Marcie struggled up to her elbows, keeping her legs wide apart to respond, “Yes, she’s a dyke, and I’m her favorite. She loves having me eat her on my knees before all the other girls.” “Does she have a nice pussy?” “Yes. I love it. I’d eat her cunt for hours if she’d let me, but mostly I love showing off in front of the other girls. Like Mom says, it’s an honor to suck the coach’s cunt.” Red said, “God damnit, Lester, how come you never told us about that?” “Because Stella swore me to secrecy.” Lester turned his attention to the two women who eyed him curiously, saying, “Stella’s my twin sister. She tells me everything, that’s how I knew we’d be welcome. She’ll be here tomorrow, Marcie, so you can demonstrate your cunt-eating prowess.” Marcie and Jan exchanged surprised looks, and concerned looks. Stella could blow everything. Jan quickly addressed Lester, saying, “That’ll be nice. Stella knows how much I appreciate the way she took Marcie under her wing. She not only made Marcie a better cheerleader, she turned her into a devoted cunt lapper. Nobody has ever eaten me as well as Marcie does.” Lester, holding back a smirk, said, “She said you were the most accommodating mother on the squad. She said you practically handed your daughter to her on a silver platter, begging her to whip the kid into shape for you.” “She wasn’t exaggerating one bit. As I recall, I stripped Marcie naked and handed her into Stella’s arms, and that was at the first meeting of the squad with their mothers present. I wanted to get Marcie started off right.” “That’s what she said. She said no mother had ever done anything like that before, but it sure got things off on the right foot.” “Just glad I could help.” Julie sat up and cried out, “Mom, this isn’t fair. How come you never told me? How come I never got a chance. I’ll bet you I can do it as good as Marcie does. Wanna see?” “You’re not a cheerleader, yet, Julie. When you get on a squad, I’ll do the same for you. In the mean time, I’ll give you the opportunity to show what you can do. Don’t worry about that. For now, you sit back and watch—watch and learn.” With that, Jan addressed the audience and reached for her top button, saying, “Let’s get this show on the road. Since cunt games should always be done au natural, we’ll begin with another strip show.” Lester interrupted, “We don’t need another strip show. Just get naked. While your at it, why don’t you tell us the story about that first meeting. From what Stella told me, it was one hellofa meeting. The guys will love it.” “Okay, if that’s the way you want it.” Jan began to disrobe, saying, “The first meeting took place in the girl’s locker room long after school let out. I believe there were twelve girls there with their mothers. Men weren’t allowed. A few may have been there with aunts or grand mothers, but most were mothers, and almost all had been cheerleaders at some point. As I recall, the one that hadn’t been a cheerleader had another daughter that was in Stella’s squad the previous year.” Jan removed the shorts, then paused in only her panties to say, “I suppose that’s why Stella was so bold and forthright at that meeting. We adults knew the score. Only the girls were in the dark. Since four would be cut from the squad, the girls were all eager beavers. That’s what we call a pre-cut squad—eager beavers. They’re called that because they’ll do anything to make the cut.” Jan shimmied out of her panties and tossed them aside. She then posed in all her naked glory with hungry male eyes devouring the charms she displayed. Her tits were bigger than Marcie’s, but not as firm. Her thighs had a few extra pounds, but were anything but unsightly. What drew the eyes was her shaved pussy lips. To highlight her best asset, she sat on the edge of the mattress with her knees out, and her hands on her knees, a most unladylike pose, but a most provocative one. Marcie came to sit beside her mother. She wanted to hear the story her mother was making up, but mostly, she wanted to see what had everyone so enthralled. She wanted to see the pussy she was supposed to be so familiar with, the pussy she’d soon be eating, the pussy she’d always wondered what would be like to eat. She was not disappointed. She thought her mother had a beautiful pussy, and she loved the way she boldly showed it. Jan placed an arm around Marcie’s shoulder and drew her close, saying, “And this little mink was the eagerest beaver of all. Weren’t you, sweetheart?” “Yes, especially after you told me what an eager beaver was and what would be expected of us. I couldn’t believe my ears, but Mom never lied to me before, so I had to believe her.” Jan gave Marcie’s shoulder a hard squeeze that no one but Marcie noticed. The squeeze was a signal that effectively said, “Don’t say too much; this is my story.” Marcie shut up and placed her hand in her mother’s crotch as though she’d done it hundreds of times before. She toyed aimlessly with the pussy parts and Jan tried to pay this exciting contact no heed. Jan said, “I could see Stella was not about to waste any time with this new squad of fresh girls, and with that unique crowd of mothers all knowing the score, she flat laid it out and told everyone how it was going to be. She confessed to being a lesbian, then went on to say that her girls had better toe the lesbian mark or they’d never make the cut.” Stomper said, “Man, you gotta be shittin’ me. Lester, is she shittin’ us?” “She ain’t shittin’ you man. Shut up and listen. You ain’t gonna believe this shit, but it’s all true. I got it straight from Stella herself. Go on, Jan. Tell ‘em what you did.” Jan smiled because every guy except Lester was on the edge of his seat, dying to hear more. Julie was pissed and sat back with folded arms, fuming. Jan went on, saying, “You could have heard a pin drop after Stella dropped that bomb. Those girls, even Marcie, were stunned.” Marcie volunteered, “I was. I mean, I never thought she’d come right out in the open and say that even though we all knew she was a dyke—I mean, a lesbian.” She earned another squeeze. Lester said, “She calls herself a dyke. You’re not offending me if that’s what you’re worried about. Go on, Jan.” “Well, I wanted to make points and get Marcie off to a good start, so I raised my hand and was recognized. I stood and said, “My daughter is bisexual, but she’s leaning more toward girls. She’ll be no trouble at all.” A finger nudge prompted Marcie to speak, she said, “I was so shocked to hear her say that. I mean, I’d never done anything with any girl, and here she was telling all my friends that I was queer for girls. I was so embarrassed, but she is my mom, and I knew she knew what she was doing. I just smiled.” “She smiled, but she was smiling through a deep red face. Stella smiled and smiled big, then said, ‘Is that so? Take off her clothes. Let’s see what she’s bringing to the squad. Have her face the group.’” Red cried out, “Hot damn! Boy, that Stella is something else. I’ll bet you liked ta shit, huh, Marcie?” Marcie said, “No shit, especially when Mom dragged me to my feet and made me face all those people.” A squeeze silenced her. Jan said, “I wasn’t prepared to go that far, but what could I do? It was a challenge. Stella was calling my bluff. I really had no choice, so I started taking off her clothes. Poor Marcie. I thought she was going to die. The poor thing was trembling as I took off her bra. When I dropped her panties, I thought she’d pass out. I didn’t plan on picking her up, but I thought I’d better. I scooped her into my arms and handed her to Stella.” Stomper clapped and shouted, “Far fuckin’ out! What’d she do, take her to a back room and girl fuck her? Stella’d do that shit. She don’t care. What’d she do, Jan?” “You won’t believe this, but she girl-fucked my daughter right there and then.” This news was like a splash of cold water to everyone listening, everyone except Lester. They all became animated, expressing disbelief. Julie stood and cried, “I can’t believe you never told me. Why didn’t you tell me? Nobody tells me anything.” She sat with a huff and folded her arms again. Wally had a look of pure astonishment. The boys were all grins. The men were stroking new erections, talking excitedly among themselves, giving each other high fives. Marcie was finger fucking two pussies as Jan reclined on straight arms to bask in the effect of her outrageous story. She could not believe that her own family bought that bull shit story, but they obviously did, and loved it. Julie was only upset that she’d been left out. They had no trouble accepting that she’d behave this way. As a result, Jan began thinking. She thought about the way Marcie had also gotten excited by the tale. She enjoyed hearing it, though she knew the truth. She enjoyed toying with her mother’s pussy and seemed genuinely enthralled by it. Her interest was no act. She looked upon the wide open beaver with a hunger reserved for horny males that had been at sea for months. She looked eager to get her mouth on it. Jan mulled this over and then a bold idea popped into her head: “Why ever come clean? Why undo what she’d done after the party ended. The party need never end. Only Marcie would know the truth, and she didn’t appear to want the party to end either. A deliciously wicked thrill coursed through Jan as she thought more along those line. This was followed by a desire to get nastier and make the party even more interesting than it was. After just a few minutes to ponder, Jan said, “Marcie, why don’t you get on your knees between my legs and we’ll show them what Stella did to you.” Everyone became silent and sat forward as Marcie slipped to her knees then inched between her mother’s legs. Jan said, “Stella was in the position I’m in now with her skirt pulled up. She was not wearing panties, so Marcie faced a naked cunt, just as she is now. Stella reached out, took a handful of Marcie’s hair, like this, and brought her face square into her cunt, just like this.” This act launched everyone from their seats. They crowded in to see Marcie’s face wedded to the beaver. When Marcie was close enough, her tongue shot out and went to work immediately. By the time they had onlookers, the tongue was deep inside, laving the interior walls of Jan’s cunt. Marcie’s face was pressed in tightly, and not from the pull. Jan held her by the hair, but that was just for show. Jan said, “Of course, she wasn’t eating pussy as she is now. That first time, she was in shock. All she did was get her face fucked, but she got her face fucked good, by a pro. I stood right beside them the whole time and never said a word. Marcie’s been a good little pussy pet ever since. Haven’t you, sweetie?” Marcie just nodded and kept eating. She was taught never to talk with her mouth full. Marcie was a good girl, and becoming a damn good cheerleader. She made her mother proud; she also made her mother cum. When Stella showed up with Bubba and Sambo, she made her mother a breeder and a grandmother nine months later. She would have had a bright cheerleading career had the videos not gotten out and the baby not been so black. Oh, well, the story still has a happy ending. They got to keep Sambo, and he turned out to be great with kids. The End Author’s note: I know this is an abrupt ending, but the rest is too predictable and would be of little interest to a sophisticated porn audience such as yourself.
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    “Confessions of a Slut” By Phil Phantom


    _____________________________________________________________ ___________________________________________________________


Melody Mathews turned heads wherever she went. She was a lady with class and the looks and body to match. She wore her clothes stylishly sexy while not appearing slutty. No one would ever accuse Melody Mathews of slutty behavior. Melody married a successful businessman with political ambitions. She never worked a day in her life, but volunteered for every social cause that came around. She was active in church and her daughter’s school activities, and never gave anyone cause to lift an eyebrow. Shannon Mathews was her mother’s equal in poise and beauty, though she had just turned fourteen and had not fully developed into her mother’s 37-23-35 figure. Still, she had a figure that, when walking beside her mother, caused traffic snarls on slow traffic days. The two were often seen together, as Melody had the time to devote herself to proper parenting and the pampering indulgence of an only child. Gordon Mathews was surprised to see Melody enter his downtown office, and a bit dismayed. She only came to the office to hit him up for one cause or another. After the secretary closed the door behind Melody, Gordon reached for his check book, saying, “Just tell me how much, Melody.” Melody sat in the seat before his large desk with a somber look on her face. Gordon closed the check book and said, “What is it Melody?” “I’m sorry to bother you at the office, but I finally got the courage to talk, so here I am.” “That’s fine, but what is it?” “Gordon, I have something just awful to tell you.” Gordon stood and said, “Did something happen to Shannon?” “No, Shannon’s fine.” Gordon eased back into his chair as she went on. “It’s something I’ve done.” “Melody, just spit it out. What did you do, overwrite your check book again?” “No, nothing like that.” Melody took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, then blurted out, “Gordon, I’ve been unfaithful.” “Is this a joke?” “Gordon, please, it’s no joke. I’d never joke about a thing like that.” “Out with it, Melody. Come clean, and I mean squeaky clean.” Melody sighed, looked up at the ceiling, then said, “I’ve been having sex with my gynecologist, Dr. Langdon.” “Is that what these monthly visits are all about?” “Yes. We’re not having an affair. I’d never do that, but we have sex in his office. It’s just sex, no kissing or loving, just sex and then I go.” “Oh, well as long as you didn’t kiss.” “Don’t make light of this, please. It started off innocent on my first visit eight months ago. He asked if the nurse could leave because she had work to catch up on. I said yes, because he’d always been so professional. As soon as she left us alone, he began acting very unprofessional, feeling me up, not examining me. He turned me on. I couldn’t help it.” “No, of course not. He felt you up.” “Please don’t mock me. I’m trying to be serious.” “Go on.” “I think every woman imagines what a pelvic would be like with a good looking nasty doctor that took liberties while she was so vulnerable and open. I did, anyway. When the liberties started, I just let them continue. He massaged my vagina with his penis on that visit and had sex with me on the second a week later. I didn’t know how to stop him; I couldn’t stop him. I just laid there and let him do with my body whatever he chose to do.” Gordon started laughing, putting stress on Melody. He said, “I’m sorry, sweetheart, but I can just picture you lying there taking this fuck like a trooper. As long as I’ve been trying to get you to sleep around discretely, did you actually think I’d be pissed?” “No, I knew you’d be overjoyed.” “Damn right. He’s perfect for you. He sure as hell won’t tell anyone, so there’s no harm done to my political career. To show you how not pissed I am, I’ll even pay for these fuck sessions of yours. You can now have weekly sessions, and just tell Langdon to mail the bills to my office. He’ll probably get a kick out of billing me for servicing my wife. Deborah will get an even bigger kick out of paying that bill.” “You’re not going to tell your secretary are you?” “I have a confession, too. She’s more than a secretary; she’s my mistress.” “What?” “Hey, two can play that game. Don’t worry, it’s not a romance. We just love to fuck. What a coincidence, we also do the dirty deed in an office, usually right on that couch. If you’d have arrived thirty minutes earlier, you could have watched. We’d have enjoyed that. We’ve both talked about bringing you in on our dirty secret. Deborah has a thing for threesomes with another chick. She’s quite smitten with you, Melody. Have you ever considered girl/girl action?” Melody’s face turned blood red, not from anger but from embarrassment. She said, “Gordon, I’m so pleased you are taking this so well, and I am grateful for the offer to pay for weekly sessions. In truth, I doubt there will be any more sessions, although you are right, Dr. Langdon would get a big charge out of billing you directly. As for you and Deborah, I’ve suspected for some time. I’m glad you have a mistress as young and lovely as Deborah. She seems very nice and clean. I’d like to be her friend and be open about this, but a threesome with her would be a bit too much for me to handle right now. I could never reciprocate, and I’d feel badly about receiving without returning in kind.” “Shit, Melody, she’d be honored to lick your pussy for you. All you have to do is sit back, spread your legs, and enjoy. I’ll take care of Deborah’s pussy, don’t you worry about that.” “That sounds tempting, Gordon, but I still don’t think I can handle that. You know I have a thing about oral sex.” “What the hell is that doctor doing for his money? Don’t tell me he’s not making use of that beautiful mouth of yours.” “He does, even after we’ve had sex. I’ve come a long way in eight months. I’ll show you if you want, but later.” “Well, that makes the money well spent if he can turn you into a decent cock sucker.” “Gordon, there’s more. I haven’t told you the difficult part.” “Let it out girl. Is he packing your poop chute, too? Has he taken you down the old dirt road? Has he been driving his big rig down the Hershey Highway.” “Your crude metaphors aside, yes, but that’s not it. Gordon, he got me pregnant. He did it on purpose. I’m not developing a tummy pouch. I’m four months along.” Gordon’s expression changed as he studied the noticeable swell in Melody’s lower abdomen. He sat up to look over the desk top into Melody’s lap. She leaned back for him as he said, “What do you mean, he did it on purpose?” “He planned the session to fall on my ovulation cycle. Like I said, he intended to get me pregnant.” “Weren’t you aware of this?” “Yes, he told me he wanted to get me pregnant. I went along because I figured he could take care of it before anyone noticed. I thought he just wanted the thrill of knocking me up. He did, but I just found out he wants me to stay pregnant now that it’s too late to go to another doctor for an abortion. I’m sorry, Gordon, but I’m going to have Dr. Langdon’s baby, and there’s not a damn thing I can do about that.” Gordon was up and pacing while Melody sat stoically watching. He paced silently for a few moments, then said, “How stupid can you be, Melody? Do you realize what you’ve done? I’ll be a laughing stock. After I participated in that article on men with vasectomies, everybody in town will know it’s not mine.” “I know. I’m so sorry. I was so stupid.” “I may as well hang a sign on my chest that says: ‘I’m married to an adulterous whore.’ A month from now, when your pregnant condition is obvious to everyone, you may as well wear a sign that says, “I am a whoring wife who doesn’t even bother with protection when she sleeps around.” “I know! I know! I feel just awful, cheap, and vulgar. I feel like a whore, Gordon. I feel like the lowest of whores, a married whore with another man’s child growing in her womb. When I wear my tight stretch knit dresses, I can feel people looking at my paunch and thinking those things about me. Some of the people know I’m pregnant. They snicker and whisper to others. It’s bad now, and my belly gets bigger every day.” Gordon came to stand between Melody and his desk. He leaned back on the desk while studying her with a critical eye. After a long silence, he calmly said, “I see you still wear those tight stretchy dresses. Stand up, Melody.” Melody stood. “Turn in profile.” She turned. “Yes, they make your condition quite obvious. Deborah brought your belly to my attention just the other day. She said you were pregnant, but I laughed it off. You’re getting off on this aren’t you? I’ll bet you can’t wait to waddle down main street in your ninth month. Have you already picked out the string bikini you plan to wear?” “Gordon, I…” “I’ll just bet your pussy is drooling. Step over here.” Melody bowed her head and came to stand before Gordon. Normally, she would never submit to such an inspection, but she came quietly as though eager. He reached under her dress and encountered a sloppy wet, naked pussy. He drew his fingers through the wet and slimy slit while saying, “You slut. You stopped off for a fuck before coming to me with this news. And when did you start going out without panties?” “Two weeks ago. Dr. Langdon ordered me not to ever wear bra or panties again.” “He ordered you?” “Yes. He ordered me to come to you like this. I had to swing by his office so he could fuck me.” “And you obey all orders?” “I have so far.” “When did you start shaving your pussy?” “He shaved it eight months ago. I have kept it shaved every day since.” “Has it really been that long since I saw your pussy?” “Or felt it. You saw my pussy on our anniversary, ten months and two weeks ago Saturday.” “I did notice your new braless look, and now that I think of it, I first noticed two weeks ago. Obviously, you have been following his orders to the letter, too.” “I have to. He has friends that check.” “Oh, how nice for you.” He pulled the hem to her waist and saw a greasy thumb print on her mound with mare dark smudges on both inner thighs. He said, “I see you just got checked. So Langdon shares his slut with his friends, and from the looks of things, one is his god damn mechanic?” “Yes. He also shared me with the work crew painting his office building. They were the same five guys who painted our house last month.” “Great! They did a good job, now they’re been tipped. How many of his friends have you serviced?” “Eight, no, nine, but that’s not counting the five painters.” “I see you’re already starting to lose track.” Gordon was still toying with her sex, and Melody was still offering him a passive pose, pressing her heated loins to his hand with a sensuous rolling of her pelvis. Gordon said, “And now you’re pregnant with another man’s child and forced to carry the little bastard full term.” Melody bit her lower lip and ground her cunt on the hand more forcefully. “You must be absolutely thrilled. Well, Melody, I have a surprise for you. I’m thrilled for you.” Melody stopped her pelvic grind and gave Gordon a curious look. Gordon said, “That’s right, I’m not going to divorce you. My political ambitions are over, but I wasn’t all that enthused about public service anyway. Your soiled reputation will have no effect on my business, so I’m thrilled for you. I can take the heat if you can.” “Gordon, are you serious? You’re not really that upset?” “No, surprised at the depths to which you’ve already sunk without my being aware, but not upset.” “I couldn’t stop. He has this way with me. Each visit gets nastier and nastier. I was gang raped by those painters while strapped to his exam table on my last visit two weeks ago. He drags me deeper each time. I leave his office every time swearing I’ll never return, but when the next month rolls around, I’m there. His ways are masterful. He gives me an entire month to dwell and adjust, and finally to accept what I’ve done. When the appointed time rolls around, I’m ready to try more.” “So, you must be truly thrilled by my offer to pay for weekly visits.” Melody hung her head and said, “In truth, I was, but I knew you’d retract the offer after you learned the truth.” “But I intend to follow through. Does that thrill you?” Melody’s raised her eyes with keen, surprised interest, saying, “I…uh…yes, it does. Oh Gordon, I’m so frightened and confused. I’m already in way over my head. I should have stopped months ago, four at least. I could not go on any further without you. I need you there. I need to know you’ll be there for me. I feel myself sinking out of control. I know I’m headed for disaster, ruin, shame and degradation, but I want to go on. I am discovering things about my sexuality that I never dreamed existed, and I now crave them. I want more. I feel like I have an addiction, a sexual addiction.” “I never thought I’d hear you utter those words. My hat is off to the doctor. I obviously went about turning you into a slut all wrong.” “Well, he’s doing everything right so far, but I need a safety net if I’m going to stay with the circus. I need to know you’ll be there for me, to catch me, or lift me up at the end. It will end, too. Dr. Langdon is out to turn me into a full-blown slut, to ruin me. He told me so, and he’s doing it just for kicks. When he accomplishes his goal, he’ll drop me. Will you be there to catch me, clean me, and set me back on my feet?” “Yes, I’ll be there, but I won’t clean you up. You’ll remain a slut, but you’ll be my slut after Langdon is through with you. In the mean time, you’re his slut, and I expect you to do anything he asks of you to the best of your ability.” Melody launched herself into Gordon’s arms, hugging his neck tightly, saying, “Oh god yes, I swear I will. I’ll do anything he asks of me, anything at all. I’ll deny him nothing, and I’ll be your loving slut for the rest of my life. I’ll lick your cum from your lover’s pussies. I’ll fuck your friends, your clients, your associates. I’ll work in nude bars and sell my pussy for you. I’ll do live sex acts on stage and pose for men’s magazines, the vulgar ones like Beaver Hunt, and Pussy Pleasures.” “Don’t forget the dogs, my favorite perversion.” “Oh, yes, I’ll do that too. I’ll do that just for you, Gordon. Langdon has never mentioned bringing dogs in, but I could easily drop the hint by telling him that I’ll do anything but have sex with a dog. He’ll have a dog at my next session.” “I have a better idea. Why don’t you come right out and offer to perform with a dog for he and his friends.” “Oh god, Gordon! If I did that, Langdon would advance his schedule by months, and with weekly sessions, I’d be a full-blown slut in no time. That’s what you want, though, isn’t it? Oh, Gordon, you’re so clever. You really do want me as a slut, don’t you.” “Do you really have to ask? The question is, will you go through with fucking a dog…in public?” “Yes, I will. I’ll be a bitch for you, a human bitch…and I would love to be bred in public.” “You can make him the offer in front of Shannon. She’ll be with you at your next session. [Melody’s face fell along with her mouth.] Yes, and you’ll be taking Shannon with you every week. I’m paying for her, too.” “Gordon, you can’t be serious?” “Can’t I? Do you honestly think you could keep her out of this? Doesn’t he know about Shannon?” “Yes, he knows.”


    “Don’t you think Langdon wants to drag her in? He’s no fool, Melody. A mother/daughter team like you and Shannon will be the ultimate crowd pleaser. Melody, look at me. Tell me you didn’t realize this.” “Oh, all right. Yes, I knew. He already told me of his plans for Shannon.” “But you still want to go forward, right?” “I told you, I can’t stop myself. I need you to stop me. One of us has to act responsibly for Shannon’s sake.” “But I have no intention of stopping you or even slowing you down. I intend to speed things along, and it’s because of Shannon.” “But why, Gordon? Why would you want to do this to Shannon? She’s so young and innocent.” “Two sluts are better than one; besides, that little honey gives me the worst case of blue balls. I can’t wait to vent years of pent-up lust in her tight little pussy.” “Gordon, she’s your daughter.” “She’s also the finest piece of tail in the state. Do you still want to go on?” “Yes, damnit. I told you, I can’t stop myself. If you won’t stop me, Shannon is destined to share my fate. I want you to know that dragging her down with me may be my undoing. I don’t know if I can handle that. I was hoping to postpone her involvement until the last possible moment, but you obviously have other ideas. Her first trip to see Dr. Langdon will probably put her in therapy for years, especially if you insist I make the offer to fuck a dog in front of Shannon.” “I insist. Don’t worry about Shannon’s mental health. We’re going to begin warming her up this evening over dinner with you, me, and Deborah. You are going to introduce Deborah as my mistress, then you’re going to tell Shannon about your pregnant condition and make a full confession of every act of infidelity, in graphic detail, using every filthy term you can imagine. I want this evening to last a long time so that it really sinks in. I want Shannon brought close to your level in one night, and I want her at your level by your next session.” “She’ll never be able to manage that. She won’t make it through the evening. She’ll die, Gordon, especially if I tell her in the manner you just described. She’s never heard me use a single curse word, much less describe the sex act using gutter language.” “She won’t die, because you are going to turn her on with the way you tell it. When you discuss your baby, you’ll stand over her in plain sight of me and Deborah and lift your dress high. You’ll place her hand on your belly, then run her fingers low over your pussy on the pretext of feeling the baby. Each pass will take her hand lower and lower. By the time you start describing your sex life, you will be holding her hand tightly between your legs. Before long, you will be masturbating with Shannon’s hand.” “Jesus Christ, Gordon. You can’t be serious.” “I’m dead serious.” “Well, I certainly hope you know what you’re doing, because I will do exactly as you say. If you want to see a masturbation spectacle involving me and Shannon, and Shannon cooperates, I will give you the show you want. I will make the scene as vulgar as I possibly can if the shock factor is what you’re after.” “That’s exactly what I’m after. I’m impressed, Melody. You seem totally committed all of a sudden.” Melody smiled a devilish smile and said, “I should be totally committed—to an insane asylum. You’re right, though, I am. I made that decision just before I came up here. I was either going to stop cold, or go all the way without holding back. In truth, I was committed to quitting the sessions after the third session when Dr. Langdon shared me with two of his friends while I was helplessly bound to his exam table. His telling me what he had planned for Shannon brought me back to the fourth session. I have thought of little else since then, and I have been laying the groundwork since that fourth meeting when I stripped naked before Langdon and six of his friends.” “That’s my girl. Tell me, how have you been laying the ground work?” “By exposing myself to her, by talking about sex, acting horny in public and at home, and by letting her catch me masturbating. She has caught me masturbating three times now. She’s also seen me flirting with men, and she once saw me allow a man to fondle me under my dress. This was one of Langdon’s friends that was checking to see that I wore nothing under my dress.” “And Shannon saw this? Do tell. Details, I want details.” “He did this in an elevator with Shannon and a very startled elderly couple looking on. I only offered slight resistance while he crudely felt me up for a twenty floor ride in a slow elevator. I stood there and let this virtual stranger finger fuck me with Shannon looking on. I let him push my dress clear up to my tits. I fell back against the wall with my feet shoulder width apart and just stood there. She and the couple watched his fingers fucking my shaved cunt.” “That’s terrific. Shannon won’t be shocked to hear your confession then.” “She will be shocked, but certainly not traumatized. Who knows, she may enjoy my confession as much as she enjoyed watching me get finger banged in an elevator. Actually, I think you came up with an excellent way to break the ice with Shannon. I was stymied. I think your plan will work without traumatizing her. She never shies away from physical contact with me, and there are times when I think she’s a bit overly affectionate. She is very interested in my intimate anatomy, that much I know for a certainty. I know she won’t try to pull her hand away. Holding onto her hand will give me a sense of how she is physically responding to my confession.” “I’m sure she’ll be fine, just don’t look like you are being forced into this confession.” “Oh, no, she’d hate you if she thought that. I’ll be convincing. I’m the whore, and I intend to make that fact perfectly clear to her, if I haven’t already. In fact, I was thinking that removing my dress completely would be better than hiking my skirt. She adores my breasts, and being totally naked before your mistress will be much more degrading and effective for turning her on. My tits will be in her face the whole time. As long as there’s a naked tit to look at, Shannon won’t want to leave the room under any circumstances.” “You make her sound like a lezzie.” “She may be inclined that way, but I doubt she’s a confirmed lesbian. If you’d seen the way she acted around those painters, you’d have no doubt about her sexual orientation. If I hadn’t been there, you’d have two pregnant females under your roof. I finally gave up on keeping her decently dressed. She has a strong exhibitionistic streak in her.” “Interesting, so she’s growing horns is she?” “She’s at that age when sex is all she thinks about. We don’t talk about sex, but I remember that age and I know the look. I would say she’s strongly bisexual and extremely oral. If I presented her with an inviting spread beaver, I think she’d dive on it without prompting. Would you like me to give that a try tonight? I think we should try to take her as far as she’s willing to go. She has a lot of catching up to do, because I want to schedule my next session as soon as possible.” “Yes, I agree, but you just gave me an idea that Deborah would love. Suppose when you introduce Deborah as my mistress you launch into a speech about how she is the pre-eminent female, and that she must be treated as royalty, served hand and foot, pampered, blah, blah, blah. Then setting the example, you kneel before Deborah, raise her skirt, and plant a deep kiss to the center of her cunt. Deborah will give you a spread that will make that kiss most effective. After you kiss her twat, invite Shannon to do likewise. Don’t order, invite. If she goes for it, then by all means get her to eat you later in the evening. If she balks, we’ll save that for another day, possibly after her first session with Langdon.” “I love it, and I love the way your mind works. We compliment each other more than we ever suspected. Now, I’d like to do something for you and Deborah, a warm-up for us. Why don’t you bring her in here and humiliate me before her. Put me in my place. Strip me, make me grovel at her feet, and by all means, make me serve her with my mouth. I’m ready now. I’ll make you proud, Gordon, but don’t have her do anything for me. It would not be proper for a mistress to serve a wife. I am to be put in my place, remember?” “You shall be, Melody. You are going to love this girl’s snatch, and Deborah will shit kittens when she sees what I have in store for you. Wait here. I want to have a talk with her first to set the scene.” “Just so I know, what are you going to tell her?” “Basically, I’m going to lay it out as it really is with the exception that I am forcing you to return to the sessions and on a weekly basis. Just look forced, cowed, humbled, ashamed, and humiliated. That will get Deborah’s juices flowing. Don’t be eager, be subservient, very subservient. This might take a while, so get comfortable and be thinking about how to appear properly humbled and subservient when we enter.” Gordon left, and Melody thought. Thirty minutes later, Gordon and Deborah entered his office to find Melody, naked, sitting back on her heels, head down with her arms behind her back. Deborah giggled excitedly and exclaimed, “Oh, Gordon, I love this.” Gordon surveyed Melody and decided she never looked more desirable. He wanted to excuse Deborah and make passionate love to his wife. He fought that impulse and strode over to her, taking her by the hair and lifting her tear-stained face up to Deborah, saying, “Take a good look at the queen bee. Piss her off, and I’ll have you working for tips in a nude bar down in colored town.” Gordon addressed Deborah, saying, “Introduce Melody to the queen bee’s pussy, and let her pay homage to it.” Deborah giggled and said, “Oh, Gordon, I couldn’t do that—could I?” “I insist. This will put her in her place. Let her worship the hole I fuck.” Deborah could barely contain her excitement as she moved before Melody, jutting her loins in Melody’s face. The excited secretary lifted her dress and stood with her feet widely-planted. Gordon used his grip on Melody’s hair to move her face between Deborah’s legs. Deborah hunched her back and widened her knees, looking between her legs as Melody’s beautiful face merged with her shaved pussy. Melody never saw or imagined a more attractive vagina or one that smelled so exciting. Deborah had no offensive odor in her crotch, only the aroma of a sweet perfume blended with feminine musk, freshly fucked, a heady combination that soon drew Melody’s tongue out and into the wet slit of Deborah’s sex. Deborah swooned and giggled, then began grinding her cunt on Melody’s dutifully subservient working tongue. Melody groveled in the cunt of her husband’s mistress, using her tongue liberally, sending her stiff tongue deep inside, then flattened and broad on an external exploration. Deborah cried, “Gordon, this is super, absolutely super. Now, I believe every word you said. I can get used to this real fast. Tell me again what you’re going to make her do tonight with Shannon. This time, assume Shannon wants a lick, and tell me how Melody will coach her into eating me out till I cum. I want to cum in Shannon’s mouth tonight, Gordon. God, I want that so badly, especially if Melody will be there to see it. Mother/daughter action drives me wild.” Gordon described his fantasy scene, and in doing so told Melody what they expected for the night to be a success. Melody wanted nothing more than for the evening to be a complete success, above and beyond their wildest expectations. Her mind began formulating ideas of her own as she expertly served Deborah’s pussy most subserviently through two orgasms. She also gave Gordon his first blow job from her wedded mouth. He patted her head and told her she was a good cock sucker. Deborah patted Melody’s head and told her she was a good cunt lapper, too. Melody hung her head in mock shame.


     *


Melody had three hours to be alone with Shannon before Gordon and Deborah were due to arrive. She decided she needed to make good use of those three hours if the performance was to be a great success. In order to assure success, she needed to eliminate as many surprises as possible. She knew Shannon better than any person can know another person, but the one area she new least about was Shannon’s attitudes about sex, or Shannon’s sexual likes and dislikes. What she did know was that Shannon was a peeper and very oral. A peeper, because she was always on hand whenever Melody dressed or undressed. And oral because Shannon nursed until she was six, long after the milk ran dry, which also explained her breast fascination. Melody had always guarded her modesty, even around Shannon, because the hard stares at her chest or crotch made her uncomfortable. Only in the recent past months had she gradually lowered her guard while trying not to be too obvious. Seeing the possible future that lay before her, she decided that any show of modesty had to change, and quickly. When Shannon walked in the door after school, Melody arranged to be padding through the dining room in her birthday suit, almost colliding with Shannon. Even though they didn’t touch, Shannon dropped her armful of books and papers. Melody stopped to help Shannon gather her things, all the while surreptitiously keeping an eye on where Shannon looked the most. To cover her visual eaves dropping, Melody talked, saying, “I didn’t mean to startle you, Shannon. I guess I lost track of time. Is it really four-thirty already?” Melody noted the blush right away, then noted that her crotch drew more attention than her breasts. She went from a stoop to a squat as she turned to face Shannon head (or rather, cunt) on, keeping her knees out obscenely wide. Shannon had only to raise her eyes slightly to look directly into her mother’s yawning beaver, just inches from her face. The pose was so brazen and vulgar, Shannon could barely function. Melody saw Shannon reaching blindly for her things as her eyes were not looking where her fingers were groping. Melody gathered most of the items herself while keeping her beaver squarely in Shannon’s face. She gathered the items with meticulous deliberation, then stood. Shannon looked up the columns of her mother’s naked legs, then gradually rose to stand before her. Melody handed the items to Shannon and said, “Sorry about being naked, but I often go about in the nude when no one is home. I hope this doesn’t offend you.” Shannon still had a full flush to her features, and her voice showed a tremor caused by jangled nerves as she said, “Offend me? Why should your body offend me? You’re my Mom. We’re family. And besides, we’re both girls. What’s there to get offended about?” “I guess I’m being silly and old fashioned, but you’re absolutely right. We should feel free to go naked in this house. We’re family, and it is just us girls, right?” “Right. It’s no big deal. Go naked all you want. I might even try it some day.” “I am so relieved. Boy, when I realized I had squatted right in your face with my knees out, I thought, ‘Oh my god! What must Shannon be thinking of me?” “Mom, I wasn’t thinking anything. I hardly noticed.” “You must have been thinking something. I saw you staring right between my legs. [Shannon took on a deep blush] You can be honest with me, Shannon. You were disgusted, weren’t you? You must think only a slut would shave her vagina and assume such a shameless pose so casually.” “No, not at all. Never. I think your vagina is bea…nice looking…I mean, it is…uh, a natural part of you, and, and it’s not offensive at all. I’m sure lots of ladies shave down there.” “Well, sweetheart, I’m flattered that you feel that way. You know, I’ll share a secret with you. I like looking at other women’s vaginas. I think the vagina is a beautiful organ, and I sometimes envy men. That’s shocking, isn’t it?” “Not really. It just means your human like the rest of us. I like looking at naked girls. I look at other girls’ vaginas in the gym showers. Everybody does it, but they try not to get caught. I think it’s natural. I liked looking at your vagina up close that way. You never see them like that. Most of the ones I’ve seen are just the front view, and you can’t see much from the front with all that hair in the way.” “I know what you mean. The only way to look at a pussy is with the legs wide open and shaved bald. Oops! I see by your expression, I slipped. Well, damnit, I hate clinical words for body parts. I prefer the word pussy. In fact, I love the word pussy.” Shannon giggled and said, “I do too. It was just so strange hearing you say that word.” “Well, get used to it, because from now on, between me and you, a pussy is a pussy, a cock is a cock, and when they get together, they fuck.” Shannon’s right hand patted her upper chest. Her eyes went wide. “Wow, Mom, you took my breath away—the ‘f’ word too?” “Fuck, Shannon. Go ahead; Say fuck; I’d like to hear you say fuck.” “All right…fuck.” Shannon smiled self-consciously, then said, “Cocks fuck pussies.” “There you go. Now your talking my language. This is great, you and me, finally opening up, sharing, being open and honest with each other. I like this, I really do. I like being naked in front of you. I like having you look at my body, especially when I see you looking at my shaved pussy.” Melody plopped into a nearby chair with her legs hanging over the arm rests. She said, “There, see, no shyness whatsoever.” Shannon giggled, then settled to her knees directly before her mother. She sat on the backs of her heels, saying, “I can’t get over this change in you.” “Well, get over it, because I feel like changing.” “I didn’t mean that to sound negative. I like this change. I like looking at your shaved pussy, Mom. I love your naked body—all of it. You’re very sexy, and your pussy is beautiful. There, I said it.” “You make me blush, Shannon, but I completely understand. I think I am developing a crush on your father’s mistress. She shaves her pussy, too. I would love to kiss that gorgeous doll right between her legs. How’s that for honesty and openness?” Shannon had her mouth open. When she recovered, she said, “Dad has a mistress?” “Sure, I thought you knew. You’ve met her, Deborah, his secretary.” “Deborah is Dad’s mistress? Are you sure?” “Oh, absolutely. Don’t you think she’s beautiful, Shannon?” “Well, yes, she is, but why aren’t you angry at her—at them?” “Honey, I’m no angel. At least your father picks one decent girl and sticks with her, and I adore the way she tastes on your father’s cock.” “Mom, you’re blowing my mind. What’s happening?” “Oh, Shannon, how foolish of me to assume you were ready for this. I always forget you’re only a child of fourteen. I think of you as so much older, worldly, experienced in sexual matters. I forget you’re still a child, and a virgin to boot.” Melody struggled as though to get up. She set one leg down, but Shannon reached out in an almost panicked reaction to stop the other. She prevented Melody from freeing her left leg from the arm rest while saying, “I am not a child, Mother. I know about these things. I’m not shocked. I think it’s really cool that you have a crush on Dad’s mistress. I think it’s super cool that you want to kiss her pussy. You guys ought to do a threesome. See, I surprised you, didn’t I? You didn’t think I knew about threesomes.” Melody slowly settled and allowed Shannon to replace her freed leg, noticing that Shannon left her right hand on the inside of her left thigh, just above the knee. Shannon also used the opportunity to scoot up close, so that when she sat back on her heels, she wouldn’t need to relinquish her hold on the leg. Melody said, while trying to suppress an amused grin, “I guess I had you figured right after all. You’re fourteen going on twenty. Here, let me get this nasty beaver closer for you.” Shannon held her place as her mother relaxed in a slump bringing her wide-spread beaver to the edge of the seat’s cushion, just inches from her daughter’s hungry eyes. Shannon stared right into the core of her mother’s yawning sex and let her hand drift down to the intimate area of her mother’s inner thigh while saying, “That’s right. You’d be surprised at all I know.” Melody said, “You know, Shannon, your father has been bugging me to lay it all out for you so he won’t look bad if you find out about his mistress. Besides, he’d like to get everything out in the open so that he can start bringing her here to fuck. I’d like that very much, and I think you’re ready.” “Oh, I am. That would be so cool.” “Well, I’m going to ask that he invite her to dinner tonight. I will make a full confession to you, bringing you current on all my dirty deeds. I will also introduce you to Deborah as Dad’s mistress, but you had best be mature about this, or at least, try to act mature.” “I’m ready, Mom, I really am ready. I’ll be so mature about this. I’ll go out of my way to make her feel welcome and comfortable.” “You’d better, but I bet I can make you blush.” “I’ll bet you can’t. No way can you make me blush, not even if you confess what you let that man do to you in the elevator last Saturday.” “That was nothing. That was a peck on the cheek by a grand parent compared to what I’ve done. I’ll bet I can make you leave the room in tears.” “If that was nothing, you couldn’t make me leave with a gun in your hand. That was the biggest sexual thrill of my life. If that was nothing, I’ll be all ears and smiles, just waiting to hear more.” “I might just lick Deborah’s pussy just to gross you out.” “You think that would gross me out? Lick her pussy in front of me, I dare you. I double dare you!” “All right, but if I do lick her pussy, you have to lick her pussy until she has an orgasm.” “You’re on, but if you chicken out, then you have to lick my pussy till I have an orgasm. Let’s shake on that.” “Will you let me lick your pussy in front of your father and Deborah?” “Well…no, I was thinking later, after they leave.” “Who said they’re leaving. If she stays the night, I’ll be sleeping with you. I could do it then, but what’s the matter, are you chicken to show your pussy?” “No, I’m not chicken. I’ll even shave it so they can see everything better. I’ll even do the splits while standing on my head if you want. I’m not chicken.” “Shit, I’ll bet you’d freeze up tighter than a clam if I tried to run my hand up your leg tonight.” “I would not. I’d spread my legs, that’s what. I ran my hand up your leg. I’ll even touch your pussy. See?” Melody felt an electric charge of excitement at Shannon’s hesitant light touch to her pubic mound. With her passive silence, Shannon dared to let her fingers trail down one lip and up the other. Melody’s continued silence brought increases in the pressure until Shannon was moving the wet fleshy parts about in her hesitant explorations, waiting to be stopped. Melody tried to act unaffected and unconcerned as the fingers dared to get wet in the slit, saying, “You talk big, but I’ll bet if I tried to expose your tits, you’d go screaming from the room, hugging your chest.” Awed by her success, Shannon boldly toyed with the slit, saying, “Bull. You could strip me naked tonight, and I wouldn’t bat an eye. I have great tits, and I’d love to show them off. They’re almost as big as yours.” Melody watched her daughter’s fingers delve lower and feel around the opening of her vulva, saying, “Yeah, we’ll see how brave you are tonight. I can make you break and run. I might just get naked, stand on your chair, and bring my wide open pussy right up to your face. You’d be out of there in a flash.” “If you do that, I’ll lick your slit. I’ll stick my tongue up your hole and wiggle it around in there.” Shannon accented these words by slipping a finger inside, then sending it deep. Melody showed her approval with a pelvic wiggle which invited a second finger as she said, “We’ll see, Shannon. We’ll see. I’ll tell you what; if you handle yourself well tonight, I’ll take you with me to my next appointment with Dr. Langdon. You can watch me getting fucked by three or more men. Would you like to see my pussy in action?” With two fingers buried in her mother’s twat, Shannon brought the other hand into play on the clit, now openly masturbating her aroused mother while saying, “You let men fuck you? Wow! Yeah, sure, I guess. Wow, Mom, you’re full of surprises. I never would have dreamed you were messing around on Dad. Are you sure the men won’t mind my being there?” “No, they won’t mind one bit, but you’d better not act like a child around those guys. You’ll embarrass me if you do.” “I won’t embarrass you, that’s a promise. I’d like to guide a man’s cock into your pussy and hold his balls while he’s fucking you. I’ll bet that surprises you? Would that embarrass you if I did that?” “Honey, if you did that, I would be very impressed, and so would the men.” “I can do better than that. I’ll bet they’d go nuts if they saw me licking his cock while he was fucking you, licking his cock and your pussy at the same time. I know that must shock you, huh?” “Honey, shock isn’t the word; you’re making me horny. You have a dirty mind, and I love it.” “That’s nothing. I have a filthy dirty mind. When I masturbate, I think about licking you and Daddy while you fuck. I would love to lick Daddy’s cock while it’s pumping you full of sperm. When he pulls out, I imagine that I lick all of his sperm out of your pussy and off his big cock. That has to shock you, but I’d actually do that and more if you let me.” “I told you, you’re not shocking me, but you are giving me a raging case of the hornies. You do have a filthy dirty mind, and I adore it.” Shannon beamed a big smile and said, “I’m dying to lick your pussy, Mom. I want to suck your cunt.” Melody ruffled Shannon’s hair and smilingly said, “Well, precious, lets go into my bedroom and get comfortable. I can kill an hour before I have to start dinner. I’ll show you my collection of pussy toys, but you need to alter your fantasy to star Deborah and Dad. Your father and I don’t fuck each other very often anymore.” Melody led Shannon to her bedroom. Deborah discovered a multitude of new and exciting ways to pleasure a pussy. She also learned how to lick her mother’s pussy for the viewing pleasure of an audience. An hour later, Shannon was ready to put on a great performance. They rehearsed their roles between passionate sessions of lesbian love play.


     *


Melody dressed Shannon in an old dress that no longer fit. She also had Shannon wear old bra and panties, because Melody planned to rip them all off at the right moment. Melody wore her tightest stretch knit dress with nothing underneath. When Gordon and Deborah arrived, the table was set with the food in serving dishes. Melody and Deborah were seated and waiting. With punctuality being Gordon’s hallmark, they didn’t wait long. They arrived at eight on the dot. Melody rose to greet them, then held Deborah’s chair for her. They exchanged pleasantries and enjoyed a good meal. Small talk was kept to a minimum. When the meal ended, Melody cleared the table while Shannon and Deborah talked about Shannon’s school life. With the table cleared and drinks refreshed, Melody addressed Shannon, saying, “Shannon, I want to introduce you to your father’s mistress. Deborah, is to be treated as an honored guest in our house. As your father’s mistress, her needs and desires come first and foremost. She’s to be catered to and waited on hand and foot. We will wash her and tend to her after sex. We must always keep her neat and clean, especially that part of her that your father uses the most. You know what part I am referring to, don’t you?” Shannon shyly said, “Her vagina?” “Her pussy, Shannon. Doctor’s wives have vaginas. A mistress has a pussy or a cunt. Now, do you understand that we are to tend to the care and maintenance of Deborah’s pussy?” “Yes, I understand.” “Good, but just so you know how we will do that, let me demonstrate. Deborah, could you pull your chair around so that Shannon can see clearly.” “Certainly, Melody. I want it done right, so make certain Shannon has a good view.” Melody placed the chair facing Shannon, three feet away, then raised Deborah’s dress above her waist as Deborah sat back. Deborah spread her legs as wide as possible, placing the soles of her feet on the front corners of her seat, pressing her knees flat to each side. Melody got on her knees before that vulgar spread, as Shannon sat forward, peering into the shaved beaver presented to her mother. Melody presented the vulgar spread to Shannon and said, “This is the pussy we serve, and this is how we will serve it. Shannon then watched as her mother licked all over the surface between the legs of the smiling secretary, even going low over her asshole. Melody licked inside the hole and pressed her face in tight, then went up the slit to fasten her lips over the clit for a quick suck. She pulled off the clit with a sucking pop, then turned to face Shannon, saying, “Would you like to try?” Shannon shyly said, “I guess so.” She got up from her seat as Melody moved to make room, then beckoned Shannon closer. Gordon stood behind Deborah, looking down on the provocative scene, amazed at how easily Shannon took the news and took to pussy. Once settled in place, Shannon immediately licked up through Deborah’s slit as Melody pulled the lips apart. Deborah was rapidly brought to a state of near delirium watching a mother and daughter fawningly servicing her pussy. Her head lolled on the chair back and she gazed in Gordon’s eyes, saying, “Fuck, Gordon, this is fantastic. Your wife certainly knows how to serve a mistress, and your daughter is an excellent pussy licker. Look at her licking out my fuck hole while her mother holds my cunt lips open for her. God, I love this. They make a wonderful team. They should always do this together, especially right after we fuck.” “They will, sweetheart. You heard Melody. Your every wish is their desire.” “Oh, thank you, Gordon. Thank you for giving me this. I’m in heaven.” Melody resumed her directions saying, “Get your face in tight and get that tongue way up inside her fuck hole. That’s it. Get her fuck hole nice and clean for your father’s cock. That’s excellent, Shannon. You’re doing it right. Now, lick her slit real good. Start down at her asshole and slowly lick your way up. Great, you’re doing great. When you get to her clit, suck it in your mouth and nibble while batting it with your tongue. Suck hard, baby, make Deborah cum and get her fuck hole nice and juicy for your father.” Deborah cried out, “Oh FUCK! Oh yes. I’m cumming. Oh god, I’m cumming. Suck my cunt, Shannon. Suck it hard. Yes! Yes! Yes!” Deborah collapsed in a slump, but Melody and Shannon continued to service her pussy with tender kisses and licks over the outside areas. Their tongues fought over the slimy wetness seeping from Deborah’s hole. Their heads were together. Cheek to cheek, mother and daughter servicing Gordon’s mistress. Deborah basked in the obscene attention while slowly recovering from her powerful orgasm. As her senses returned, she gazed on the scene taking place in her yawning spread. She said, “That’s it, girls, lap up my pussy cream. Each of you press you faces in my cunt. Get your pretty faces good and slimy with my fuck juice.” Shannon went first, prompting Deborah to say, “Yeah, get that face in there, girl. Smear it all around. Now you, Melody. That’s it, all over. Now, lick each other’s faces clean.” The girls went at each other’s faces like hungry pups. They also licked inside each other’s mouths. They lapped each other’s tongues and lips, making Deborah giggle. They soon returned to licking more pussy. When Deborah had enough, she pushed the heads from her crotch and stood. Melody returned the chair to the head of the table and held it for Deborah. Shannon returned to her seat, and Melody took hers after dishing out everyone’s desert portions starting with Deborah. The desert, like the meal, was in sharp contrast to what followed the meal. They carried on light dinner conversation with Gordon setting the tone, asking about Shannon’s upcoming cheerleader try-out and Melody’s park’s committee meeting. He and Deborah talked about the software distribution business. The only off color remark came from Deborah recounting an attempt by a vendor to look up her skirt, and her description of how she accommodated him. When they finished the desert and everyone could devote their full and undivided attention to the mother/daughter performance they’d rehearsed, Melody stood and tapped her wine glass with a knife, saying, “I have an announcement to make. This is primarily for Shannon’s benefit since you both know the news. I will, therefor, address myself to her.” Melody stepped away from her chair and came to stand beside Shannon’s chair facing Deborah and Gordon, between the couple and Shannon. They had pulled their chairs together and sat on the side facing Shannon and Melody, assuming the role and attitude of spectators. Gordon had his arm around Deborah’s shoulder with his hand massaging her right breast. Deborah’s hand was likewise fondling Gordon’s crotch, further exciting a big erection that Shannon cast sidelong glances to. Melody took Shannon’s face by the chin and directed her head to face toward her, saying, “That may be exciting to watch, but I want your attention on me. Shannon, I’m sure you’ve noticed my paunch. You were sweet not to say anything, though I’m sure you thought I was letting myself go. The truth is, I’m pregnant—four months pregnant.” Shannon’s eyes went wide. She stared at the mound in her mother’s lower abdomen, then looked up to Melody’s smiling face, then to her father, then back as Melody said, “It’s true, Shannon, and no, your father did not recover from his vasectomy. I am pregnant with another man’s child. I can see you find this hard to believe. Perhaps this will make a stronger impression.” With that said, Melody grasped her dress hem and in one deft pull hauled the dress over her head, tossing the garment aside to reveal her totally nude body in high heels. Once again Shannon’s eyes made the rounds as Melody took her by the right hand and led that hand on a tour of her distended belly, saying, “There is a baby growing inside me, Shannon.” Shannon’s hand, pressed flat to her mother’s tummy, made a complete circuit before being led between her mother’s legs to begin a more thorough tour of her mother’s crotch. Shannon acted as though this were the first feel and her first good look at the place where she came into the world. Her fingers quickly became pliable, and her eyes never wandered from the provocative spread as Melody placed her left foot on the seat beside Shannon’s right ass cheek and turned both knees out to fully open herself not only to Shannon’s eyes, which were within inches of the mound thrust toward her face, but to Gordon and Deborah’s eyes which had a head-on view. In this obscene pose, Melody said, while pressing two of Shannon’s middle fingers up her hole, “I am going to deliver a bastard which your father has graciously agreed to raise as his own, though this will cause him no end of shame. Everyone will know that he is married to a whore. People are already talking. By next month there won’t be a soul in this community that won’t know your mother is a slut that is carrying her lover’s child in her womb. You will be teased as well, so you’d better make the adjustment to my new status. I can never get unfucked, nor can I get unpregnant without delivering the bastard.” Melody found that she needed very little pressure to guide Shannon’s fingers. When Shannon began exploring on her own, Melody eased her hand away. Deborah snidely said, “Isn’t that a picture, Gordon—a mother and daughter’s intimate moment of sharing, a daughter’s moment of discovery as she explores her mother’s whore pussy for the first time.” Even Deborah’s crude comment did not dissuade or inhibit Shannon. If anything, Shannon more boldly and aggressively followed her aroused impulses in a manner that looked more like masturbation than exploration. This, in fact, brought forth another comment from the excited Deborah as she said, “Oh, look honey, she’s showing her approval by trying to get her mother off. She’s a real momma’s girl, that one is.” This brought Shannon’s left hand up between Melody’s legs. The left entered Melody’s pussy and took up a slow three-fingered fucking motion while the right rubbed, tugged, and toyed with her mother’s clit. Melody said, “My fate is sealed, Shannon. My future course is set in concrete. Your father has every right to toss me out without a penny to my name, but he graciously allows me to bear his name and remain his wife, though he knows I will bring continual shame on him by my sluttish ways. Your father is a prince among men, Shannon, and he deserves our loving devotion.” Shannon cast her eyes toward her father and saw that Deborah had his eight-inch erection in her stroking fist. Shannon bit her lower lip while staring at the pre-cum drooling head. Without lifting her eyes from the provocative sight, Shannon impishly said, “Thank you, Daddy. I always knew you were a prince, a handsome prince.” Deborah teased, “Oh my, maybe we have a Daddy’s girl. Oh, yeah, I can tell your hard cock likes that idea, Prince Charming.” Melody said, “That brings up another point, Shannon. Every man deserves a pussy he can count on being his and his alone. A man takes a wife for that reason. In view of my adulterous behavior, I thought it only fair that he took a mistress. I also thought it only proper that I subordinate myself to her, you too for that matter. Her pussy remains faithful to your father’s cock, and it is up to us to see that Deborah’s faithful pussy never wants for anything, least of all worshipful attention. That is why we will worship her pussy from now on.” Shannon passionately declared, “I will, Mom. I will worship Deborah’s beautiful and faithful pussy from now on.” “With your mouth, Shannon.” “Yes, of course with my mouth, my lips, my tongue, my whole body. She’ll have to push me away when she’s had enough.” Deborah laughed and said, “Me! Push that pretty face of yours out of my snatch? Never, Shannon. Not even when your prince of a Daddy fucks my cunt for me.” Shannon looked to Deborah and said, “I don’t care, Deborah. I’ll lick your cunt while Daddy fucks it. I’ll lick your beautiful pussy after he fucks it too.” “Of course you will. How else would you clean my pussy, with a fuck rag?” To demonstrate where Shannon stood in the female pecking order, Melody placed her hand on the back of Shannon’s head and drew gently toward her crotch, saying, “As long as this gorgeous mouth resides under my roof, neither of us will want for a fuck rag, Deborah.” Shannon’s head went the final distance on her own effort, freeing both of Melody’s hands to pull her cunt lips wide, presenting her yawning pussy hole as a target. Shannon’s face went right to the hole with her tongue fully extended. Deborah shot from her chair to take up a position at Shannon’s right thigh, overlooking the point of contact with her face alongside Shannon’s. She eagerly watched Shannon’s long pink tongue enter Melody’s pussy and begin a deep swabbing action, prompting Deborah to cry out, “Oh God, Gordon. You’ve got to see this up close.” Gordon joined Deborah, looking over her shoulder as Deborah said, “Look at her go. The little cunt lapper adores her mother’s whore cunt. She can’t wait to serve as the slut’s fuck rag.” Gordon squeezed hard on Deborah’s shoulder, a signal that she was going to far too fast. They had agreed before hand to be dispassionate spectators and allow Melody this first encounter to fully debase herself. Neither expected things to progress to this point through the course of the evening, and to do so at the start had Deborah completely unhinged. With a slight tug back, Deborah reluctantly eased away and returned to her seat beside Gordon. They once again resumed their spectator roles. Melody picked up on the subtle communication and resumed degrading herself and Shannon, saying, “Deborah is absolutely right, Shannon, and you will be well-supplied with soiled slut pussy to clean. The purpose of this meeting with your father and Deborah is for me to come clean, and for you to completely understand your new role and responsibilities in this family. The first thing you must learn is that you never ever service a pussy with your clothes on.” Melody brought her foot down and stood Shannon on her feet facing Deborah and Gordon. In one violent ripping tear, she render the dress in half, yanking the torn remnants from Shannon’s body. The bra and panties were likewise removed, leaving Shannon naked under devouring eyes. Deborah reached out and crudely examined Shannon’s shaved twat while Gordon leaned low to visually inspect his daughter’s pussy. Melody said, “From now on, you strip naked as soon as Deborah enters our house. I don’t care who is here, you strip and begin your cunt worship. You’ll do it before your friends, my friends, your father’s friends, our relatives, even my mother and father. You’re grand parents will love watching their favorite grand daughter in action. Do you understand?” “Yes, Mother. I’ll do as you say.” “Good, now resume your cunt lapping.” They both got back in position. Melody saw no need to spend hours warming up Shannon with crude fuck stories. Instead, she listed her lovers and the sexual acts she had committed with each. For entertainment value, she described her last session, the one involving the painting crew. She began the tale by saying: “My last session will give you an idea of what these sessions are like. Before I arrived, Dr. Langdon sat with the painting crew during their lunch break. Naturally, the men were curious about what it was like to work between the legs of naked women all day. They were curious about several beautiful women that had entered and left while they worked outside. Dr. Langdon described their intimate parts to them, then described a routine pelvic exam. Afterward, he asked them if they’d like to watch an exam. Naturally, the men were excited at the prospect. “Dr. Langdon told them that his exam room needed a fresh coat of paint and his next appointment would not be put off by men working while she underwent the exam. They quickly went to work in the exam room, setting up ladders, drop cloths, and pulling cabinets and furniture away from the walls. When I entered the room, they were painting. “You should have seen their faces when they saw who the next appointment was. You should have seen my face. It was the same crew from J&J Painting that painted our house last month. Nick, Joe, Marty, Chris, and Benjamin took one look at me and nearly fell off their ladders. Benjamin dropped a full paintbrush onto a stack of papers on Dr. Langdon’s desk when I began stripping off my clothes. They moved in when Dr. Langdon began securing me to the exam table. By the time I was bound open like a lab specimen, the guys were hovering over my crotch. Dr. Langdon said, ‘Gentlemen, when you get a female in this position, on her back with her legs wide, she clicks into slut mode. There’s no woman, once laid out like this, that will refuse a stiff dick. Help yourselves, men.’ “Joe was first, then Marty, Nick, and Criss. Benjamin still had his mouth open, dripping paint on my tits. When he finally got his cock in me, good lord did he ever screw my brains out. I’ve never had a fucking like that.” Shannon never stopped licking throughout her mother’s confession, but after inducing three orgasms in a thirty minute period, her licking took on a lazy lapping with frequent pauses to make comments or ask questions. They were also in a new position with Melody reclined on the table with her feet drawn up and knees laid flat, raised up on her elbows, watching Shannon lick her twat. Gordon and Deborah had their chairs pulled up to Shannon’s side, peering in at the spectacle of Shannon’s attentive licking and prying fingers. This is where Melody launched into their act, saying, “Remember how Benjamin used to get that catatonic look on his face whenever I went up a ladder in a short skirt, how he always muscled his way in to hold the ladder for me.” Shannon raised up to say, “Yes, and I remember how he began holding your legs instead of the ladder. I remember especially how you pretended not to notice that big black man’s hands reaching high up your thighs with his head up your skirt. I’ll never forget those scenes. They were the first signs of your slutty ways, and I was shocked out of my mind at the way you were flaunting your body at those painters.” “Yes, but you never saw my good shows. You never saw the day I came from a shower with a towel wrapped around me and entered my bedroom to find all five repainting a job that was perfect and completed. They were working the kitchen when I went into the shower. They had the step ladder positioned almost as a challenge. I decided to take them up on the challenge and mount the ladder in my towel. “I put on a real show, one they’d never forget. I had the towel wrapped high anyway. The bottom edge of the towel just barely cut across my clit, and the towel split in the front. I planned to do a walk through the kitchen. I could bare my pussy by simply cocking my leg. I planned to do a lot of cocking, stooping, and bending, anyway, so going up the ladder was a perfect way to expose my full pussy to all five at once for a prolonged period. Benjamin, of course, stood ready to assist me. “I went up the ladder backward as they had the steps to the wall requiring me to twist around if I mounted the ladder facing the right way. They had taken to this method earlier in the week, so I was already conditioned to a backward climb.” Shannon said, “I loved those backward poses on the ladder. I loved the way you so blatantly offered him your pussy, and Benjamin so blatantly stuck his head under your skirt. It was all I could do not to finger my pussy while watching with the other men crowded around me.” “Well this time, I reclined with my knees apart and made the towel part to my tits. Benjamin had hold of my ass with his face hovering in my crotch. I remained like that for quite some time, but Benjamin never got the nerve to lick me.” “I know, Mom, I was there, remember?” “That was the second time with the towel. Besides, it appeared to me that you didn’t need to finger your cunt. I saw those hands go up the back of your dress.” “I know you saw, but you didn’t say anything. They certainly thought it was okay to feel me under my dress, seeing that you didn’t seem upset. Daddy, when she came down from the ladder, she went to her purse, took out her lipstick, then she came over to me, took me by the chin, and wrote the word ‘Whore’ all over my face. She may as well have come right out and told them it was okay to feel me up.” Melody addressed Gordon, saying, “It’s true. They explored every inch of her by reaching under the hem of her skirt while I was writing on her face. My silent acceptance was an okay, but writing ‘whore’ on her face was a license.” Gordon said, “Yeah, a molestation license.” “And a whore’s license. You should have seen your little slut daughter making herself available to those painters after I wrote that on her face. She did not wash it off. She wore that advertisement until they left. I walked in the den right after that to find Criss behind her with two hands full of titties with her dress rucked up in her arm pits. Marty was kneeling at her right side with his hand in the front of her panties. Joe was on her other side running his hands all over her naked ass.” Gordon said, “I am very curious as to how you handled this gang molestation of our daughter.” “I handled it very well, I thought. This was the first time they hadn’t yanked their hands away from her when I surprised them at their dirty deed. Of course, I didn’t expect they would after permitting something almost as brazen an hour earlier, and after issuing the molestation license. I stood in the doorway, watching them continue what they were doing. Shannon stared off in space with this glassy-eyed look on her painted face, not the least bothered by my being there, watching.” Shannon offered, “Not bothered? Mom, I almost had an orgasm when I saw you walk in and just stand there watching all those men feeling me up. That was a lot worse than what you saw from the ladder. They almost had me naked.” “True, but it was still a group grope.” Melody addressed Gordon, saying, “I leaned against the door jamb with my arms folded and a smile on my face. Marty, the guy fingering her pussy, took this as a sign to go further. He dragged her panties off so that he could demonstrate his finger fucking talents. Criss, the guy behind her, pulled her dress off over her head, stripped off her bra, and did a vulgar grind in her ass while holding her up by the tits. Joe got on his hands and knees and put her left leg over his back so that I could watch him lick her pussy around Marty’s fucking fingers.” Deborah said, “And she didn’t cum?” “That’s when she did cum. I let her finish before coming forward and asking if she had her homework done. The men took this as their cue that the party was over. I calmly told Shannon, ‘I am paying these men to paint, not play with your privates.’ The job took a week longer than projected in part because of all the time they spent feeling up Shannon.” “Mom, you were there more than I was. I’ll bet they were feeling you up too.” “Well, you’re wrong. None of them ever had the nerve to touch me except Benjamin, and he only touched me on the ladder. Of course, I was constantly mounting ladders. I gave their work a thorough inspection during that last week.” Gordon said, “Well, it paid off. They did do a superb job, so I commend both of you girls for using your pussies to keep them on the job. Our kitchen has enough paint on the walls to continue standing after termites eat away the studs.” Melody laughed and added, “If a tornado ever hits the house, run for the kitchen.” “I did my part, Daddy. I didn’t wear my bra or panties after that time in the den. It seemed like someone always had a hand between my legs after that.” “It’s true, Gordon. The girl was insatiable after that. Keeping her away from the painters was impossible. She was like one of the crew, and I began treating her as one of the crew—the crew’s whore helper, actually. I put a paint brush in her hand and left them alone. I made frequent walk throughs, but if someone had Shannon laid back on a bed or dresser, giving that pussy of hers a thorough workout with a finger, tongue, or paint brush handle, I didn’t say a word. “The only time I spoke up was when I saw Joe trying to get his dick up her twat while two others pinned her down and held her legs wide apart. Even then, I waited until he got the head in before saying, “There will be none of that. This is a job, not a bordello. I hired you men to paint, not fuck my virgin daughter.” Gordon said, “That’s beautiful, Melody, fucking beautiful. I’m surprised you didn’t slap his wrist for him.” “It gets better, Gordon. Joe had a hard time just getting his huge cockhead inside her pussy. Joe is hung better than Benjamin, and you know how well big blacks are hung. He obviously didn’t want out. The other guys had gathered around. We were all looking at this huge rod sticking in Shannon’s wide-spread beaver, her cunt lips stretched thin around the head of this monster prick. The last thing I wanted was to break up that exciting copulation, so I said, “I don’t want to ever catch any of you men fucking my daughter. If I see you put more than the head of your cocks in her pussy, I’ll be upset with you.” Deborah clapped and said, “I love it!” Gordon said, “Honey, that was beautiful.” “Indeed it was. You should have seen those smiles, especially Joe’s. His hand immediately went to grasp the shaft of his cock. He began jacking off. I said, ‘That’s fine, Joe. You can jack off in her pussy, but don’t you dare fuck it.’ Joe announced when he was about to cum, then he pumped our little girl full of sperm.” Deborah said, “Was she naked?” “Yes, did I neglect to mention that they took to stripping her right away as soon as she’d walk in the door. She worked in the nude and was soon covered in paint graffiti from head to toe.” Shannon interrupted, “Mom is the one that got them started on painting graffiti on my body. She came through and saw me getting finger banged while Benjamin held me up with my elbows pinned back. She took a fine trim brush and dipped it in the red latex, then put a big ‘W’ on my face, an ‘H’ on my upper chest, a big ‘O’ that circled both of my tits, an ‘R’ on me belly, and a long ‘E’ that covered both my legs. They turned me around and she wrote, ‘SLUT’ on my back. The ‘T’ was on my ass with the vertical stroke going down my butt crack.” Melody said, “I like to paint; what can I say? In this instance, they had painted from her shoulder to her pubic mound, ‘Please fuck my cunt,’ in red. Her tits were a solid bright orange with the nipples carefully painted red. I found out later that she had another sign on her back that said, ‘Fuck me in the ass,’ and her ass cheeks were painted bright orange with red concentric circles targeting her asshole.” Deborah excitedly said, “Did someone fuck her asshole?” “Yes, as soon as Joe pulled out, they flipped her over. I complimented them on their fine art work as Benjamin stepped up with his hard cock in his hand. He pressed the head of his shiny black cock to her little asshole and pressed in, making her grunt loudly. Everyone waited for me to set the ass fucking limits, but I wanted to see how much of that big black cock she could take. Benjamin waited a decent interval, then began inching that black shaft up her colon. Shannon took his ten-inch cock to the balls over several minutes. I then watched her get butt fucked good and proper. “After that, I often walked in on Shannon getting fucked by one or more guys in her pussy, mouth, or ass—sometimes, all three at once. If someone were violating my directions, and fucking her pussy to the balls, I’d make a disapproving face, but I soon stopped doing that.” Deborah asked, “Did they try to hide what they were doing?” “Fuck no! If she were getting fucked in the pussy, I’d hear about it. Someone would yell out, ‘Hey, where’s Criss?’ Another would answer, ‘He’s fucking Shannon’s pussy in the den,’ or ‘He and Joe are fucking Mrs. Mathews’ slut out by the pool.’ In this way, I always knew where the action was. Sometimes I helped with the graffiti or guided cocks into her.” Gordon addressed Shannon saying, “Is this true, Shannon?” Shannon had never been a good liar. She started to say yes, but then said, “No, but I wish it was true.” “What gives, Melody?” “It was just a harmless routine we concocted this afternoon to turn you on and show you how things could be around here. Shannon knows everything, and she is eager to get started. She wants to go the distance with me; she even wants in on the dog act.” “Was any of that story true?” “Up to the point where Shannon gets felt up and I say nothing. According to her, she did get felt up, but never openly, at least I never saw that. The towel scene was made up as well. The rest was pretty much true. I was shameless in my flaunting, and Shannon was almost as bad. Well, can we stop playing games now and get this little slut initiated before she blows a cum gasket?” “Yes, we wouldn’t want a baby slut with a blown cum gasket. Deborah, you take her to the bedroom, oil her up, and get her ready for a princely fucking. I want a word with the mother whore.” Deborah led Shannon away. When they were behind a closed door, Melody said, “Am I in trouble?” “No, sweetheart, anything but. I just wanted to tell you that I have never loved you more or found you more desirable.” “That’s so sweet, Gordon. I love you too. I’ll be the perfect wife for you now, and Shannon will be the perfect daughter for both of us. I’m stopping the sessions. They have accomplished their goal. I’ll take it the rest of the way with your help, but you have to pick out our new family dog. You might want to get two. One other thing. Don’t you think this house needs another coat of paint?” “I sure do. I’ll get with J&J first thing tomorrow morning.” The End
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    “Duke’s Bitch” By Phil Phantom


Life with Benny is a bore, sexually anyway. Benny is a nice guy, though, and a great provider. I don’t have to work. That’s part of my problem. Being twenty-two with no kids, married to a thirty-five-year-old couch potato leaves a girl plenty of time to day dream and fantasize. It also leaves plenty of time to masturbate.


I could go find a lover. I have the looks and body to attract any man I want. Benny wouldn’t object if he thought I might leave him if he did. I don’t cheat, because I don’t want the hassles that juggling relationships entails. Benny is no stud, but he’ll do. All he wants is his nightly quick fuck and snore, clean socks, and a well-stocked beer cooler beside his easy chair in front of the tv. When sports are playing, I could ball the high school football team upstairs. He wouldn’t care as long as they weren’t supposed to be playing a game.


The real reason I don’t cheat stems from my strict moral upbringing. Even my fantasies are tame. They mostly involve exposure, sexual blackmail, forced to work as a whore, that sort of thing. Most of the weird stuff involves some type of control. About the wildest thing I ever do is go to town without panties on wearing a light dress on windy days. Big deal, right? Well, for me, that was a big deal.


Like I said, I had a strict moral childhood. I grew up in a very small conservative town in Utah. No one does that in Utah. Things here aren’t much better, but at least no one knows me. I live in a quite neighborhood by a lake near a power plant. I generally keep to myself. Few neighbors talk to each other. Most of my neighbors work at the plant and don’t socialize with outsiders. The houses are widely spaced, so you don’t get that neighborhood feeling. I call it urban country.


When new people moved into our neighborhood, I thought it might be nice to have someone to visit or borrow sugar from. I decided to make an effort to meet the new couple who had moved in across the street. They were older than Benny by twenty-five years, but I always got along with older people. They looked nice and charming. Their kids were all grown and gone. They appeared to be young retires with a lot of life still in them. I thought they might make good friends.


I put on a nice summer dress, did my hair and makeup, then, gathered my courage and headed over with a fruit basket I’d arranged. I made a big basket to make a big impression. I used both hands to hold the basket. The fruit almost hid me. I had to turn sideways to greet the man when he opened the door for me. I told him who I was, and said I just stopped by with a house warming gift. He asked me to wait a moment then shut the door on me. I stood in shock and got a little pissed.


I waited a couple of minutes, then started to walk away when the door opened and they were both there to welcome me in. I put on a big smile and moved inside, expecting someone to take the basket. I was about to suggest they do so when I felt something go up under my skirts from the rear. Something wet touched my inner thigh near my crotch. When a warm wet tongue snaked through my crotch, I knew they had a dog, a big dog, a big nasty dog. I could not help but wonder, with all the delay, why they hadn’t put such a rude animal outside before inviting a lady into their home.


I tried not to freak out in the hope that the woman would see what was going on and rescue me without an embarrassing scene. The man could see his dog’s head going up under the back of my dress, but he did not seem inclined to stop the animal. The dog’s tongue kept licking through my crotch, sending electric chills, exciting chills up my spine.


I wasn’t sure she even knew what her dog was up to. She was admiring my basket of fruit, still making no attempt to relieve me of the burden. I turned a bit so she could see where her dog had his head, and I was almost sure she did see. She was trying not to see, and this fact disturbed me. In the mean time, my arms were getting very tired and my knees were getting weak.


The dog came around to my front and nosed under my dress again, this time, pressing his muzzle against my inflamed clit and licking even harder. This time, I knew they knew, because they made room for him to get at me. Their damn dog plastered my panties to my pussy with his nose pressing hard while breathing hot air on my clit. His actions were not at all subtle. The intense licking had my full attention and awakened my clit.


I may be a bit dense at times, but I finally realized that they had actually let the dog in and were placing me at his mercy. As long as I clung to that basket, I was at his mercy. That knowledge sent a rush of excitement through me. They allowed me time to adjust to the dog’s vulgar licking by persuing idle chit chat. When they could see that I wasn’t about to bolt for the door, she took the fruit basket, leaving me standing before them with their dog’s head lapping vigorously under my skirt. I immediately wanted the basket back, because I did not know what to do with my hands.


I had do do something, so I pushed on his head. Some show of resistance just seemed the proper thing to do under the circumstances. The attempt was futile. I know my face was a bright red and the blush wasn’t all embarrassment. The assistance I expected never came as they both stood back and watched. I could see their eyes focused at my crotch with amused grins as my skirt bobbed with every lap.


I didn’t know what to say, and couldn’t speak if I did. Gradually, I stopped struggling, realizing that if they weren’t going to help, I had no chance. I couldn’t run; I couldn’t even move; my legs would not hear of leaving. My inflamed vagina blocked all messages to my legs. I just stood there with this stupid, far off stare, letting their dog lap away at my panty-covered pussy.


His tongue was driving me mad. That long, hot, wet slab of soft meat felt so damn good, I didn’t want the delicious licking to stop. My arms hung limply at my side as they began talking to me as though nothing out of the ordinary were going on. I tried to pay attention, and nodded frequently. The novelty of the situation added to the excitement. They were playing some sort of game with me, and I began to like the game.


After several long minutes, the woman, Sarah Peterson, came over and asked if I’d like to sit. She took my elbow and led, saying, “Just ease back slowly, dear.”


I eased back taking baby steps, trying not to disturb the dog. When the back of my knees encountered the sofa, I collapsed. The big black lab mounted my outstretched right leg and began humping while clutching my thigh. I could feel his long and thick penis sliding against my calf. They took seats on either side of me while their dog humped my leg with wild animalistic abandon.


The dog had a firm grip up high on my right thigh. His head was over my right breast, slobbering on the bare upper swell of my right tit. I glanced down to see this big, bright red prick sliding on the inside of my calf. His cock was so hot, slick, and hard. His furry sheath tickled my leg with each humping thrust. I could not believe this was happening to me, or that I was allowing their dog to hump my leg, actually holding my leg out straight for him so the dog could fuck himself on it.


Sarah was on my left, watching the cock with me while her husband petted the dog’s head. He was actually making the dog’s tongue drop it’s drool in my cleavage. My head, bent forward by the back of the sofa, was very near the dog’s mouth. He was expelling his hot doggie breath right in my face and drops of saliva frequently flicked on my face. This was so vulgar and obscene, but it excited me as well. I had to fight the urge to suck on his hanging tongue. They continued small talking throughout this bizarre event, even while hot jets of dog cum shot up my leg.


The dog licked my face with my mouth hanging slack. His tongue slithered inside my mouth, taking me by surprise. He licked repeatedly inside my mouth, something no dog ever did to me. By this time, I let him do whatever he wanted to do, and he licked all the saliva from by teeth, cheeks, roof, and tongue. I actually held my mouth open for this unnatural French kiss.


Sarah said, “Isn’t that precious, Steve, Duke has a girlfriend. He dismounted shortly afterwards, then went off to lick his shrinking dick. Sarah leaned over and examined my leg, saying, “I’d better get something to clean that mess up for you. Just sit tight, dear.”


With dog cum running down to my shoes, I sat waiting. Steve simply smiled. He said his son was the principal of the high school and wanted to know if I knew him. I didn’t. I didn’t know anyone. We talked about the town, the weather, and the low property taxes. Talking casually with him while his dog’s cum slithered down my leg in plain sight was unnerving to say the least. I tried to act nonchalant, but Steve could hardly keep his eyes off my legs. I didn’t bother to rearrange my skirt. My legs were almost bare to my crotch. I was glad I shaved that morning. They looked great, especially the right one, all shiny and wet.


When she returned with a warm wash cloth, she set about wiping my leg, lifting my straight leg by the ankle higher than was necessary, putting the mess on display while at the same time causing my skirt to slide further up my legs. She held my leg so high that she exposed my wet panties. Steve peered between my legs by looking under my right thigh. Sarah was taking her sweet time and intentionally giving her husband a peek at my panty-covered pussy. I thought about covering myself, but having his eyes on my wet crotch excited me. I simply sat back and allowed her to do as she pleased.


She took this as a silent okay to further expose and humiliate me. She raised my leg straight up, my toes pointing to the ceiling. This lewd position made the cum run down my inner thigh toward my panties. My skirt was in my lap. Steve sat on the forward edge of the sofa looking back at my pussy, making no attempt to conceal the fact that it was my pussy he was staring at. Sarah did not do the obvious by starting low and working her way up. She piddled around at my foot until the cum was at my crotch, adding to the wetness that was already there.


I could not believe they were treating me this way. They looked and talked so regular and conservative. Nothing seemed to phase them. You’d have thought the dog had just made me spill a glass of wine in my lap. The first acknowledgement was when Sarah said, “We really appreciate you indulging our ill-mannered dog. Most women would have bolted at the first feel of a dog’s tongue between their legs. We especially appreciate you allowing him to relieve himself on your lovely leg. Her legs are lovely, aren’t they, Steve?”


Steve leaned over and gazed right at my beaver and said, “Quite lovely. By the looks of things, I’m sure Duke was well-pleased with them.”


Sarah slowly cleaned my lower leg, steadily advancing toward my open crotch. By this time, the dog’s semen had reached my crotch. Steve and I watched the run gather at my legband, then overflow onto the crotch itself. Steve laid my dress back to assist. I simply sat there like a child getting a sponge bath. When she got to my crotch, she wiped, pressing my soggy panties up my crack. She wiped long and hard, then set my leg down. She looked at my wet face and surprised me by using that same rag to wipe dog slobber from my face, paying particular attention to my lips. I let her do this to me without so much as a whimper of protest. She even swabbed inside my bra, saying, “There, now you are good as new. No one will ever know what you let Duke do to you.”


Steve added, “That’s the nice thing about dogs. They never kiss and tell, and as you discovered, dogs can kiss.”


Sarah said, “And they can’t get a girl pregnant. That’s another big plus. You wouldn’t want to deliver a litter of pups, would you, dear? Imagine the scandal.”


I sat and listened, still in a daze, still highly aroused. After this exchange, they helped me up and guided me to the door. As I passed through, she said, “Come back anytime. I’m sure Duke will be pleased to see you again.” The door shut behind me and I could hear their faint snickering laughter.


I left that house in a dumb stupor. I crossed the street at a trot. I was quite shook. When I got home, I masturbated in the shower, on my bed after the shower, while cooking dinner, and three more times before I retired. Well, you can imagine what fantasies that encounter sparked. The next day, I set a personal record, twelve orgasms in one day. After a few days, I went back. When our eyes met at the door, they knew exactly why I was there; I knew that they knew. I saw no need to offer an explanation, and they didn’t ask. Steve invited me in as she went to the patio and called for their dog.


The same thing happened, but I was much better prepared. They were also more daring and at ease. Nothing overt was said. We played the game. Duke took one look at me and made a beeline for my snatch. I made no move to prevent access to my pussy and remained standing under his tongue assault much longer than the first time. This time, when I sat, I purposefully sat in a slump to extend more of my leg and get my head lower, in the place where my tit had been. When he mounted my leg, his cock rubbed closer to my knee. While he screwed my leg, his tongue was over my face. When he shot his load, the ropy strands shot along the insides of my thighs. Some hit my crotch. Sarah cleaned me and my crotch very thoroughly under her husband’s watchful eyes. She had my skirt folded up above my panties, ostensibly to make sure she got it all.


I found an excuse to stop by at least twice a week. We still played pretend games. The act was more fun for all of us that way. After my seventh or eighth visit, I stopped wearing panties. By this time, I’d lost my inhibitions; besides, the woman found clever ways of showing her husband my naked pussy. She’d pull out my leg band at the crotch to wipe the inside of my panty crotch. I know, it was pretty lame, but we were all into the game.


When they noticed I’d come over without panties, they really got carried away with the clean up. She especially. Though most of the dog cum was splashed up my inner thighs, she pretended his sperm had gone inside my hole. You can imagine how she addressed that problem. She had hubby hold my legs out wide while she swabbed my hole like a mother taking care of her baby. She even inserted Q-tips to clean deep. I loved it.


After that, I was pretty brazen. We dragged out the sessions by having me stand and walk around. The dog followed with his head under my very short skirt. They took me on a tour of the house, in fact. We all pretended to ignore him. With the skirt being so tight, his constant nosing under from front and rear pushed the hem over the swell of my hips, leaving me naked from the waist down. When that happened, they’d usually take seats to get a good view.


I never adjusted my skirt. If, or I should say, when, the dog exposed me; I remained exposed. I’d stand before them with their dog’s nose in my ass and his long tongue curling up through my legs from behind to swab my clit before drawing back through my crack. Their eyes never left my pussy while we talked. I got quite bold, standing with my feet widely planted and rocking on the tongue in a sensuous grind.


Sometimes, this overt demonstration required comment. She’d say something like, “I can’t tell you how pleased we are to find a woman who is willing to service our dog.” He might say, “You’d be surprised how many women freak out when they feel a dog’s long hot tongue snake up and sometimes into their vaginas, Paula.” I let them know I enjoyed these crude statements. Openly drawing attention to my behavior made what I was doing seem all the more obscene.


Usually, I’d smile and offer them a more obscene pose. One time, the dog was in front, trying to get his muzzle up my hole. Steve said, ‘Whatever you have up there really has him excited.’ I widened my stance, thrust out my pelvis, reached down, and used my fingers to open myself as wide as I could. God, it felt so wicked doing that with them watching.


This prompted her to say, “Yes, that’s much better. Is his tongue getting way up inside your vagina, Paula?”


I said, ‘Yes, clear to my womb, I think.”


She smiled and said, “You are such a dear to allow him to do that. I didn’t know there were women like you around. We were ready to hire a professional, but where do you find human females willing to rent themselves out as bitches to satisfy a horny pet.”


I loved it. I told her I’d gladly serve as his bitch for free, hoping they’d suggest I allow the dog to fuck me. They, however, seemed content to wait for things to unfold naturally, probably hoping I’d suggest fucking. She did say, “Paula, I think he’d prefer you perform this service in the nude. Bitches don’t wear clothes, you know.” Hey, I was game. I stripped. From then on, they referred to me as bitch, or Duke’s bitch. My vagina became a pussy or a cunt. The things they said were degrading, demeaning, and intended to humiliate me. I ate those words up, and they knew it.


The intimacy between me and Duke progressed with each visit, and I could see that the Petersons especially liked seeing us as lovers. Toward that end, I tried to play up that angle. We engaged in foreplay as lovers do. Getting Duke to kiss me was as easy as slipping a fingerful of peanut butter in my mouth. Sarah always had a plate with big dollops of peanut butter ringed with celery sticks sitting on the coffee table. With a mouthful of peanut butter, Duke would deep kiss my mouth for several minutes. I held his head and kissed back, sometimes sucking his tongue, mouthing words of endearment.


I also stripped slowly, usually while on the floor. As I freed each article, and exposed my naked flesh, a serupticious smear of peanut butter brought Duke’s tongue. I’d offer each nipple to his licking tongue and swoon while he teased my sensitive flesh. My inner thighs, ass, and pussy received the same treatment, though Duke didn’t need peanut butter to lick pussy. A dab placed inside, however, did make him delve deep, which made for highly provocative foreplay scenes. The Petersons loved our act, and so did I.


Since oral sex is a part of human foreplay, and Duke was perfoming on me, I felt obliged to offer him that same intimate service. His cock was frequently in my face as he constantly walked over me if I was on my back. Once naked, I prefered being on my back, so having his red prick dangling in my face was fairly common. Actually sucking on a dog’s dick was a bit more than I could accept, and Duke would never stay still long enough, anyway. The first time I impulsively reached out with my tongue and licked his dick, the Peterson’s both sat forward, eager to see me do that again.


Pleasing the Petersons was high on my list of priorities. I loved those people. We grew very close in those few weeks, and most of the time there was nothing sexual happening. Sarah, especially, was like a mother to me. We often talked for hours. Steve never took advantage of the intimacy we shared, and I often wished he would have. I found him distinguished and very sexy. There was so much love between the three of us, that seeing how they liked what I’d done was all I nedded to want to do more.


After seeing their reaction, whenever Duke’s cock came within my tongue’s reach, my tongue reached. I licked Duke from the tip of his pointed cock to his balls, and even sucked his cock fully within my mouth for as long as he’d stay in place. I made a big scene chasing after that dog’s dick, and the Petersons never tired of watching me do that. They loved watching my passionate display and hearing my impassioned moans after capturing that cock in my mouth. To watch me, you’d think I was doing my damnedest to get Duke to cum in my mouth. He never did, but if he had, I’m sure I would have swallowed every drop and nursed his spent cock.


I wanted to fuck the dog after one long foreplay session that had me rolling nude on the floor with his dick in my mouth most of the time. When Duke couldn’t stand anymore foreplay, I sat on the edge of the sofa between the Petersons and spread my legs. I was being as overt as possible, clearly offering him my pussy and not my leg. The dumb dog was so used to fucking my leg that he went for the leg anyway.


He wanted his cock up high. He hugged my waist and the cock rode high on the inside of my right thigh, often poking me in the pussy. I tried to capture his cock with my pussy. They could see what I was trying to do, but offered no assistance. They simply watched me make a fool of myself, squirming like a bitch in heat while their mutt humped my body and slobbered on my face. He ended by squirting his cum all over my pussy and my hand as I tried getting the tip of his shooting cock aimed at my hole.


I found this delightfully frustrating, but I wanted that big doggie cock in my hot pussy. Once he gets wrapped around my leg, there’s no way to maneuver. Beforehand, I had considered assuming the classic doggie style position. I decided against that overt act because the missionary position gave them a better view. If I had just sat back and gotten my legs up and out more, he’d have had no choice but to rub on me where pussy was. I could have easily guided him in from there. I promised myself that, next time, that’s exactly what I would do. I was determined to fuck that dog, and I knew they wanted to watch him fuck me.


I was about to pop over for a visit to their house when a phone call came. The call was Sarah. She said, “Paula, we want you to come over and service our dog, but I must tell you, we are both upset with your last performance.”


I knew this was a put on; she was in her game voice. I assumed mine and said, “Oh, I try very hard to please you and your dog, Mrs. Peterson.” I always call them Mr. and Mrs Peterson in game mode, Sarah and Steve when we just talk and visit.


“You don’t try hard enough. We’ve waited patiently for three weeks, and you still haven’t learned how to properly service him. We think you are holding back, trying to avoid the obvious. I think you know very well what I am referring to, don’t you, Paula?”


“You want me to allow him to fuck me in my pussy, and you expect me to let him cum in my pussy?”


“That is exactly right, Paula. That is the service we expect from a human bitch. That is what you are, aren’t you?”


“Yes, Mrs. Peterson. I am your dog’s bitch.”


“Well, you’re not a very good one if he can’t fuck you in the pussy and shoot his doggie cum way up inside your cunt where it belongs. I’m tired of cleaning up the mess you make, Paula. If you were a good bitch, you’d think ahead and bring something along to plug up your fuck hole so you could carry the sperm home with you.”


Her vulgar banter excited me greatly. I pleaded, “Mrs. Peterson, I’m so sorry and inconsiderate. Please don’t fire me. I will do better. I will let him fuck my pussy any time he wants, and I’ll find something big to plug my fuck hole with. I won’t spill a drop of your dog’s sperm, I promise.”


“That’s much better. All right. We will expect you within the hour. Shave your pussy bald and leave your clothes on the doorstep. Do you understand?”


I gulped, but said, “Yes, I understand. I’ll be there soon.”


I hurriedly showered and shaved, then rummaged around the kitchen for a suitable plug. I settled on a large potato which I carefully peeled and carved in the middle until it took on an elongated hour glass look. I tried the spud plug and found it difficult to insert. I considered using a body cream, but remembered that Duke would be licking the cream. Perhaps a vegetable oil, I thought.


I used a liberal amount of peanut oil, massaging the oil into the area where I’d shaved. On impulse, I poured some into my hole while lying on my back with my ass up in the air. I figured Duke would like pussy flavored oil. When I stood, what leaked out, I rubbed into my legs. With my pussy and legs well-oiled, I attempted to re-insert the plug. The oily spud slid in almost effortlessly, and once my vaginal muscles closed over the thin middle, the Idaho pussy plug remained locked firmly in place.


I walked around with the plug inside and liked the feeling. A smile crossed my face as I pictured my husband having to pull the plug out before his fuck. The smile grew as I pictured his dick sliding in all that doggie cum. The smile became a guttural laugh as I saw myself refusing to explain the spermlike substance or the reason for a plug.


I patted my pussy and said, “Get used to this thing, pussy. After you get your doggie douche, the spud plug isn’t coming out until Benny takes it out.” I decided to wear the plug over, hoping to make an impression. I modeled my nude form before a full-length mirror, liking the effect the three inches of potato sticking out from my tightly stretched pussy lips made. I loved the way the end of the potato moved from side to side with each step. I slipped on old loafers and donned my housecoat.


I paid little attention to the neighborhood. It wasn’t all that uncommon for a housewife to go from one house to another in a housecoat. A half-dozen homes had a view of my crossing, though most would have needed bonoculars to know who I was. No one was outside at the time, anyway.


I crossed to their house and went to the door. I debated about waiting to drop the housecoat as the door opened, but movement at the window to my side told me I was being observed. I listened for cars, then shrugged off the housecoat, kicking off my shoes before ringing the door bell.


Excitement welled in me with the knowledge that I stood naked, outdoors, in my own neighborhood. I prayed for the door to quickly open. It did not. I waited anxiously, nervously, for two minutes before giving another ring. They were up to playing games. I appreciated the game, and took delight in my own predicament. My role became easier as I stood there, waiting. I began to rationalize, “So what if somebody sees me. What can they say?” I didn’t know any of them. I hardly cared what they thought. The idea of being seen, being recognized, being seen with a potato stuffed up my twat, took on a strange appeal. Perhaps Benny would find out.


I took to pacing the walk that ran parallel with the front of the house, passing before the large picture window. I wanted to demonstrate my boldness, but more than that, I wanted the stimulation walking brought between my legs. I could feel the eyes of the couple on my bare, stuffed pussy. I listened for the sound of approaching cars, almost hopefully. For ten minutes, I paced without the door opening or a car passing. I rang again, growing impatient. I rang once more when the sound of an approaching car stood my hairs on end.


I pounded the door as the car drew near, then stood motionless as it passed. I looked over my shoulder and saw that the couple driving by never even looked my way. A flood of relief and excitement coursed through me. The door opened.


I smiled at the Petersons who stood looking at my stuffed pussy. I opened my stance and thrust out my cunt for them, saying, “Will this do?” Before they responded, I decided to get vulgar. Knowing the type of lewd banter they loved, I added, “Will this pussy plug keep all of your dog’s hot doggie sperm way up in my pussy where it belongs after he fucks his big dog cock in my bitch cunt?”


My words brought smiles. Steve said, “I don’t know, honey. What do you think?”


Sarah said, “Turn around and bend over. Let’s just see how tight a fit we have here. I wouldn’t want any accidents to occur. Dog cum is hard to get out of a carpet.”


I was still standing in the open, on the front walk, but did as requested, spreading my feet wide and bending low to grasp my ankles. While bent almost double, I noticed that I stood among tiny black ants and they were getting on my foot. Sarah stepped up and fisted the potato, turning, twisting, then removing my plug with a sucking pop, saying, “I’ll be damned, a twat spud.” I groaned as she re-inserted my genuine Idaho pussy plug. She then told me to stand and turn about.


Sarah said, “Okay, now do a few jumping jacks.” I smiled inwardly, then did a dozen. “Do a few deep squats.” I did a dozen squats.


On the final squat, I remained in that deep squat with my hands braced on my knees, keeping my knees widespread. The tip of the spud almost touched the ground as I held my pose. I felt ants crawling over my legs but tried to ignore them. I said, “See, my pussy is well-plugged. After I let your dog fuck me with his big doggie cock, and after he shoots his doggie cum way up inside my pussy, I’ll plug my hole. No dog cum will leak out to spoil your carpet, I promise.”


They stalled. Sarah said, “I don’t know.”


“Look, I want to make up for being a bad bitch. Duke is my lover, and I am his bitch. He is entitled to my pussy, and I have no right to deny him access to it. His sperm belongs in my pussy, and I should have to wear my lover’s sperm there as a lesson. I promise to keep this plug in even after I get home. You can stop in unannounced and check on me. Furthermore, only my husband can remove the plug so that he can enjoy his rights by virtue of our marriage. If he chooses not to remove it, I’ll wear the plug in place until morning.”


This monologue pleased them as I was sure it would. They looked happy. He said, “Honey, I think she has learned her lesson. I think she deserves another chance, don’t you?”


“Well, it is hard to find a girl willing to grovel naked on our doorstep in broad daylight where anyone can see her, just for the opportunity to mate with our dog.”


Steve said, “And with a spud stuffed up her cunt so she can carry the dog sperm back to her husband.”


“That’s right, and don’t forget, she is willing to make her husband take sloppy seconds after our dog, her lover.”


“Yes, that is very important. Duke’s needs must come first, always. It would be better if her husband officially recognized that reality, however.”


They both let that message sink in. I now understood where they were headed. I had the perfect husband for what they wanted. He’d put up with anything. I said, “Suppose I made Benny check with you first to see if Duke needed any pussy before I let him have some. Would that be satisfactory?”


Steve said, “He would do that?” I smiled and nodded.


Sarah said, “Are you sure?”


“I would not make the offer if I couldn’t deliver. Look, tonight, Benny will be pulling this plug out. He’ll want to know what it’s all about, especially when he sees the mess. I plan to lay it all out for him, tell him everything. I will make him understand that Duke is my lover and his needs come first. I will inform Benny that he can only have my pussy after Duke has had it first. He will always be getting sloppy seconds, and that a fresh, clean, pussy is reserved only for Duke. I will have him call you this evening so that he can personally tell you that he understands the way things are going to be from now on. Now, can I please come in and screw your dog? I’m getting a cramp, and ants are starting to crawl up my leg.”


Sarah exclaimed, “Oh, look, honey! There’s a whole line of ants and they are crawling up her leg.”


Steve bent down to watch the file march onto my left foot between my big and second toe. Hundreds, possibly thousands, were behind them. I saw them too, but made no move to escape, patiently awaiting permission to get up though they never told me to assume the squat in the first place. The squat did help to conceal me, as there was a bushy plant behind me. The ants crawling up my leg made me tingle. I knew they weren’t the biting type. I suspected that my wet, musky, vaginal scent or the oil probably attracted them and that my pussy was most likely their destination. Actually, I was as curious as the couple to see what they’d do once they got there.


I decided to drop a hint, saying, “Are you going to make me stay like this until I’m covered in ants as punishment for not being a good bitch, for not freely offering up my pussy to receive Duke’s animal cock, for not welcoming his dog cum deep in my womb?”


By this time, several hundred were marching up my inner thigh, headed right for my pussy. The line was thick on the concrete walk. Soon, thousands would converge on my body. As the couple watched in awe, ants grew thick around and on the spud. Sarah was amazed at my willingness to endure this assault. Her voice, heavy with arousal, said, “That’s exactly what you deserve. In fact, to teach you a lesson, I want you to remove that plug.”


“But they will get inside my pussy. Is there no other way?”


“No, I want them to get in your pussy.”


I removed the plug carefully, trying not to disturb the many ants on the potato itself. Those on my pussy lips moved into the gaping hole under the couple’s watchful eyes. Sarah, inspired by my passive acceptance, said, “That’s not good enough. I want you to sit in front of the line of ants and open up your hole with your fingers.”


To their surprise, that’s exactly what I did. They had to step outside and move to the side to get a head on view of my open pussy as I hooked my index fingers in from opposite sides. They both knelt to watch the ants, now numbering in the thousands, move up my ass crack and into my pussy hole. I wiggled my butt to get my hole aligned with the column. The column marched right up my hole. I never felt anything so strangely titillating as thousands of tiny legs tickled my interior walls and swarmed over my labia, clit, and fingers. The line showed no sign of diminishing, and I showed no sign of distress. After a few minutes, every place that I’d massaged the oil into was covered in ants. My pussy was a solid black, moving mass, alive with delicious sensation, inside and out.


They let me remain seated in the ant column for five or six minutes before Sarah said, “Okay, you can get up now.”


I withdrew my fingers, trapping tens of thousands of the ants inside my pussy. I rose to my feet, my legs and crotch infested. I knew I would not be invited in and wondered what Sarah would do. Sarah looked at me and said, “Let that be a lesson to you. If you cause any more trouble, the next time we’ll look for a fire ant nest for you to squat on. Now, go home and rid yourself. You’d best be ant free when you return. Oh, and carry your housecoat and shoes. Return without them. One other thing: Put the plug back in.”


I killed hundreds of ants re-inserting the twat spud, but the pleasure was worth it. My cunt felt alive as I left the doorstep. Thoughts of being seen evaporated. I no longer cared. The joy of walking naked across the street in broad daylight with my friends watching excited me tremendously. I took my time; I even stopped to check my mail box. I stopped again at my garden hose and sprayed those ants clinging to my body. At my door, I waved. A hot shower and a long douche cleared my pussy, though there were probably ants, and ant body parts, in places I didn’t want to think about. Clean and fresh, I made the return trip totally naked.


My trip was interrupted by a car that sent me scurrying back to my door. Another passed as I neared their door. I was sure the man saw me. The car did slow. I ducked behind the little bush for another, avoiding the stray ants still in the area. My quiet neighborhood had suddenly become a thoroughfare. That’s when I realized that I’d made the crossing at a power plant shift change. The Petersons also realized this. They opened the door shortly after the ring.


They brought me to their dining table for a pelvic exam. They laid me out like a lab specimen and used a penlight to look inside my twat. Sarah announced that all looked well. A few black specks were ignored. Duke was pawing the sliding glass door, eager to get at me. Sarah spun me around so that my cunt faced the dog, then fingered my pussy, saying, “Look, Duke, we brought you some pussy to fuck. She’s going to be a good bitch from now on and let you fuck your cock up her cunt. You can empty your balls in this nasty little bitch any time you want, precious.”


Looking to her husband while finger fucking me, Sarah said, “Oh, look how happy and excited he is, dear. He can’t wait to mount his bitch.”


“Come on, dear, we’ve kept these two lovers apart long enough. Can’t you see they’re both eager to mate? Look at the bitch squirming in anticipation of taking Duke’s cock up her snatch. Her pussy is salivating for his cock. You want that dog dick, don’t you, bitch?”


“Yes! Yes! I want to feel his cock in my pussy so badly. I need a good animal screwing. My pussy will suck his cock dry.”


Sarah said, “Not before your mouth gets him good and hard.” She opened the glass door as her husband helped me to my feet. Duke bounded over and devoured my pussy as I held my lips open for him, saying, “Oh, yes, baby. It’s all yours, now.”


I put on a vulgar exhibition as I offered up my pussy in a variety of spread beaver poses. Duke was more excited than he’d ever been, and his long cock dangled from it’s furry sheath as he moved about me. When Sarah felt we were ready, she lifted Duke by his front paws. He stood over me on his hind legs, his hard cock jutting far out. I immediately dropped to my knees and began sucking that cock slavishly, going deep while massaging his sheath and balls with both hands.


Sarah said, “I should let him ejaculate in your mouth.”


I lifted off to say, “You should; you really should.”


They exchanged smiles. Sarah said, “Maybe next time. Right now, we need to get you bred.” She led me to the sofa and drew me down between them. I immediately brought my legs up and they each took one and opened me into the splits, offering Duke my pussy with my ass poised at the edge of the cushion. Duke jumped up and gripped me around the chest. I reached down and grasped his hard cock, guiding the tip to my hole.


The couple both leaned in to observe the penetration from each side. Duke’s humping loins quickly drove home the eight-inch slab of dog cock, bringing forth a swoon from me. I felt him deep, his pointy cock denting the back of my vagina as the middle swelled inside my cunt. I cried out, “Oh, Fuck! This feels fantastic. God help me, I love this. Oh, Fuck my pussy, Duke! Fuck it hard!”


The dog humped hard and fast for ten minutes before pumping a copious load up my twat. I could feel the hot jets pepper my womb and I announced that I was taking his sperm. Duke remained inside while the swelling receded. Sarah placed his front paws on my shoulders while we waited. This exposed our connected genitals to the Peterson’s best advantage. They both reached hands into my crotch to feel the connection.


When Duke emerged, Sarah was ready with the plug and quickly inserted the spud, saying, “There, now take that to your husband with our regards.”


I relaxed in a slump with a satisfied look on my face. I fondled the part of the spud sticking out and purred, “Oh, I will. It will be a pleasure feeling him sloshing around in Duke’s cum.”


Steve said, “Paula, do you really have that much control over your husband?”


I looked to Steve and said, “That turns you on, doesn’t it?”


“It does. It turns us both on.”


“I’m glad, because I can deliver. Yes, I do have that much and more. Tell me, what do you really want.”


“All right, we would love it if you could stipulate that he can’t have you until immediately after Duke has had you. Here, in our presence, of course.”


“That’s kinky. I like it. All right, I’ll see to it.”


Sarah spoke up, “There’s more. We will want safeguards against cheating. We need some way to insure that the rules are followed. We can’t have you cheating on Duke.”


“Of course not. What did you have in mind?”


“A chastity belt. One that we hold the key to.”


“A chastity belt! That’s fantastic. Do you have one?”


Sarah smiled and said, “Wait here.”


She returned with a chain contraption. I stood to examine the device. I’d never seen one before, and expected leather harness arrangement of some kind. What I held looked like the bottoms to a string bikini but without any solid material covering. It had a metal belt with a long chain dangling from the center. Sarah removed the potato and said, “We won’t be needing this, now. She tossed the slimy spud aside. Dog cum poured down my legs, but that didn’t seem to bother her.


She fastened the belt snugly around my waist, above my hip bones, then passed the chain between my ass cheeks, drawing the chain up my pussy crack in front. She fastened the free end to the belt going around my waist with a through pin and snapped a lock on it. The chain going between my legs fit snuggly in the groove of my twat. I was unfuckable.


“There, you can pee in that thing, but taking a shit will pose a problem. You can shit, but it will be awfully messy. A shower afterwards is a must. You can always come here and we’ll unlock you.”


I marveled at the simplicity and comfort, but I missed my spud plug. I said, “Okay, I guess that seals the deal. Benny isn’t getting any pussy until he plays by the rules. At least I won’t have to return home naked, now.”


“No, but you’ll have to return home right away. You are about to stain my carpet. Honey, get the door for this leaky bitch.”


Steve opened the door and I hurried out. I took a quick look around, then started off across the street. Half way across, a car came along and I took off like a bottle rocket, just getting inside as it passed. It was a close call that had my heart pounding. Benny had just gotten home and was on his way to the TV carrying a fresh six pack and a bag of chips. He halted dead in his tracks and looked me over, almost dropping his beer. “Honey, what the fuck?”


I caught my breath and walked up to him. His eyes went over the device, then focused on the mess running down both legs. I said, “It’s dog cum, Benny. I’ve been fucking the neighbor’s dog.” I brushed past him on my way to the shower. Benny followed as I expected. I turned on the water and stepped into the stall.


Benny said, “Would you please clarify that?”


“What word didn’t you understand?”


“You fucked a dog?”


“Good, Benny. I think you’ve got it.”


“Why?”


“Because he fucks me better and longer than you. He’s a great fuck. I’m his bitch. He’s my lover. Anymore questions?”


“Do the neighbors know.”


“They set it up. My job is to service their dog. I take my job seriously.”


“So what’s with the gizmo, and why were you out running around naked?”


“I wasn’t naked, I’m wearing a chastity belt.”


“A chastity belt? Those things are for virgins.”


“No, they are to keep unauthorized cocks out of privately owned pussies and assholes.”


“Who has the key.”


“The Petersons, of course.”


“So how do I get pussy?”


“Well, that’s going to be a problem. They have rules. Duke gets first crack at my crack. You can have pussy, but you have to get it right after Duke gets his, before they lock their pussy up again. They said they’d allow you enough time as long as you don’t take too long. I told them they needn’t worry about that.”


I could see that Benny wasn’t as upset as he pretended to be. His eyes couldn’t leave my chastity belt, as he kept my shower door open while I showered.


“He asked me to spell out in detail how things were. His raging hardon betrayed how he really felt about my taking a dog lover, so I gave him a detailed description of the act and its effect on me. He almost came in his pants when I mentioned that Duke would always have fresh pussy, and he would always follow Duke only if the Petersons were satisfied with his complete and total acceptance of the true order of things. By that evening, he was more than ready to make the call to explain to them what he understood his role to be.


I almost came just listening to my husband profess over and over in a variety of lewd and graphic terms that he was second to Duke and that I was Duke’s number one lover and bitch. Of course, he quickly discovered the key words and phrases that turned them on and used them liberally. They told Benny to bring the bitch over for mating.


Benny did not like walking me over wearing only the chastity belt; but by then, I’d have it no other way. He thoroughly enjoyed watching me mate with the beast, and dutifully followed, shoving his meager prick in the sloppy mess and dumping his load in record time. After that first session, he refastened the belt and then fastened a jeweled dog collar around my neck, one that they handed him . They told him I must wear it always. The ornate collar had a hanging tag with the words, “Duke’s Bitch,” inscribed on both sides in letters easy to read from several feet away. I wore the collar proudly and intended to wear it everywhere. They snapped a leash to the collar and handed the end to Benny.


On the way home, I stalled. He was so nervous. I was determined that someone see me. When we got to our door, I insisted we go back because I forgot to thank them. Poor Benny was beside himself, but led me back. They were surprised to see me and immediately suspected my motive. When a car did head our way, Benny wanted to run. I stood fast, preventing him. I boldly crossed in front of the car, forcing the car to slow, then stop. I waved to the couple inside as Benny tried to hustle me along. They didn’t move until we got to our door.


Just when Benny thought we were home safe, the Petersons called us back. Two more cars caught us in the crossing. Both stopped, headed in opposite directions, and remained in the street between our house and the Petersons. When we got to their door, Sarah said, “You’re welcome.”


I had to laugh. Benny wanted in, but they wouldn’t have it. We headed back. The two cars were still stopped in the street. Benny wanted to pass behind one of the cars, but I wanted to go between the two sets of head lights. One car had a single male driver, but the other had a family with three kids inside, all with their noses to the window. I walked right up to the driver’s window of that car. He rolled the window down and turned on the interior light. I leaned down so they all got a good look at the inscription on my collar. I asked if he had the time.


He had a shit-eating grin on his face. His wife just sat there, dumbfounded. One kid said, “Who’s Duke.” I pointed back to the Peterson house and said, “Duke is their male black lab. Why.”


The grinning kid said, “What does that mean, ‘Duke’s Bitch?’” His mother said, “Arnold, please?”


I looked to her and said, “Do you want to explain this to him, or do you want me to?”


She and her husband exchanged looks. I saw him pass a signal with a nod. She looked to her kids and saw their eager, excited faces. The other car moved up until the driver was at my ass. I found out latter that he had a flashlight. The woman turned to me and said, “By all means, you tell them.”


I turned to the kid and said, “Duke is my lover. I am his bitch. Do you know what male dogs do with their bitches?”


He said shyly, “Yeah, do you let him do that to you?”


“Do what, sweetheart?”


He said to his mother, “Can I say the word?” She said, “You’ve gone this far, I don’t see why not.” He smiled and said, “Do you let him fuck you?”


“Yes, I let the dog fuck my pussy. I let him cum in my pussy, too.” I was so turned on by my lewd exhibition, and the peoples’ acceptance, that I craved more. I stood up straight and stepped back, almost getting a cold flashlight up my ass. I displayed my legs with my knees parted and said, “This is his doggie cum. As you can see, the dog’d sperm is leaking from my pussy.”


I turned to face the flashlight man and posed for him, saying, “Here, I suppose you want a good look, too.” The man aimed his beam at my open crotch. Benny stood stupidly by while I flaunted myself this way. I had to explain the chastity belt, which gave me ample excuse to display my pussy. To do this, I went to each car and threw my right leg up on the top with my pussy in the driver’s window. I used my fingers to show the belt’s utility. Both of the men, and the two boys took advantage of my position to get liberal feels of my pussy, split by the chain. I discovered that determined little fingers can get past the chain. Shortly afterwards, we made it home. Benny had another hardon.


I have since been caught by just about all of our neighbors. They all know what’s going on. Benny expected someone to complain; but so far, we’ve received no complaints or visits from authorities. That was not as unusual as it might seem. I didn’t think we would. We live in a very sparsely populated part of the county and the residents are staunch independents with a code that says, “To each his own.” Many eccentrics have moved here. We became just one more of the crazies to be tolerated or enjoyed. I get frequent visits from my neighbors, now. Mostly because I only wear the chastity belt and collar. I only dress to go to town; even then, I am hardly dressed.


People call me the bitch lady. I love answering their questions and often repeat them, answering in a loud voice so those nearby can hear. Some parents will hustle their kids away when I am near, but most don’t. In fact, kids ask the best questions. Some get put up to it, I’m sure. Benny has learned to live with being the community laughing stock. He has little interaction with them anyway, as he works thirty miles away and doesn’t socialize. He gets off on it, now, and sometimes takes me on long walks through the neighborhood, on the leash, of course. All in all, it’s a dog’s life, and we love it.
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    “Family Secret” By Tiffany


A woman needs a steady diet of love, tender kisses, stroking, and love making followed by holding and sweet words. This one sometimes needs to have her ankles pinned to a mattress beside her ears and have her pussy pounded to mush by a big cock with huge ass-slapping balls. Walter, my husband of seventeen years, gives me plenty of the former but none of the latter. For the latter, I take it where I can get it. I get it a lot.


I’ve been very lucky. I have indulged myself at least once a week for the past thirteen years, and I have never been caught. My husband suspects nothing, though my stretched pussy does little for his less-than-average prick. My children have never seen me walking around in bra and panties, much less nude, and they never heard a dirty word cross my lips.


I have played the ultra-conservative, sexually up-tight, even frigid June Cleaver role to the hilt so that if word or rumors of my infidelity ever got back to my family, they would not believe them. My husband gets unresponsive straight sex, in the missionary position, always with the lights out, and has never had a blow job, anal sex, or even a hand job from me. I wear men’s pajamas to bed and he screws me through the fly. I won’t spread my legs or let him lie on me. He supports himself on his arms while I continually interrupt him, asking him when he’ll finish.


Our sex started off that way. Both of our kids were conceived that way. It’s the only way Walter ever had me, and I saw no reason to change, even after I was raped by a long-donged salesman who showed me how fucking was done properly, then returned every day for three weeks until I learned every lesson he thought I needed to learn. I learned, and I changed radically in those three weeks.


Walter saw no change other than my loose pussy, which he politely never mentioned. I am much more stretched out now, and since Walter can only get half his cock in with my legs together, I know he’s not feeling much more than a warm wet presence on the end of his dick. I might be the only woman he’s ever had. We were both virgins, and he is so straight he could be used to align a building.


I am very strict with my kids, and my fourteen-year-old Tarra hates the repressive rules she lives under. Robby, my sixteen-year-old, can’t date and gets punished for getting erections or soiling his sheets or underwear with his youthful spend. He has wet dreams and gets punished for those as well. The kids have no right to privacy, can never be behind a closed door, and I make Tarra sleep wearing boxing gloves to prevent her from masturbating in the night. Robby wears a tight, leather jock with cup that can be locked on. My kids do not masturbate, not in my house, anyway.


I make masturbation seem like the crime of the century. I am obsessive about it; or at least, I act that way. I don’t even allow Walter to touch himself in my presence, though I know he indulges himself in the bathroom. I don’t say anything to Walter about his lengthy stays in the bathroom, and he says nothing about my stays in the bedroom behind a locked door.


When I feel like masturbating, which is a nightly affair, I lock myself in the bedroom. I have a plug-in vibrator that messes up the TV reception. The vibrating dildoe is sold as a facial massager, but the long cock-like wand would only fool a fool. I keep my pussy pleaser on my bedstand, in the open, and it reeks of pleased pussy. Walter knows damned well my toy is no facial massager, but I refer to the obscene device as my facial massager. When I want to masturbate, I announce that I am going to massage my face.


I love doing that, because I know they know exactly what I am going to do. I may as well say, “Excuse me, family. I am going to my bedroom to fuck myself with my vibrating fake cock. Do not disturb me for the next hour.”


The kids see my dildoe every day. It sits on my night stand, sticking straight up, looking very phalic. If they haven’t sniffed the thing, it’s because they know damned well where it’s been. They’ve seen it glistening after I emerge from a facial massage session, and I like to stick a loose pubic hair or two on the shaft before emerging. I am a hypocritical, compulsive-masturbating June Cleaver, and I love playing my role to the hilt. This makes my adultery more exciting and my home life less boring. I have the best of both worlds, and I know it.


Walter is not pussy whipped. He tolerates my eccentricities, but he’d divorce me in a second if he knew I ever cheated on him. He is very possessive in that way, and the kids know it, too. I know he is sexually frustrated, but he will never admit that a plastic cock outperforms his manhood. I wish the game could go on and on. I wish my streak could hold out. I was not that careful; I was just very lucky.


I wish I could still say that, but Robby and Tarra ended my streak in a dramatic way. My husband would never understand or forgive me for tipping our black pool maintenance man the way I tip him - with my ankles pinned back to my ears and my asshole kissing his balls on each stroke of his eleven-inch cock into my cheating twat.


This is what Robby and Tarra saw when they came to investigate the unusual noise coming from my room at two in the afternoon. The school let out early because of a bomb threat. They were both standing in the doorway when the hulking, sweaty cocksman pulled his long, ebony, drippy dick from their mother’s mushy twat. To say I was shocked and mortified is the definition of an understatement. Every atom in my body wanted to leave the area taking the path of least resistance at the speed of light.


I did not move nearly so fast. I let out a groan of despair and rolled to my side in a fetal ball, wondering how long they’d been there, and why they weren’t leaving.


My black stud was not the least put out by their presence. He is my stud because he is such a ballsie fucker. He treats me like a white-trash cunt, a piece of slut pussy, and I adore him for it. When he reached for my top ankle, I wanted to shout, “No, please, Tyrone, not now for god’s sake, those are my children.”


I didn’t cry out, because I knew my pleas would be wasted breath. As though lifting a turkey drumstick, he hauled my leg straight up overhead until my hip lifted off the mattress, exposing my adulterous crotch in the most obscene way, saying, “Get a good look at your mother’s twat, kids. This is what a well-fucked cunt should look like. That is prime Afro cock juice pouring out of your old lady’s pussy.”


I didn’t think things could get any worse, but then he slapped my pussy and inserted three fingers, saying, “This is what happens to a white whore who fucks with an Alabama black python. Kid, I’ll bet you could get your arm up there. You wanna try?”


This time I cried out, “Please stop. Robby, Tarra, go away.”


Thankfully, Robby did not take Tyrone up on the offer, but neither of them left, either. I knew their staying would only inspire Tyrone to further obscene acts. He dropped my leg and yanked me to a sitting position facing the kids, holding me in place by my hair. I tried to cover my breasts, but he slapped my hands away. I tried to close my legs, but he slapped my inner thighs until I had them far enough apart to suit him.


He had my head tilted back, grasped by the back of my head. I could see that Tarra and Robby had moved closer to the foot of the bed, framed by my parted knees. My tits were thrust up as he pulled my head back and into his crotch. He rubbed my face on his messy black cock, saying, “Suck my cock, bitch! Show these kids what a good cock-sucker their mother is.”


My shame and embarrassment was complete. I began licking, then sucking, feeling him grow before my children’s eyes. I knew this would bode ill if he got another erection, but I had no choice. My mouth brought him back to a full cock stand. He fucked my mouth as he loves to do, shoving his cock down my throat, fucking my throat the way I love having my throat fucked: with my nose getting mashed into his wiry pubic bush while his black balls swung under my chin.


By this time, the kids knew they weren’t watching a rape. I was screwed, literally. They’d get even; they earned it. They’d given me years of pleasure at a high cost. I was surprised that neither had reached for the phone to call their father, but there was plenty of time for that after the show.


Tyrone continued throat fucking me for several minutes, then threw me onto my hands and knees at an angle to my kids, a position intended to give them a good view of my ass. He pushed my shoulders to the mattress and lifted my ass high, pushing my knees out. His long black fingers pried my ass cheeks apart.


I knew they could see my asshole puckering out to receive the man’s bulbous cockhead. I know how obscene that must have looked as he crammed his cock deep in my colon. They watched his hanging balls slapping my pussy pouch as he butt-fucked me the way I love to be butt-fucked. It was all I could do to keep from screaming out my usual flood of obscenities, or turning my head their way to watch them watching.


Strangely, their watching was adding to my excitement. I suppose shame can only reach a certain level before it turns back the other way. My shame took U-turn and put the pedal to the metal at that point.


I always knew I’d get caught, and my charade would get dashed by the reality of what I was - an adulterous whore. I have fantasized every exposure scenario and shared them with Tyrone. I did not want my exposure to be a long drawn-out affair, starting with rumors, then circumstantial evidence, then a chance encounter wherein I’d get caught in the act.


No, if it ever happened - and I never wanted it to happen - I wanted my fall to come out full blown, out of the blue, in the most obscene way possible. As always, Tyrone was giving me exactly what I wanted. My old life was over, and regardless of the consequences, I wanted to end it in a big way. My kids would take revenge on me, and I couldn’t blame them.


I was proud of my sexual prowess and my ability to take a man like Tyrone. I was a true three-holer whore. I could earn a good living on my back. I’d miss my family, but the whore’s life had many desirable benefits. I had years of good fucking left in my hot-assed carcass. They saw what I could do with my mouth. They were seeing what a talented asshole I had. I could not help wishing Tyrone would do as he usually did and flip me over for a good cunt fucking. Then, they’d see what their mother could do with her insatiable pussy. I sent Tyrone silent prayers that he heard.


After five minutes of intense ass fucking, Tyrone flipped me onto my back. I planted my feet wide and raised my cunt to his angled-down cock. I wiggled my pussy onto his cock and began screwing him for all I was worth, frequently looking to my kids, checking their reactions, being driven on by their intense stares and open mouths. Tyrone finished the same way they first saw us: with my ankles pinned to the mattress beside my ears.


I love the ending. Being helplessly pinned, immobile, while a huge man is pounding my pussy in its most open a vulnerable position never fails to make me cum and scream out the most vile and obscene words. I knew I would cum, but I didn’t plan to pour out every filthy phase I knew. From, “Fuck my slut pussy” to “Cum in my whoring, adulterous twat,” I really laid it on thick.


When Tyrone pulled out, he rolled onto his side, lying beside me, keeping my legs back by laying his right arm across the backs of both my ankles. The kids had moved up to the bed by this time and looked down on the most obscene beaver any mother can make. The pressure on my legs lifted my ass up by a good foot. Both were looking down into my ass and pussy as Tyrone toyed with my abused and messy intimate anatomy, saying, “Your mom is one fine piece of ass. She’s the best white pussy I ever had.”


He was tracing a stiff finger around the interior of my pussy hole while telling them my most guarded secrets: my adulterous history, my fantasies, my craving for big cocks. I should have been struggling, protesting, denying, or at least trying to get the kids away. I did none of those things. I wanted to hear more. While he talked to my kids, he fingered both holes, and toyed with my clit. Occasionally he would bring his sopping wet hand to my lips where I was expected to lick them clean and suck his fingers. I did so without hesitation. He fed me our fuck sauce while exposing me in every way he could.


I had no secrets and nothing to hide from them after he was through with me. He exposed my game, my secret life, my body, mind, and soul. No mother has ever been so thoroughly laid bare. They knew everything. They even knew of my fantasies involving them.


These were innocent fantasies, silly, really. I’d told Tyrone how I often fantasized being awakened in the morning with Robby screwing me, or of finding Tarra with a boy, making love, and me just watching while masturbating. He told her I sucked the crotch of her panties while masturbating. I only sniff them, but I didn’t deny his embellishment when I saw Tarra’s eyes open wide and the amused expression on her face. I also didn’t deny the craving to sneak into Robby’s room, late and night, to take his dick in my mouth and suck him off in his sleep.


When Tyrone got up, got dressed, and left me alone with Robby and Tarra, it was a very awkward moment. I was hoping they’d leave, but Tarra sat on the bed between my feet, and Robby sat by my right side. I sat up against the headboard, but did not bother to bring my legs together or hide my breasts. I figured, what would be the point. Robby broke the silence, saying, “Don’t worry, Mom, we won’t tell Dad.”


Tarra said, “No way would we tell Dad. He’d divorce you for this, wouldn’t he?”


I was floored and said, “Yes, he sure would. He’d have every right to. What I did was terribly wrong. I’m so sorry you two had to see this, but I can’t blame you for staying to watch. I probably would have done the same thing if I’d caught my mother doing something like this. That never happened. I feel like the lowest form of life on Earth. I don’t know what to say other than I’m sorry.”


Tarra said, “You don’t need to apologize or be embarrassed, Mom.


“But I’ve been awful to you, both of you. I’m the biggest hypocrite that ever lived. Tyrone told the truth. I enjoyed tormenting you two.”


Tarra said, “You’re only human, Mom. We understand, don’t we Robby?”


“Sure. It wasn’t that bad. It’s kinda neat finding out you gave me hardons on purpose.”


Tarra added, “Yeah, and it was neat having you wipe me and wash me between the legs after my enemas I didn’t really need. I never knew you were getting off on it. Did you really…you know… masturbate afterwards like he said?”


“Yes, dear, most of the time, right afterwards.”


“Wow, that is so cool. And does Daddy really get horny when he sees me naked like Tyrone said.”


“Very horny.”


“Wow! When you spank me, does he really stare at me down there like he said.”


“Down there? You mean, does your father stare at your cute little pussy.” Tarra blushed and giggled. “Yes, dear. He can’t take his eyes off of your adorable honey pot. He’s worse than Robby.”


“That’s far out, Mom. Robby is pretty bad about that. He teases me about it all the time, but I never thought Daddy was staring and getting hard too. This has been quite an education. Now we don’t need that birds and bees talk.”


“No, I suppose you got a complete sex education.”


She said, “Mom, can I ask you something very personal?”


“What could be very personal after this? Yes, Tarra, what is it?”


“Well…I was wondering…why do you suck on my panties?”


I didn’t want to contradict anything Tyrone said, but I found this part embarrassing. I am not actually into pussy, though the scent of a fresh young virgin is like an aphrodisiac. I reddened and said, “Uh…well…this is embarrassing. All right. Brace yourself. The truth is, I like the taste of another female’s vagina.”


“Really? Have you ever…you know…licked a woman down there?”


“Do you mean, have I ever licked a woman’s pussy? Yes, Tarra, several.”


“Did you like the way mine tasted?”


“I wouldn’t keep doing it if I didn’t.”


“Do you do it a lot?”


“I don’t go looking for every pair you take off, but if I see one I usually suck on the crotch. I guess you find that news shocking and sickening, don’t you?”


“No, it’s kind of neat. I wouldn’t mind bringing them to you if you want. Isn’t it better if they’re fresh?”


This was getting heavy. She was obviously thrilled by the idea, but I didn’t know where this might lead. I pictured Tarra handing me a pair of sopping wet panties, expecting me to suck the crotch in front of her. In my state of mind, I probably would have done so, but I knew this would wear off once things returned to normal and I was dressed properly. What then? Still, she wanted this. Seeing the potential to patch things up with my kids, and be able to keep up my front with my husband with their help, I was ready to give them anything they wanted. I told her that would be nice.


Robby said, “I know a man with a big dick that’s dying to fuck you, Mom.”


This statement hit me like big wad of cum in the face - shocking, but pleasant. Robby never used foul language in my presence. I am always looking for another big-dicked stud, and his words did excite me. My secret was out, so I said, “Oh, you do? Who is this big-dicked stud?”


“Gary’s dad. He’s almost as big as that black guy, and he’s always teasing me that he’s going to fuck you and make you beg for more. Want me to tell him you’ll let him fuck you?”


“Just tell him I’d like to meet him. I’ll do my own begging, thank you.”


“Great! Mom, if you want to suck my dick, you don’t need to sneak in and do it while I’m sleeping. Actually, I’d like to be awake when you do it. All you have to do is say when. I really don’t mind. Honest.”


Robby made me smile. I pulled his head to me and hugged his neck, planting a motherly kiss to his cheek. He laid his head on the upper swell of my right breast and kissed me an inch up from my nipple. I stroked his hair saying, “I’ll keep that in mind, Robby, but that was just a fantasy. Mothers shouldn’t do things like that with their sons. Don’t get your hopes up.” Robby didn’t say anything, but he planted another shy kiss, closer to the nipple, testing his limits.


Tarra scooted closer without my noticing. She sat within the space of my parted knees. When I looked to her and smiled, she laid her hand on my right inner thigh, four inches from my beaver. When I said nothing, she began lightly stroking my thigh. Robby kept planting kisses to my upper breast, gradually advancing toward my nipple. Tarra expanded the sweep of her hand, getting dangerously close to my sloppy twat.


I knew where my silent acceptance would lead. Tarra could not tear her eyes from my pussy, and Robby wanted that nipple just as badly. My continued silence was as good as saying, “Have at it, kids.” I remained silent because I’ve learned that silence is golden.


Robby was first to get his prize. When I said nothing after he kissed my nipple, he raised his head, fastened his mouth on it, and began sucking in earnest. Seeing this inspired Tarra to venture her fingers to my cunt lip. She touched the slimy labia more firmly with each pass; then, when I made no comment, began openly massaging my cunt. Her fingers dipped inside when I still remained silent, and she was soon masturbating me, finger-fucking me, and spreading Tyrone’s sperm all over my beaver.


Robby was going from tit to tit, using both hands. Between the two of them, they were driving me mad. Tarra laid across my right inner thigh with her face close to my beaver, using both hands to stimulate me. Robby’s hand would slip down for feels of my pussy. I came after ten minutes of their eager explorations, then eased them both away, trying not to hurt their feelings or seem ungrateful. We were all a little bashful after the episode. The silence was golden, but something needed to be said.


I sat up and said, “All right, you two. That was very nice, but we can’t be doing things like this. That would be more wrong than my adultery. I could go to jail for this. Society frowns on incest with minors, you know?”


Robby said, “Who cares? We all liked it, and who’s going to tell.”


Tarra said, “That’s right, Mom. We’ll never tell. It was fun. I don’t want to stop. We want to do more, don’t we Robby?”


“Yeah, lots more. And not just that, either. We want you to do stuff to us.”


This was delightful news to me. By taking the initiative, the monkey was off my back. I said, “All right, if you two can promise to keep this a secret, I suppose there’s no harm. There’s a price to pay, though. When your father is home, everything must stay just like it was. Robby, you’ll be punished for erections, and I will see to it you get lots of erections. Tarra, nothing changes for you, either.”


Tarra made an anguished face, then pleaded, “Please don’t make me wear those awful clothes anymore, and those boxing gloves are shear torture. I like everything else; really, I do.”


“All right. We’ll get you a sexy new wardrobe, but the gloves stay. I like torturing you, remember? You can dress sexy, but I’ll be tougher on you than ever.”


“I want you to.”


“Okay, Robby, what do you want me to do for you?”


“I want the same thing Tyrone got—the works.”


“Okay, you’ll get the works. Tarra, what do you want?”


“I want you to eat my pussy until I cum, and then I want you to lick up all my cum. I want to watch you masturbate while sucking on my panties. Oh, and I want to watch Gary’s dad fuck you. And I want you to teach me how to suck a cock all the way down my throat like you do. I want to try it on Gary’s dad, and …”


“All right, all right! You want it all, is that it?”


“Yes, everything. I want to be a three-holer whore like you, Mom.”


“You’ll both get your wishes. To save time, why don’t you start with my pussy, Robby? Tarra, you can sit on my face while he’s fucking me. Both of you take all of your clothes off. If we’re going to do this, let’s do it right.”


We’ve been doing it right ever since. Walter knows something is different. I don’t wear panties at home. My naked beavers are a common sight. Tarra dresses like me when she isn’t stark naked, getting her pussy smacked with her legs wide, aimed right at Walter.


So far, he hasn’t said anything. He spends a lot more time in the bathroom, but that’s a good place for him. It gives Robby and me a chance to fuck. When I go off to the bedroom to masturbate, I take Tarra with me. Walter raises an eyebrow at this. I wonder what his face looks like when the TV goes squirrelie. When we come out, he doesn’t say anything. Silence is golden. The End
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    “First Class Treatment”     By: Tiffany


    I could not believe my luck. After being a single mother of three for twelve years, and struggling from pay check to pay check, I met a man that wanted to marry me after one date. He offered to adopt my three children and keep me at home doing the things I love doing: cooking, mothering, and painting.


    Walter Quintana was pushing sixty and twenty-five years my senior. Though not my ideal man, he was distinguished, knew lots of interesting and important people, and was rich by my standards. My sons took an instant liking to Walter because he was liberal with his cash, offered them beer, and letting them browse his extensive collection of girlie magazines. Those things did not set well with me, but I kept silent.


    My boys have been a hand full ever since the first one, Jason, entered puberty four years ago. Greg doubled my trouble two years later, and my youngest, Arthur, had just begun talking squeaky and leaving those tell-tale spots on his sheets. The thought of my little sex fiends having unlimited access to pornography left me with a cold chill. Add alcohol to that mix and I could see real trouble in the mansion.


    None-the-less, I quelled my apprehensions and accepted Walter’s proposal and his suggestion that we move in together for a few weeks before the wedding. Walter wanted me to quit my job and offered to maintain my apartment. He said he’d give me five thousand dollars as a parting gift if things didn’t work out. I was determined that things would work out. During those two weeks I never uttered a protest or made a single complaint, though I had plenty to complain about. My boys quickly became impossible to control.


    Walter seemed to be testing my tolerance. Always a very touchy-feely guy, he continued that practice regardless of who was in the room or what room we were in. To have a hand grab my crotch with one or more of my boys grinning at me was a novel and unwelcome sensation. Not being able to slap the shit out of the guy that did it was even more novel. Walter had another nuance that I found particularly unnerving; he liked to playfully call me demeaning terms, like bitch, cunt, and whore. These were always said with a smile and followed by a kiss, but in the presence of my children, it was difficult to bear. When they started doing it, Walter loved it. I was almost ready to take the five grand and walk.


    I stayed but resolved that after the wedding there would be some major changes. Our state is a community property state and I made it clear that I would not sign a pre-nuptial agreement. I even visited an attorney without Walter’s knowledge to verify what my rights would be one day after the wedding. What I learned was that I’d be half rich. I’m not a gold digger, but with that knowledge I had options and leverage. I intended to use those to get my way. The day after the wedding, the beer would go, the magazines would go, and they would all show me the respect I deserved as a wife and mother. If not, Walter would go.


    I was sitting on the couch with Walter two days before the wedding. We were watching TV. From Jason’s room came the familiar call that sent chills up my spine. “Hey, BITCH! Bring me a fuckin’ beer!” I forced a smile. Walter said, “Boys will be boys.” I delivered the beer to Jason who was lying on his back, propped up on a pillow, and jerking off while looking at Miss November. All three of my boys get a big kick out of having me catch them jerking off. They also like to deposit their youthful seed where they know I’ll have to handle it, like on pillow cases and in socks. I handed Jason the beer with fire in my eyes and said, “You just wait, young man. I’m going to remember this. I’m writing everything down.”


    He just gave me a hard look, pointed his prick at me, and jerked faster. I left steaming. I plopped down beside Walter and smiled, saying, “Oh, those boys. They drive me nuts. I hope you won’t mind if I make a few little changes after we’re married.”


    “That will be your prerogative. After all, half of this will be yours. I intend to leave the running of this house to you, dear. Just to humor me, though, don’t make any changes until then, okay?”


    This unexpected news thrilled me, and I quickly said yes. >From that moment on I could take anything. When Jason next called me, I walked in smiling. He had just ejaculated all over his stomach and upper thighs. I handed him the beer and said, “Can I get you a warm wash cloth?”


    “Yeah, cunt. You can clean this fuckin’ mess up, too.”


    I returned seconds later, knelt by his bed, and dutifully swabbed-up his semen. I pinched the deflated head of his penis to wipe along its length and clean his balls. Jason loved this intimate attention from me, as it was the first time in his memory that I’d touched his penis. He’d die if he knew I’d regularly sucked all three of them as babies to get them to fall asleep. It was their father’s idea. He got a big charge out of watching. After I tossed his lazy ass out, my boys learned to fall asleep the normal way.


    The evening before the wedding, Walter and I sat together on the couch. He was wondering why we hadn’t received the results back from our blood tests and was worried that the wedding might have to be postponed. It was no big deal. We planned a simple JP ceremony at the court house, but I became anxious. Moments later, the phone beside me rang. I picked up. The professional sounding male voice said, “Is this Ann Taylor?”


    “Yes, yes it is.”


    “Miss Taylor, this is Dr. Greendale from the clinic. I’m afraid I have some rather disturbing news. I’d prefer to discuss this in detail in a more suitable setting, but time is of the essence. In brief, your blood test revealed the presence of a rare toxin. The tests are conclusive. You have what’s called lymphatic toxicoma.”


    “Lymphatic toxicoma? Is it serious?”


    “I’m afraid it’s very serious - life threatening if not treated in time. Tell me, are your joints hurting you at all?”


    “Well, no, not really.”


    “Excellent. That means we can use chemotherapy. Ann, I can now give you some good news. We can treat your condition with drugs, and the treatment only takes thirty days. Afterwards, you’ll be free of this condition.”


    I let out a sigh of relief and said, “It’s about time I heard something positive. So, do I need to make an appointment or something? I have a wedding tomorrow at noon.”


    I’m afraid the wedding must wait until we can clear your test. The Center for Disease Control has a strict rule on this condition. Although the disease can not be communicated while the drugs are being administered, it is a very rare and dangerous communicable venereal disease.”


    “Where did I get it?”


    “I don’t want to get into that over the phone. I’ll need a detailed sex history from you - another CDC requirement. Ann, is there anyone with you?”


    “Yes, Walter my fiancee is right here.”


    “Don’t move. Tell him to hold the phone to your ear for you.”


    “But why, I’m perfectly…”


    “Please, Ann, just do as I say.” I told Walter and he held the phone. “Okay, now very gingerly release the phone and let your arm fall and rest at your side. Do not move your fingers or wrist joints!”


    Fear rose in me as I complied. I said, “Why, what’s wrong?”


    “I’m coming to you with a team of specialists, Ann. It is absolutely important that you not move any joints until we arrive. The toxin acts on the cartilage between your joints. Movement speeds up the action and provides a pathway into the central tissues. If the toxin gets inside the cartilage, the drugs can’t neutralize them. We may still cure you, but you could easily loose fingers, hands, feet, even entire limbs. If you haven’t felt any pain it is not likely to have happened yet, but this is too serious to take a chance. Can you remain totally immobile for thirty minutes?”


    I said a very firm yes. The doctor hung up. I explained the situation to Walter, talking through clenched teeth, head straight forward, trying not to move my jaw. Walter immediately went for his medical encyclopedia. He found the section right away and read me the short article. It was what Dr. Greendale had told me, plus we learned that it only affected the joints of the outer extremities from the elbows and knees down. Treatment called for immobilization of vulnerable joints and chemotherapy. That was a small relief, and I timidly relaxed my jaw and neck. What I found shocking was that the drugs were administered twice daily through high colonic enemas. Walter put the book away and sat beside me, saying, “Well, look on the bright side. It’s curable and they caught it before any damage was done.”


    I said, “Yes, I’m a very lucky lady, but this is too serious for me to start celebrating my good luck. By the way, the wedding has to be postponed for at least a month.”


    “Damn! Well, look, the deal is still valid as far as I’m concerned, and I’ll pick up the full medical expenses besides. I’ll arrange to hold your apartment for another month.”


    “Oh, Walter. You are a prince.”


    Walter called my boys in and gave them the full story. They looked on with sad worried eyes. I said, “It looks like you kids will have to get your own beer for a while. And Jason, you can clean your own jerk-off messes.” He scowled at me for embarrassing him, but it felt good to see him blush for a change.


    Dr. Greendale arrived on time and was accompanied by three assistants, two male and one female. All but the nurse wore light blue medical smocks with name plaque badges that identified them as MD. RN. Technician, Therapist and so forth. She wore a sexy white nurse’s uniform. They all looked and acted professional, and I hadn’t the slightest inkling they weren’t what they pretended to be. Dr. Greendale explained the disease and treatment in more detail. He explained the necessity of applying casts to mid-thigh and mid-upper arm. As his assistants prepared the materials, he said, “Fortunately, I see you have three helpers living with you. You’re lucky they are out of school for the summer. We can train them to care for you and administer the treatments. Of course, you could hire round the clock nurses, but that can be very expensive.”


    I said, “What do I need nurses for?”


    “Ann, these casts are very heavy. I’m afraid you won’t be able to do anything for yourself. Basically, you’ll be bed-ridden. Now, I’ll need to cut your clothes off of you.”


    He made a move towards my skirt with a pair of scissors and I freaked. My three boys were gawking at me. I said, “Wait! Not with them in here. Walter, can we talk privately?”


    Walter ushered everyone into the den and shut the door. He came back and sat beside me. I said, “Walter, sweetheart, I don’t want those kids looking after me. They’ve never seen me naked, and I want to keep it that way; besides, there’s no way I want them attending to my toilet or giving me sponge baths. Giving me enemas is out of the question. Hire me a nurse, please!”


    Walter looked pensive, then said, “Look, Ann. I’ll be totally honest with you. One of my biggest fantasies is of a beautiful, sexy mother being helpless and at the mercy of her horny kids. I prefer scenarios that involve nasty young girls, but any kids will do. This situation has fallen into my lap like a gift from heaven. Please don’t ask me to forfeit it and spend thousands of dollars unnecessarily in the process.”


    This revelation was not a total surprise to me. Whenever we made love, Walter made me recount every improper act that my boys had ever perpetrated on me. Lately, there had been many, and I fully understood his motives for wanting me to tolerate the situation. I said, “Sweetheart, I understand what you want, but this is no game. You don’t know what you’re asking. I have no idea what those boys are capable of. I don’t know if I could survive the humiliation of having them see my naked vagina, much less wiping my butt. As for sex, who knows what they might try. I will be totally helpless once those casts are on.”


    Walter smiled with a gleam in his eye. I knew I said the wrong thing. He said, “That’s right. I could live off the memories for the rest of my life.”


    I knew right then that there was no chance of getting a nurse. My options were few. I had no medical insurance. I pleaded, “Please, Walter! If I do this for you, will you at least lay some ground rules for them and rigidly enforce them.”


    “No, that would defeat my purpose. I want them to feel free to do with you whatever pleases them. I have no intention of interfering. It will do you no good to cry to me for help, either. I won’t lift a finger. I’m sorry, Ann, but I can’t pass this chance up. I’d never get another in a million lifetimes.”


    I still had the option of halting our engagement. I figured the doctor would commit me to the state hospital. I’ve heard horror stories about those places. Finally, I said, “Bring them in.”


    Soon they were all crowded around as Dr. Greendale began snipping his way up the center of my skirt. I wanted to die as he folded the flaps back and exposed my panties. Greg slyly pointed out the stray pubic hairs peeking out from under the leg bands. Dr. Greendale’s scissors continued up through my pull-over. He parted the sweater and cut down the length of each sleeve.


I had little time to adjust to being in my bra and panties when he snipped the bra in the center and cut the two shoulder straps. He bared my breasts and the boys’ eyes lit up. I groaned as he inserted his scissors down the center of my panty waist band and cut his way to the left leg hole. He then cut straight across the crotch, saying, “I’m afraid these have to go, too. Once the casts are on you wouldn’t be able to get them off without cutting anyway. And you may as well adjust to having your sons see you in your birthday suit. They’ll be bathing you twice a day among other things.”


    I closed my eyes as he stepped back and revealed my exposed vagina. I cursed the fact that I’d been sitting in a relaxed, unladylike position when he first called and didn’t have the courage to move my knees together. I could feel the cool air on my inner membranes, and my damn clit began climbing up to take a look around. I closed my eyes and listened to my sons’ giggles.


    Dr. Greendale took up a clipboard and said, “I need to get this CDC sexual history questionnaire filled out. I’m afraid it’s rather personal. I must warn you that falsifying information can lead to arrest and/or a stiff fine. They’re very serious about this, Ann. Perhaps you’d like to handle this in private.”


    I nodded firmly, but Walter piped in, saying, “I’m sure Ann has nothing to hide. Go ahead, Doctor.”


    I gave Walter a nasty look. The doctor said, “Very well.”


    He then began asking me extremely detailed questions. I was so intimidated by the threat from the CDC that I answered them truthfully. Before the humiliating experience was over, I’d explained my masturbation habits, including frequency and technique. I told of my first sexual encounter; my first oral sex; my first anal experience; my love of enemas; my several acts of infidelity; and the catalog of lovers I’d had since divorcing my husband. By the time I was through, I was not just physically laid bare, but spiritually and emotionally as well. I felt like a cheap slut. My kids were looking at me like I was a cheap slut. My traitorous vagina reveled in my exposure, embarrassing me further by opening up and pouring my juices down the crack of my ass and wetting the sofa cushion.


    After the questionnaire, the team went to work and applied soft gauss padding wherever the cast would be applied, being extremely careful not to move me unnecessarily. Water-soaked plaster strips were continually applied until both my legs were covered by a thick cast. They cast my legs as they were positioned, bent ninety degrees at the knee. While the leg cast set-up, they started on my arms, setting them just as they rested. After encasing my arms, they went back to my legs and Dr. Greendale explained that they could now lift and move my leg to complete the casting of my feet and setting eyebolts in the ends at the toes. I groaned as they lifted my right leg and yawned my pussy. I groaned doubly when, afterwards, they set it far to the right and then lifted my left. The boys gathered at my crotch and gawked at my spread beaver. I swear they could see my tonsils.


    I could see that Walter was enjoying himself. He had a hardon that threatened to destroy a new pair of slacks. When all work was done and the casts were set, I sat like a fool, helpless and exposed. I tried to lift my arms, but the weight was almost too much. The legs were impossible to move on my own. My casts were much bigger than ordinary casts for broken bones, and at the ends of each was a strong eyebolt. These, he explained, facilitated suspension and greatly added to my comfort. He said they would begin installing the hardware necessary for my home care. They turned the guest bedroom into a treatment room. They wheeled in a hospital bed, and soon heard drilling and hammering.


    The decent thing for them to do after finishing my casts would have been to throw a sheet over my naked body. Not only was I not given a sheet, but they left my legs widely parted. The medical people ignored the way my kids gathered between my legs and studied my intimate anatomy. That was the only non-professional act I observed, but that was pretty damned unprofessional if you ask.


    In addition to the exposure of my most intimate anatomy before my children, the heavy weight of my leg casts forced my knees to fall out. If I had been trying to shoot the widest beaver I could, I doubt I could have done any better. I looked to Walter with a face as red as a used tampon and said, “I hope you’re satisfied.” He simply smiled.


    After two hours on the couch, I was lifted by the men and placed on my back in the bed. Overhead was a traction frame of heavy chrome steel with chrome rings every six inches down both rails. Dr. Greendale demonstrated the utility of the setup by clipping a cotton rope to the eyebolt on the toe of my right leg cast, running the tail end through a ring in the right side rail, drawing my leg up in the air and to the right. He did the same with the my left leg. When he secured the ends, I was helplessly spread wide, and my backside barely rested on the bed. The position, though humiliating, did feel good.


    Being relieved of all that weight made me temporarily forget just how exposed and vulnerable my crotch was. The doctor secured my arms out to the sides with my elbows up by the top of my head. I must have looked like a dead cockroach, and I felt especially vulnerable with my tits stretched and arching up. I was a rapist’s dream.


    The doctor then demonstrated the electronic controls. Everyone gathered around my bed for this demonstration. With the press of a button on a hand-held control unit, a motor hummed, and the entire framework rose, lifting me clear of the bed by over a foot. He paused to point out the facility of being able to easily lift me this way to facilitate my toilet and bathing needs.


    They placed a plastic baby’s wash basin on the bed beneath me. He took a water wand that was hooked on the bed rail and startled me by spraying my crotch. I then noticed the garden hose coming in through the window. I also noticed the eyebolts installed on the walls and ceiling.


    He adjusted the spray to a pulse mode and pulsed my exposed anus, saying to my kids, “You won’t have to deal with messy toilet paper with this device. Just don’t use too much water. Remember, you have to be able to carry the basin away when you finish.” He then absent-mindedly brought the pulsing jets up my crack to my clit. I jerked and brought my head up. He said, “Oh, excuse me, Ann.” The boys got a big laugh out of that. The nurse enjoyed it especially. She brought a tissue to my pussy and rubbed me dry, smiling and saying, “We both know what that thing is good for, don’t we.”


    This was my first real inkling that this was a setup. The way she said it, and the way they all laughed, not to mention the unprofessional way she dried my pussy, told me I was in deep trouble. I felt like such an idiot. I knew I was screwed. I saw no way out. Even if I screamed my head off, my screams would only get me a gag. I decided to go ahead and play along, mostly because I had no other choice.


    I felt like I deserved whatever happened. I wasn’t even angry with Walter. I should have suspected. Even a total idiot can put two and two together. I couldn’t blame my boys; they were just being boys. Who could really blame them if they decided to take advantage of the rather comical situation I found myself in. I was sure they were not in on it. They seemed to believe the story.


    Actually, all of the burden was off me. I had no say over anything. I was as helpless and vulnerable as any woman could be. Walter and his strange friends were responsible. If they could live with their consciences, then more power to them was the way I saw it.


    After this demonstration, the nurse took charge and ushered the men from the room, directing the boys to stay. This woman was the image of the buxom babe dressed up as a sexy nurse like you see on adult sit-coms. Her uniform was short and open at the chest to show ample cleavage. Her hair, wildly sculpted and piled high, was accented by her cute nurse’s cap. Unlike most nurses, she wore make-up, professionally applied. After shutting the door behind the men, she locked it. She turned sensuously, leaned against the door, and said in a sultry, sexy voice, “Before I explain how you take care of Mommy’s hygiene needs, would you boys mind if I have a little fun with her first.”


    I swear, I was never so shocked in my life. I looked at her like she was crazy. She sucked her finger then traced her painted fingernail teasingly over her breast mound and undid three buttons. My boys were staring at her with their eyes out on springs, nodding in unison. She began taking off her clothes while saying, “Promise not to tell, okay?” Their eyeballs were flopping all around; mine were bugged out pretty far as well.


    This woman had a body that wouldn’t quit and absolutely gorgeous besides. She was naked under her uniform and after dropping the uniform, she posed like a glamour model. In addition to pendulous breasts with hard prominent nipples, her pussy was shaved bare. She dipped a finger into her naked slit and twirled the painted nailed finger in her wetness. She then brought that slimy digit up and applied that wetness to her lips like lip gloss. She told Jason to remove the basin and lower me to the bed.


    She advanced toward me, coming up on my left with an exaggerated sexy sway. She leaned over my head and pursed her lips for a kiss. I just stared at her in disbelief as Jason, Greg, and Arthur hurriedly got into positions to watch. Arthur actually climbed onto the bed and lay across my body, using my abdomen as a rest for his bony elbows while cupping my breasts in his small hands. Jason and Greg leaned in from my right, anxiously waiting to see her lips touch mine.


    I drew my head back as her lips came nearer. I tried to twist away, but she held my head with both hands. When contact seemed immanent, I bit at her lips. She drew back and reached to my left nipple, giving it a painful pinch. She kept my nipple between the nails of her thumb and forefinger and slowly brought her lips back to mine. I held perfectly still and let her seal her mouth to mine. Her soft feminine lips and erotic perfume made my head spin. Her tongue teased inside my lips and over my clenched teeth. After feeling her nail tighten on my nipple, I wisely relaxed my jaw and accepted her silky tongue.


    She took her hand off my tit and ran it down to my pussy as Arthur raised up on his knees to allow her hand to pass through. We kissed passionately as her finger slipped inside me. The boys moved about, equally delighted by the sight of my tongue searching out her mouth or her fingers turning my cunt into a soupy mess. The vulgar nurse, in fact, simply held her mouth open over mine. I did all the kissing, tonguing, I should say. She brought me off with her finger, and I moaned in helpless ecstasy while continuing to lick the inside of her wide open mouth.


    She climbed off the bed and gathered my hair in a pony tail coming off the top of my head. I was puzzled by this until she tied it in an over-hand knot and slipped a cotton rope noose over my top knot. The boys were curious about this, but when she climbed up and straddled my head then brought the rope up her back, over her shoulder, then passed the tail end through a ring in the cross bar overhead, they seemed to catch on at once.


    All I could see was naked beaver inches from my eyes. I stared up into my first pussy, a pussy getting poised over my face. I felt the slight tug on my hair knot as she handed the tail end to Arthur who was kneeling on the bed between my legs. Jason and Greg leaned in from both sides, peering into the space between her crotch and my face. She lowered herself over my body with her pubic bone on my upper chest.


    By looking down my nose, I peered into her beaver as she moved her knees out and in line with my shoulders. She reached back with both hands and lewdly pulled her cheeks apart. She presented the most vulgar sight you could imagine. Her hairless sex yawned wide like a huge toothless mouth. It was shockingly vulgar. She was sopping wet. The purpose of the noose dawned on me. I groaned in despair and said, “Please don’t!”


    She obviously gave Arthur the signal, because my head suddenly got yanked up. Thwack! My head was like a baseball and her beaver was the catcher’s mitt. My face sealed itself in her slimy slit. I couldn’t see or breathe. I could hear, and I heard her moans and their laughs. Seconds later, the tension relaxed; my head fell to the mattress. I just had time for a few quick breaths, then…Thwack! Strike two!
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    This bizarre game continued until I stopped dropping my head. I kept my face in her cunt to avoid having my hair yanked. I was able to control my breathing, and as long as I kept my face in tight contact with her cunt between breaths, she didn’t make Arthur yank. I thought this was very clever of her, because to the boys it appeared I was willingly eating her out. They were, in fact, cheering me on. I said to myself, “What the hell.”


    To tell the truth, I found the feel, taste, and smell of her pussy intoxicating. I began licking her in earnest, giving them the show they wanted. They delighted at seeing my tongue fully extended and being drawn up the full length of her slit. I repeated this often, since they liked seeing it so much. She liked it, too, but occasionally wanted her clit sucked. This I willing did, bringing her to orgasm. After her orgasm, I lapped at her weeping hole. My sons marveled at my willingness to lap her pussy juices.


    While remaining in place, and while I attended her delicious pussy, she called the boys to my crotch and proceeded to give them an anatomy lesson. I found this amusing at first. After explaining my basic hygiene needs and going over the parts of my vagina, she began demonstrating the use of various tools that came with the bed. Besides the water wand, there were a variety of phallic vibrators, enema attachments, a pussy spreader, an anal stretcher, and a urinary catheter.


    She demonstrated the administration of a high colonic. I grunted and strained as she shoved four feet of rubber tubing up my entrails. I took what seemed like gallons of water, making my belly swell up. She let me cry and beg for relief for five minutes. She teased me by jostling my abdomen, making my innards slosh. The boys thought that was hilarious. After five minutes, she eased the tube to within a few inches of coming out, placed the end of the tube into a pail on the floor, and emptied the contents of my colon into that pail. The process was repeated until the water poured out clear.


    I then had the uncomfortable experience of having my sphincter slowly stretched open until a baseball bat could go in without touching the walls. They used a flashlight to peer inside me. I groaned when she said, “If you work her up to it, she can easily take your arms up her ass clear to your arm pits. Be careful to always make sure your nails are cut short and buffed and never ever insert any breakable or sharp objects or apply force.”


    Strange as this may seem, I thrilled at these provocative words. You see, I’ve always been very anal. The very idea of taking a child’s arm totally inside me was intriguing to say the least.


    Next, she explained how the medicine was to be administered. She had Jason raise my legs to the highest by pulling on the ropes and re-fastening them. My toes touched the rings and I was resting on my shoulders. My ass was two feet off the bed. She asked for a bottle from a case of bottles. I saw the bottle as Greg handed it to her. It looked to hold a about a quart. The body was seamless plastic and had a slight hour glass shape. She removed the screw-on cap, lubricated the outside with petroleum jelly, then placed the short neck in my ass and pushed hard. After the stretching, the bottle went in easily, but not without making my eyes cross.


    I looked past her kneeling form and watched my ass gurgle down the coffee colored liquid (it was, in fact, coffee). She told them to clean me out twice a day and give me one bottle after each cleaning. After the bottle drained, she said, “Leave her in this position for one hour with the bottle inside. After that, you may return her to any position. You may want to leave the bottle inside to keep her from leaking. The only negative side effect is that she may never be able to use her bowels again in a normal way. On the other hand, she’ll have a handy place to store things.”


    This brought howls of laughter. This news also had my imagination stirred. I was never all that fond of the normal way. I wondered if wine or beer could be absorbed through the colon. An hour later, as I wanted to ricochet off the walls with hyperactive frustration, I got my answer.


    The next outrage was the catheter. For this I was lowered prematurely. She showed them how to drain my bladder by slowly inserting a thin plastic tube through my piss hole, clear to my bladder. They each practiced several times. She explained that in a hospital, they would normally leave a catheter in place draining into a bag suspended from the bed frame. She said, “You might want to drain her bladder as needed if you want to play with her pussy without the tube in the way.”


    She then removed the catheter and used the vaginal speculum to open my pussy so wide that I swear Arthur could have stuck his head in and wiggled his ears. My grunts and groans didn’t seem to bother anyone, and Jason urged her to open it more and more. She made them scrub up using a basin on my bedstand. Afterwards, they were invited to reach in and feel around. Their little hands roughly explored my vaginal cavity and they thumped my cervix and squeezed my womb. To my absolute horror, she said, “You’ll find that the vagina is an incredibly elastic and resilient organ. It can adjust to incredible extremes over time and if done with care you could turn her into a champion fist fucker. If you do that, though, she’ll never get pleasure from an ordinary penis. She’ll become dependent on you guys to get her off. She’s your mom, you do with her what you want. Three firm rules, though, never blow air or water in there under pressure, no sharp objects, and no chemical substances. Other than that, experiment and have fun. Oh, and be sure to wash thoroughly anything you place inside her. There’s plenty of surgical soap, use it liberally or you’ll give her pussy an infection.”


    My mind was numb after hearing this, but my ordeal was not over yet. I listened closely as she said, “Now, for her diet. She’s to be fed only baby food. If you mix in some semen, she’ll get all the nutrients she requires. h in proteins. She’s to get no liquids. Her only source of liquid must be urine, pee. Urine from a healthy bladder is sterile. They used to use it to clean battlefield wounds. I’m sure you guys can figure out where she can get plenty of nice sterile urine, can’t you?”


    Greg said in astonishment, “You mean she has to drink piss?”


    “That’s right.”


    “Our piss?”


    “That would be the logical source, and you do have that handy straw between your legs.”


    Jason said, “Far fucking out. You mean Mom has to let us piss in her mouth.”


    “Unless she wants to go thirsty. I’m serious, any other liquid might react with the medication. She might die from a simple glass of water. She might hold off for a day or two, but after the first time, she’ll love nursing piss from your peckers. Look, would you like me to break her in for you? I could use a good piss.”


    She was still straddling my head, laying supine over my body. The boys eagerly accepted her offer and gathered at my head. She moved her cunt over my head and reached back to spread her lips, exposing her piss hole. She took my clit in her nails and said, “You heard me, Ann. I said, I have to piss. If you don’t glue your mouth to my cunt right now, I’m going to piss all over you, and you can just soak in piss until they clean you up.”


 


    I raised up and sealed my mouth over her hole. Immediately, a warm flow filled my mouth, and I swallowed as fast as I could. Her piss wasn’t bad; I was surprised. Knowing that piss was sterile made it easier. I don’t know why I believed her story, but she acted like she knew about these things. I learned more about the female anatomy in the two hours she spent training my boys then I’d learned in thirty-five years owning a vagina.


    When she finished pissing, I licked her slit for good measure. She climbed off and stood looking over me. She said, “I’ll leave you guys alone now. You boys take good care of her and try not to get too carried away. Take everything gradually, build up slowly, and there should be no problem. If you boys are smart, you’d take advantage of this treatment time to train and condition her. If you concentrate on bringing her pleasure and making this the most memorable experience of her life, she will probably continue serving you long after her casts come off. She can easily get addicted to pleasure only you guys can provide. On the other hand, if you just want to torment her and use her selfishly, you can do that too. Of course, after she gets up and about, she’ll probably grab the first train out of town, and you guys will be on your own. It’s all up to you; she’s completely at your mercy. So far, the only one she can be mad at is me, and I think she likes me. Don’t you guys think so?”


    They agreed. She was stroking my forehead. She looked into my eyes, and I smiled. She brought her face close and I lifted to kiss her lovingly. She let me demonstrate my true affection in a long kiss that she passively accepted. As she drew away, I followed to the limits of my bonds. I said, “Will you visit from time to time?”


    “Will you beg to lick my pussy and drink my piss?”


    “Yes, I swear.”


    “See how this works, boys. I now have a personal cunt lapper and porta-pottie. You can, too. Wouldn’t it be nice to come home from a date with Sally Tighttwat with a bad case of blue balls. You could bend Mommy over a chair or table and throw her a fuck. Or if you’re watching a good movie and you have to piss. Wouldn’t it be convenient to simply say, ‘Hey, Mom, I gotta pee.’ And she comes right over and drains your bladder, then stays to suck you off.”


    They all nodded in agreement. She said, “Well, you can start training her right now.”


    She dressed and left with a smile and a blown kiss. Jason untied the knot in my hair. Greg asked if my position was okay. Arthur got between my legs and softly washed my ass and vagina. I breathed deeply, let out a long sigh, and stared at the ceiling, trying to absorb all that had happened along with a quart of black coffee.


    In the days that followed, I discovered three hidden cameras aimed at the bed. The boys went out of their way to be nice and considerate. They made every effort to insure my comfort. They brought me piss in an opaque mug, pinching my nose so that I wouldn’t smell what I drank. I could occasionally taste their semen in my baby food, but they went out of their way to hide the food preparation. My pussy and ass got a great deal of attention, but they avoided the appearance of messing around. It was clear that they thought this was the way to win my after-treatment favors. I found this all rather amusing; however, it wasn’t working.


    I appreciated the care, but I knew I’d be the same mother on the last day and they’d feel cheated. They hadn’t learned from watching a master at work. The nurse showed them how to change me and gave them the tools and the technique. They were going about it all wrong.


    I had plenty of time to analyze Wendy’s technique. It occurred to me that a woman - at least this woman - is like cold steel. To change it permanently, you have to heat it to near melting and force the change in shape by beating if necessary, then let it cool slowly. In a sense, that’s what she did to me. The boys could, indeed, make me their willing sex slave, but not without force, carefully applied. In a way, I hoped they’d wise up. After five days, I was ready to drop hints. The twice-daily coffee enemas kept me wired. I grew hornier with each day. They didn’t even pick up on that. I finally told them that if I had to drink urine, I’d rather use their natural straws. Those idiots didn’t even take the hint when I kept sucking on a drained cock that grew stiff in my mouth. They pulled out and apologized for getting erect.


    Wendy, the nurse, paid me a visit on the sixth day. She visited me alone and we made love. Afterwards, she stood by the bed stroking my face and said, “You know what this is all about, don’t you?”


    “Yes, I knew from the first night. I spotted the cameras, also. Tell Walter I’m not upset; I understand.”


    “He’ll appreciate that. He has been a bit concerned. He’s really a great guy, Ann. He will marry you after this is over if you still want him.”


    “I think I might. I’m surprised he hasn’t come in here.”


    “He won’t, not until the month is up. The boys haven’t discovered your secrets have they?”


    “You mean, am I responding to their conditioning? No!”


    “I wish I could help, but my part is over. Walter wants this to evolve naturally or not at all. He feels certain that they’ll figure it out, or you will take the initiative. I wonder. I noticed that you’ve dropped some not-too-subtle hints.”


    “I suppose he has everything on tape.”


    “Yes, from every angle. There’s more than three cameras, Ann. You’re already quite a celebrity. Twenty people were gathered at Dr. Greendale’s last night. He is a real doctor, by the way.”


    “Are you a real nurse?”


    “No, and I’ll forgive that sexist remark. I’m an obstetrician, thank you very much.”


    “Sorry, I should have guessed.”


    “That’s all right. I hardly believe it myself. Actually, I’m a first year resident. Look, I have to go. I’ll just say one more thing. Walter wants this to work very badly. If you plan to marry him, think about giving him the wife he wants.”


    “You mean a wife that is a sex slave to her children.”


    “Yes, but not just to her children, to anyone Walter likes.”


    “That doesn’t surprise me too much. I’ll think about it.”


    She walked to the door and paused to blow me a kiss, saying, “You do that, lover. Take your medicine and get well.”


    I thought long and hard about what she said and had mixed feelings. My horniness grew over the next two days. Jason sat with me after giving me a thorough sponge bath. After a long silence, he said, “This isn’t working, is it?”


    I said, “No. I appreciate how hard you guys are trying, and I don’t blame you one bit for what you’re trying to do.”


    “How come it ain’t working?”


    “I’m sure not going to tell you. That’s like asking the condemned man to hang himself.”


    “Okay, but just tell me this. Is there a way?”


    “Yes.”


    “No shit! You mean if we do it right, you’d be like a sex slave for us?”


    “If you did everything just right; yes, I can see that happening.”


    I felt as though I’d said too much already. I could see the wheels turning as he paced back and forth. He said, “Greg said you sucked his cock after he gave you a drink. Is that true?”


    “I was extra thirsty. I thought he was holding back.”


    “Bullshit! You’re lying. You like sucking our dicks, don’t you?”


    “It’s better than drinking from the mug, yes.”


    “You know what I think? I think you want to be our sex slave.”


    “Wishful thinking, Jason.”


    “Look, if there’s a way, you better tell me. I can’t take much more of this. If it doesn’t look like we’ll win, I’m just going to take what I want while I can and let the chips fall where they may.”


    “That’s always been your option, but if you rape me or hurt me I’ll never forgive you.”


    “Being nice doesn’t help, maybe being mean will. Is that what you want, someone to knock you around and take charge?”


    “That is not what I want, Jason. I’m warning you. I’ll be cured and out of here in three weeks. You mess with me and I’ll toss your young ass out into the street. You can go live with your father, if you can find him.”


    This stern warning cooled his heels. He turned his back on me with folded arms and locked jaws. I let him stew for a moment, then said, “Jason, I’m getting a little thirsty.”


    He turned slowly with a curious smile forming. He studied my expression for a few moments, then said, “I’m not sure I need to go. Greg and Arthur are out playing somewhere. Do you want me to pull out my dick and let you suck on it?” With a leering grin, he said, “If you suck real hard, maybe you can nurse a trickle out of it.”


    I forced back a smile, trying to remain serious. I said, “If you think it might help.”


    Jason opened his pants and stood on the footstool for that purpose. He shoved his cock out, and I leaned toward it. I captured the flaccid but swelling cock in my mouth and began nursing like a baby sucking a nipple. I could tell he was holding back. When they try to piss, I can feel the muscles relax. His cock grew steadily larger until I was sucking on a fully erect organ. I continued sucking while he gazed down from his superior position, hands on hips, smiling. He said, “I can’t pee with a fuckin’ hardon, Mom. If you want my piss that bad, you have to make it soft. You know how, don’t you?”


    I held his dick in my mouth and looked up. His big grin was precious. I nodded and began a sucking pumping bob. He encouraged, “That’s it Mother, suck my pecker! I’m going to cum in your mouth.”


    I sucked with greater urgency as his vile invectives increased. The more names he called me, the harder I sucked. My lips were bouncing off his pubic hair as he called me a cock-sucking, piss-drinking whore. When his cock began spewing forth his rich cream, I began nursing once again. When the last dribble oozed out, I let up on the lip pressure and let him shrink. He relaxed and gave a short squirt of piss. I sucked it down, then waited for more. He gave me another long squirt, filling my mouth. Though I wasn’t at all thirsty, I acted like he was giving me life-sustaining nourishment. He dragged the scene out for several long minutes, then told me he was empty. I gave his cock a long reluctant parting suck, then pulled free and said, “Thank you, dear. I guess I was thirstier than I thought.”


    He zipped up and stepped down, smiling at me all the while. He wandered about the room for a while, thinking. He came over and said, “You like sucking our cocks, don’t you?”


    “Most normal females like performing fellatio, yes.”


    “Yeah, but you really like it because we’re your sons, huh?”


    “Jason, in my current situation, a cock is a cock. It’s been over a week since I’ve had an orgasm. I am getting a little sexually frustrated.”


    “I can just imagine you are. A whore like you needs fucking every day, twice a day, three times, maybe ten, huh?”
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    “Come on, Jason, you don’t need to rub it in.” Jason grabbed the controller, and I began rising free of the bed. “What are you doing? Put me down.”


    He stopped only when the framework was at its maximum and my back was eighteen inches clear of the bed. He placed the basin beneath me, took the water wand in hand, climbed up, and knelt between my legs. He grasped the bottle locked in my anus then twisted and pulled. It came out and a couple of cups of unabsorbed coffee poured out and into the basin. I could feel cool air enter my colon. My sphincter no longer contracted, and I knew he could see far into my empty colon. He adjusted the wand to pulse and shot directly into my bowels. It was a deliciously wicked sensation, and I moaned. The pulsing jets ran up my slit and danced over my throbbing clit. My loins squirmed in lewd acceptance. He taunted, “Feels nice, huh?”


    “Yes, keep doing that, sweetheart. Oh yes, on my clit, honey.”


    He would not hold the pulse on my clit but used it in a teasing manner, bringing me to the brink, then backing off. He repeated this over and over until I was a mass of squirming, begging excited tissue. I pleaded for release, but he ignored my pathetic pleas. After ten minutes or so, he set the wand down and leaned up over my lower abdomen, resting his forearms on my mound. He smiled a victor’s smile and said, “You scratch my back, and I’ll scratch yours.”


    I raised a passion-racked head up and looked into his mischievous eyes. I said, “I already scratched your back, or did you forget already?”


    “You did that for you. You tell me how to make you our sex slave, and I’ll get you off.”


    “Jason, I can’t. Please!”


    “All right. Just give me a hint.”


    My head lolled back. I thought hard. I needed to cum so badly. I lifted my head and said, “Okay, you win. I’ll give you a hint. You know from hearing my sexual history that I’ve never done anything with another woman. Wendy changed me. She turned me bisexual. She knew how.”


    I could see him pondering this admission with a wry smile. He said, “So you’re a real cunt-lapper now, huh?”


    “Yes, couldn’t you tell.”


    “Yes, but I like hearing you admit it. Hey, I could get Sherry up here for you. Would you like to lick my girlfriend’s cunt? She’d let you.”


    “Please, don’t bring anyone in here, especially not Sherry.”


    “Why, don’t you think she’s cute. She thinks you’re cute. She’s always telling me what a sexy mom I have.”


    “Jason, I’m serious. Don’t you dare bring her in here. This will freak her out.”


    “You don’t know Sherry very well.”


    He picked up the water wand, set the pulse, and peppered my pussy, taunting me about eating Sherry’s pussy. He soon had me writhing and moaning. In less than a minute, I came gloriously. He set the wand down and climbed off the bed. My head hung from my shoulders as I slowly returned to the mattress. When the weight of my body came fully to rest on the mattress, he began drawing the ropes free of the rings. He rolled me to my right side then pulled and tugged at my casts until I was in an all fours posture in the middle of the bed. This was the first time in over a week that I’d been free of the ropes and facing the mattress. Being face down was an odd sensation. I looked over my shoulder as he adjusted my leg casts out to their fullest, placing my knees near the edges of the bed. I said, “What are you up to?”


    “I’m going to get me some pussy before it’s too late. I’ve always wanted to fuck you, Mother.”


    “What do you mean, before its too late.”


    “I think I know how Wendy did it. You are as good as a slave right now, bitch. Before this treatment is over, your pussy won’t be good for fucking by anything smaller than a fuckin’ horse. I figure I better get some now, or forget it.”


    Before I had time to reply, I felt Jason’s six-inch rod poking my opening. He slid in easily and gripped me by the hips, saying, “Aaah, Yes, sweet Momma’s pussy at last. This may not be doing much for you, but I’m digging it.”


    He was wrong; I loved it. Of course, I probably would have loved any cock at that point, but there was something special about having a cock I gave birth to returning home. I took the fucking in silence, and moaned into the mattress as he pumped his seed into me.


    When he pulled out, he gave my ass a sound slap and climbed down from the bed. He took my ropes and tied them to eyebolts in the wall, spread-eagleing me on my stomach. This was also new to me. I watched him scrubbing his right arm clear to his arm pit and my anxiety rose. I said, “Don’t even think about putting that in my vagina, Jason.” He just looked over and smiled.


    It wasn’t my pussy he was interested in. He came up along my left side and leaned over my ass. Without having rinsed the soap off, he shoved his hand right up my backside. I groaned, though his hand was actually smaller than the bottle. He had no trouble getting in and was easily in up to his elbow before I knew what hit me. I could feel his hand way up inside me, and it felt strangely marvelous. I said nothing, only groaned, as he eased in more, feeling his way along my colon walls. It felt like a python had crawled up my ass. He was in to his triceps and still going. I could feel him moving my guts about. I felt pressure on my stomach and my breathing was difficult as his hand interfered with the free movement of my diaphragm. I took shallow, panting breaths as he went in further. I felt his shoulder touch my ass cheek and cried, “Oh Jesus! Is your arm all the way inside me?”


    “Fuckin ‘A’ it is, right up to the pits. Sherry’s going to really get off on this. Shit, I can feel your heart beating.”


    “Honey, please! Bend your elbow. You’re interfering with my diaphragm; I can’t breathe.”


    “Sorry, is this better?”


    “Yes, much better.”


    “Man, I’ll bet Sherry can get most of her leg up your ass, as tiny as she is. Would you like that, Mother? Would you like Sherry’s sexy leg up your ass?”


    God, that image had me thinking and dreaming. Sherry isn’t quite fourteen, but doesn’t look over twelve. She has a fully developed body that she loves to flaunt. Half the time the little tart doesn’t even wear panties. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve caught her shooting bare beavers. She doesn’t even bother to stop when I enter the room. If that weren’t enough, Jason adds to the spectacle by fingering her for my benefit. I always found those scenes wildly erotic and never interfered. He’s been fucking her for six months. I’ve been treated to that scene often enough also. So when Jason made the lewd suggestion, I said, “What does it matter what I like?”


    “That’s right. It doesn’t. I’ll use you any way I like, and you know it, don’t you?”


    “Yes.”


    “You already know you’re going to lose, don’t you?”


    I took a deep breath as his hand drew out several inches. I said, “Yes!” He shoved it back in fully and I gasped.


    “You’re going to let Sherry squat over your mouth and piss, aren’t you?”


    “Yes!”


    “You’ll let her piss into your open mouth, then follow that stream to the source and suck the rest right out of her piss hole, huh?”


    “Yes, Oh God, yes!”


    Jason drew his arm from my ass and wiped it clean with a hand towel. He came up along my left side and smiled, saying, “You are an incredible slut, Mother.”


    All I could do was stare blankly into his face. He touched my nose and said, “You better do a good job on Sherry. I’m bringing her by tonight.”


    I just stared dumbly as his fingers traced my lips. He left the room shortly after that and left me to ponder my new situation. I drew in a deep breath and let out a long sigh. I was fucked, and knew it.


    Prior to leaving, Jason returned me to my usual position: on my back with the ropes running through the eyebolts in the ends of my casts. Since the ropes ran through rings on the frame’s rim, my arms and legs were out wide - my dead cockroach pose.


    I had several hours to myself. I thought about the predicament I was in. I saw no way out, at least not while the treatment was going on, and the treatment was due to last three more weeks. Three weeks of drinking piss and eating sperm-laden baby food while totally helpless. On top of that, my casts made me itch terribly.


    I thought about my ass and bowels. After three weeks of constant high colonic enemas, keeping those bottles in my ass, and taking arms and legs up my rear, I doubted that I’d ever function normally again. I doubted that my sphincter could ever retract. I wondered what it would be like to have a wide open ass all the time. I’d needed a stopper of some sort, a big one. And my vagina, what would it look like after constant fist fucking. Would my sex lips droop to my knees? Would I ever get pleasure from a simple cock again? Were they trying to turn me into some kind of circus sex freak? Were me and my sons being conditioned to provide amusement to Walter Quintana and his bizarre friends? The possibilities were both frightening and exciting.


    I fantasized about life married to Walter and as a sex slave to my three horny kids. I new he’d love seeing me at their sexual beck and call. Would they tire of the novelty of fist fucking my cunt, or arm fucking my ass? I knew they’d never tire of blow jobs or using me as a urinal. Drinking piss, living off it, in fact, now that was a novel idea. I must admit that piss is not bad once you get used to it. Drinking it warm, right from the body is much better than cold from a mug. If urine truly was as healthy as they said, I could adjust. I knew Walter would find endless hours of amusement watching me drink from my sons’ cocks.


    What would dinners be like? And then, there was Sherry - cute, adorable, provocative Sherry. Visions of her youthful pussy filled my imagination ever since Jason threatened to bring her over. I knew the little minx would love seeing me trussed naked and vulnerable like this. She would not hesitate to add to my humiliation. She’d hop right up on the bed and squat on my head, grinding her delicious little slimy twat all over my face. Oh yes, and she would piss, piss in my mouth, on my face, on my tits. She’d probably press her cunt against mine and piss in it. And would she actually try to enter my ass with her leg, pointing her little painted toes and shoving her foot inside me, twisting and pushing until her knee went in past my hole. Yes, of course she would. Jason would insist.


    What was keeping them, I wondered. Someone should be with me. It wasn’t like them to all go off and leave me alone for so long. It was time for another enema. I was due for a feeding. I was getting thirsty. Besides, I needed to piss. I’d never called out before. It was the only way. I yelled out, “Hey! Is anybody out there? Hey! I have to pee, damnit!”


    A few minutes later, Greg popped his head in the door and said, “Can you just wait fifteen minutes? Me and Arthur are watching Scoobie Doo.”


    “Where’s Jason?”


    “I don’t know, probably over at Sherry’s. He has a car now. He’s always at Sherry’s.”


    “All right, but right after Scoobie Doo, I’m going to need some attention.”


    Damn! I thought. I need professional help. My kids were already getting bored with me and the game. Fifteen minutes later, they proved me wrong. I got more attention than I wanted. Jason had obviously had a chance to talk to them before leaving. They walked in and stripped. While Greg deftly inserted the catheter and drained my bladder, Arthur sat on my chest squirting pee into my mouth. After pissing, he demanded a blow job. Greg was next. Greg fucked me while I blew his brother. After they came, they switched. After they’d cum twice, they both wanted to arm fuck my ass, and did.


    After playing with my body for an hour, they got serious and administered my enema. My ass drank down the quart of coffee. The thick bottle plugging my butt actually felt good. I liked the position they put me in to receive the bottle. They pulled the leg ropes until my feet touched the rail, lifting my ass high. I rested on my shoulder blades with my ass sticking straight up. With my chin tucked into my chest, I got a good look at the insertion of the bottle. I watched my ass gulp the coffee and felt the fluid pour down my colon walls. While this was going on, the boys spoon fed me and played with my tits. The treatment must have been working, because I was feeling much better. The baby food even tasted better.


    After my ass consumed the bottle’s contents, I was lowered to the bed. I slept after they left. I awoke when Jason entered the room, leading a smiling Sherry. I couldn’t help but blush as she came to stand at the foot of the bed, staring up between my parted legs at my naked pussy and at that bottle still imbedded in my ass. Greg and Arthur followed them in. She said, “Man, this is too much. I thought you were bull-shitting me, Jason. Wow, this is great!”


    Jason said, “This is nothing. Wait till you see her drink.” He obviously hadn’t told her everything. I wondered if he told her he had fucked me.


    She leaned over the end of the bed and reached out for my pussy. She cupped my sex then entered me with three fingers, saying, “So, you finally got to fuck mommy’s pussy. Did you feel anything, Jason? Shit, this must be the biggest cunt in the world. I’ll bet I can get my whole hand up there. I can feel the bottle through her twat. This is so weird.”


    Jason said to Greg and Arthur, “You guys fuck her yet?” They both nodded. Jason turned to Sherry and said, “Go ahead. Your hand will be a good one to start with. You better pull the bottle out of her ass, though.”


    I groaned as Sherry yanked the bottle from my butt. I groaned as she pursed her fingers together and pushed in hard at my vaginal opening. Her hand went in gradually. I grit my teeth and strained as the widest part went past my ring of muscle. Once inside, she balled her fist. My cunt gripped her wrist as Sherry exclaimed, “Un-fucking real. Look at this. I’ll bet she could fuck a horse.” With that, Sherry began a fucking motion that instantly felt marvelous until she started fucking hard, actually punching my womb, jarring my whole body. Jason urged her on above my protests. I reached a climax above my protests. Sherry drew out and wiped her slimy hand on my inner thighs. I could feel my cunt gaping open, allowing cool air deep inside.


    Jason placed two folded towels under my head and shoulders, then mounted the footstool, freeing his cock. He said, “Watch this, Sherry.”


    Knowing what was coming, I turned my head and waited. Jason aimed his limp cock at my face, grunted, then released a stream of piss that splashed off my cheek. I turned toward the stream and captured the stream in my wide open mouth. I swallowed hard and fast while straining to close the gap. Jason met me half way and my mouth engulfed his member. I nursed and heard Sherry exclaim, “Holy shit!”


    “This is the only fluid she’s allowed to have, piss.”


    “No shit! That’s all she drinks?”


    “Yeah, anything else might react with the medicine. Piss is sterile; did you know that?”


    “Who cares. Hurry up, I want a turn.”


    Sherry was busy stripping out of her clothes. Greg and Arthur followed suit. Jason finished and drew away, allowing Sherry to mount the bed. She climbed up and sat on my chest, grinning at me with her feet by my ears. She spread her cunt lips and said, “Open wide Mrs. Miller.”


    Her flow started at once, drenching my face. I sputtered and coughed trying to capture her amber stream. She laughed and made the task difficult. I raised my head, trying to get my mouth close to her piss hole. The little darling moved her cunt to my mouth but cut her flow. I fastened my mouth to her piss hole and sucked. Sherry giggled, then gave me a quick squirt. She got up on her feet and squatted over my face, waving her pussy all around. I followed, trying to maintain the exciting contact.


    The boys peered in from every angle, taunting me. Sherry smeared her cunt juices all over my face then settled to rocking her slit over my mouth and nose. I kept my tongue fully extended, plowing through her moist furrow. She teased, “There’s lots of Jason’s sperm in there. You like it, don’t you?”


    Instead of answering, I stabbed my tongue up her hole and rimmed her twat. She eased up and positioned her piss hole directly over my out-reaching tongue. She let her piss dribble onto my tongue tip and into my mouth.


    After she finished amusing herself, Jason asked her if she’d like to leg fuck my ass. She looked delighted and scurried down to my ass. The boys washed her right leg, trimmed and buffed her toe nails, then gathered for the show. Sherry pointed her toes at my slightly elevated gaping asshole. I strained to watch. Her foot entered me with surprising ease. She gently took possession of my colon by slowly gaining entry. When her calf passed my sphincter, I could feel intense pressure on my diaphragm. I groaned and gasped for breath. I could feel her wiggling her toes in my guts. Jason warned her of my breathing problem. She arched her foot back and gave relief. This also allowed her to get in past the knee.


    While lying on her back with her leg up my ass, she beckoned my son to mount her. Jason wasted no time and climbed over my body. I watched him insert his cock in her delightful pussy, then watched my son’s balls bounce against her ass. I sucked on his big toe while he screwed his little girlfriend.


    Greg and Arthur were not idle. Greg came up and fed me his cock while Arthur amused himself with my titties. We had a real orgy of fuck lust going on until Sherry came and shoved her buried foot hard against my diaphragm. She expelled the air from my lungs in a whoosh. I gasped for air while she went through her orgasmic convulsions. I was turning blue before she relaxed and eased her leg out.


    Sherry crawled up over me facing me pussy and bringing her sperm drooling cunt to my face. I fastened my mouth to her hole and sucked ravenously while she giggled, wiggled, and toyed with my pussy. While in this position, she invited Greg and Arthur to fuck her. I mouthed their genitals as they did.


    After Arthur deposited his load in Sherry’s cunt, Sherry got up and sat on my upper chest, scooting her pussy up to my slavishly sucking lips. She sat casually with her legs drawn up and her elbows resting on her knees, watching me lick her cunt. She said, “I’m moving in with you guys. Walter invited me, and Mom said I could. Me and Jason are going to get married some day. Jason said he’s going to give you to me for a wedding present. We’re taking you on our honeymoon.”


    I looked up and smiled. I said, “I think that’s wonderful, Sherry.”


    Wendy came to visit me the next morning. She looked pleased. She told me that if I continued to show improvement, I might experience a miraculous recovery. She winked, blew a kiss, and left.


    I gave them their rapid recovery. I became a raging bed-bound, son-loving, cunt sucking slut. I was insatiable. I made vows and declarations of my sexual servitude. I even signed contracts with a pen clamped in my teeth. I had a miraculous recovery two weeks early.


    I have been married to Walter for two years now. I am everything he has always wanted in a wife. I am also everything my sons always wanted in a mother. Sherry and Jason get married next week. We’re going to Cancun.


 


    The End


From: an101532@anon.penet.fi (Phil Phantom) X-Anonymously-To: alt.sex.stories Organization: Anonymous forwarding service Reply-To: an101532@anon.penet.fi Date: Wed, 13 Dec 1995 20:06:08 UTC Subject: NEW STORY “Flying High” Lines: 418 Xref: news.primenet.com alt.sex.stories:116658 Status: N


WARNING! The following story is an uncensored sexual fantasy involving practices that are illegal, immoral, socially unacceptable, and messy. Only mature adults with a firm grasp on reality should venture further. This story promotes nothing, and nothing in this story should be taken seriously. Readers are cautioned not to attempt any of these acts without professional guidance and a net. If you are underage, stand, move away from the console, and unplug the computer. Reading stories like this can make you go blind. If you are a servant of the Lord, looking for sinners to convert, study this story and memorize it. This will help you recognize sinners when you see them. Good luck, and avoid mirrors! 







Phil Phantom “Flying High” By Tiffany







Right after my honeymoon, I left Frank to visit with my family who had missed our impulsive Las Vegas wedding. I boarded a plane in Denver to fly to Dallas where they’d meet me. I expected everyone to be at the airport, their usual habit. Mom, Dad, Grandma, Grandpa, Uncle Charles, two brothers and two sisters. I hadn’t seen them in over a year since going off to college.


The flight was uneventful except for a brat, two rows ahead and across on the left of the aisle, that kept trying to look up my short dress. My dress was super shear and light, but I had a slip, panties, and bra on, so there wasn’t much to see. Finally, in frustration, I lifted the hem of my dress and said, “There, are you satisfied, now?”


The woman sitting beside me said, “I’ve always wanted to do that.”


“Do you want to change seats? He’s still looking.”


“I don’t mean I want to; I mean I wish I had the courage.”


“I wish I had the courage to go in the rest room and take these panties off. I’d fog his glasses for him.”


“I dare you.”


“You dare me?”


“I double dare you.”


“Nobody double dares Lucy Stevens, I mean Evers. I just got married. I should try to keep my panties on now that I’m a wife; besides, my husband shaved me on our honeymoon. I shaved it again right before we left for the airport. If I shot a beaver now, I might do the kid brain damage.”


“You’ve been double dared.”


“Are you serious?”


“Marge Weaver never double dares unless she is dead serious.”


“Save my seat.”


The woman who double dared me had plopped down beside me shortly after take off. She was traveling alone and wanted company. I was a bit miffed by her intrusion, because I had a whole row of seats to myself on the near empty plane. I like the window seat and only moved to the aisle to make the job of feeding us our in-flight snack easier on the flight attendants. I intended to scoot back. I didn’t want to seem like a dumb country girl, all excited by a plane ride, so I stayed put on the aisle. Marge seemed so worldly and mature, though she wasn’t much older than my nineteen years. She may have been twenty-two or three.


I flashed the boy to impress her with my boldness. Actually, the boldest thing I ever did was to shave my pussy at my husband’s request. I was a virgin on my wedding night, three weeks prior. Just admitting to Marge that I was shaved was a huge step for me.


When I stripped off my panties in the bathroom, I got a terrific rush from my daring act. Marge’s obvious surprise and approval upon hearing my secret news had my heart fluttering. I assumed she’d never heard of such an outrageous act. Flashing my shaved and naked vagina took all the courage I could muster, but I was determined to shock and impress Marge further.


I returned two minutes later and plopped down. The kid immediately turned to gawk. Marge sat forward and stared expectantly to my lap. I gave her a curious look, then said, “I’m supposed to flash him, not you.”


“I’m the one that double dared you. How will I know you took your panties off or have a shaved beaver if I don’t look?”


“Good point.” I started to lift, but her hand blocked me. I said, “What?”


“Before you do this, we need to go over the terms of the dare.”


“There’s rules to this?”


“It’s my double dare.”


“All right. What are the rules?”


“First, slump down in your seat. More. A little more. Put your butt on the edge.”


I felt ridiculous, slumped so low that the seat back bent my head forward. The boy was all eyes, expecting another flash of panties. I said, “You’ve more than piqued his interest already.”


“Now, when you lift your skirt, lift it past your hip bones, past here.” Marge placed both hands firmly on my hip bones, then drew a line across my belly with her right hand. I eyed her suspiciously when she touched me that way, then more so when she didn’t let go. When the hand that drew the line rested flat on my pubic mound, I knew I had a lesbian in the seat beside me. Having never met a real lesbian, I was stunned to find my first one looking so normal, so feminine.


The woman said, “Now, there’s a time condition. You must maintain your pose until someone comes along. Since the plane is almost empty, and they already served us, that might be a while. You might ride like this all the way to Dallas.”


I felt the pressure increase over my mound and said, “Or until Junior says, ‘Mommy, Mommy, look what that lady’s doing.’”


“He won’t say anything. He wants a show; besides, I can see her from here. She’s asleep.”


She was right; Junior wanted to see my pussy. The thought of actually riding two more hours with my naked vagina between a horny kid and a lesbian was simply too exciting to pass up, though I figured we may get five minutes at most. Flight attendants don’t stay put, even in near-empty planes. I said, “All right. Is there anything else?”


“Yes, you must spread your legs as wide as possible, and you can’t touch your skirt or close your legs even one inch until the pose is legally broken, no matter what.”


That crafty lezzie knew exactly what to say. “No matter what,” I may be a country hick, but I knew what that meant. I said with a smile, “If you’re going to pull out a contract, I’d like to run it by my lawyer.”


“I’m queen of the double dares, what can I say? Are you chicken?”


“No, I’m not chicken.”


“All right, then do it.”


I took a gander up and down the aisle, looked to the boy, then pulled my skirt up past the line by two inches. I fanned my legs out to their maximum, which placed my knees three feet apart. The boy’s mouth dropped. So did the lesbian’s. I watched her hand travel up my right inner thigh to close on my pussy. I said, as fingers slid into my wet slit, “I thought the idea was to show him my vagina. All he can see is the back of your hand.”


“He’s going to see your pussy. I’ll see to that, but he’ll see it wet and juicy as a pussy should be.”


The lesbian’s two middle fingers on her right hand entered my hole and massaged me internally by rubbing against the underside of my pubic bone, massaging my ‘G’ spot, I suppose. The first two fingers of her left hand rubbed rapidly in short flurries on my clit, just the way I like it. I said, “I thought my pussy was wet and juicy in the rest room.”


“Bone dry. You ain’t seen wet and juicy yet.”


“I take it you’ve done this before, getting a pussy wet and juicy, I mean.”


“A few times. Oh, yeah, baby, you’re flowing now. You are one hot little bitch, aren’t you?”


“Yes, and if you keep that up, I’m going to be a hot little pissing bitch. Oh, god damn! Oh, you fucking dyke.”


I couldn’t believe I said that; but then, she called me a bitch first. She went on, “Come on, Juicy Lucy. Let go. Cum for me, sugar. Yeah, baby. Come on. Give it up, you juicy little whore.”


“Ugggh! Ohhhhh! Oh Fuck! Oh lord. Oh Jesus. Mother fucker. Damn! Damn! Damn! Damn! Damn! God Damnnnnnnnnnnnnn!”


I never came so hard, or yelled so loudly in whispers. I slumped lower in my seat, trying to catch my breath. Marge said, “Now let’s show the boy some juicy pussy.” She pulled my cunt lips wide for the boy while blowing cool air across the wet membranes of my pussy innards. We were startled by a stewardess kneeling by my aisle seat.


The stewardess softly said, “Hey, look, I’m one of the sisterhood, but you guys need to get a room.”


Marge did not pause in her activities, and I made no attempt to cover myself. The stewardess stared longingly at my open spread as Marge said, “This chick is straight. I put in some hard work getting her like this. This is the room.”


“You have an audience, you know.”


“I know. He’s been watching from the start. He won’t tell. It was his staring up her dress that got her all hot and bothered. We’re a team.”


“Well, I guess you’re pretty safe, come to think of it. Most everyone’s asleep, and the crew is cool.”


“Great.”


I was stunned when the stewardess said, “You know, he’d probably like to see her tits. Let’s take the dress off.”


“I like your style. I’m Marge; I can see you’re Pam.” Marge offered Pam her sopping wet right hand, and the two lesbians shook hands over my face. After the hand shake, both licked their hands. I couldn’t help but wonder if I had witnessed the secret handshake of the Sisterhood of Muff. Marge said, “Lift up, sugar puss.”


I lifted my ass to allow Marge to push my dress and slip to my middle. When I sat, Marge pulled me forward and Pam unzipped the dress. Together, they removed the dress and slip. Pam removed my bra. Except for my shoes, I was naked on an airplane.


The stewardess laid all my clothing on the empty seat by the window, then pulled a blanket from the overhead compartment. She laid the blanket over the clothes and said, “If anyone does come, you can cover her with this. I’ll stay here and serve as a lookout; if that’s all right with you?”


Marge said, “Join in; the more the merrier.”


“Thanks, I was hoping you’d share her. I go positively ga ga over straight chicks, and this one is gorgeous.” Pam picked up my left hand, saying, “And she’s married, too. That’s even better.”


I loved the way they talked around me and not to me as though I were in the grips of some lesbian trance. With all pretense of the game disposed, Marge got down on the floor and placed my legs over the arm rests, as Pam laid my seat back and knelt by my tits. As Marge went down on my pussy, Pam took my left tit and offered the squeezed mound to the boy’s hungry eyes, saying, “He likes these titties. You like these don’t you, kid?”


The grinning boy nodded hard. Pam pinched the nipple to distention and flicked the tip with her tongue. “I’ll bet you’d like to do this to them…[flick, flick]…and this…[flutter, flutter, flick, flick, nibble].”


She sucked most of my tit in her mouth and sucked hard while softly chewing. Marge’s talented mouth quickly had me grinding my loins, and Pam’s efforts had me arching my back. They quickly brought me to a state of delirium, then Pam stood and pulled her skirt up from the center of the hem, exposing her bare pussy through pantyhose that had no crotch panel.


I stared at the pussy framed by nylon. She had a soft, pretty pussy free of all hair, and a gold ring in her clit. She thrust her mound forward toward my face in blatant offering, saying, “Eat me, bitch!”


In my lesbian-induced trance, I dove at the pussy with a flailing tongue and incurred more slanderous invectives, such as: “Suck my cunt, you little whore!” and “Lick my pussy, slut!”


I screamed out a muff-muffled climax, then sucked a climax out of Pam. I remained glued to the cunt to slurp the product of that climax, as Pam held her cunt lips open and instructed me to clean her pussy good. I pulled my face in tightly by gripping Pam’s firm ass. As the job neared completion, Pam said, “I’ve got to bring Sherry in on this. She’d kill me if I had a straight chick and didn’t bring her in on it. Do you mind?”


Marge lifted up with a totally wet face and said, “Like I said, the more the merrier.”


Pam adjusted her skirt and headed up the aisle, pausing to ruffle the boy’s hair in passing. He watched her ass shimmy down the aisle in her tight-assed skirt. She returned minutes later with a short smiling blond wearing a pixie hair cut. Both rubbed the boy’s head. When the blond stood over me and gazed on my body, she said, “Oh, god, she’s a doll.”


Her slender fingers went into my crotch as Marge made room. Her free hand massaged my tit flesh. Sherry brought pussy-wet fingers to her lips and sucked, making a face like a kid sucking chocolate. She cleaned her fingers then raised her skirt as Pam had, showing another shaved, ringed pussy framed by nylon. Hers also had a rose tattoo on the left cunt lip with the stem disappearing in her pussy. I licked the rose, then licked the pot. I came while licking the pot. Ten minutes later, the pot came, and I came again under Pam’s talented tongue.


For two hundred and eighty miles, the three lesbians took turns trading places. Had it not been for the mother waking up and dragging the boy away, we might have gone three-twenty. As it was, I had just enough time to get back in my clothes and freshen-up, but Marge would not give me anything but the dress. Lesbians turn into bitches if you refuse to go home with them to join the Sister’s of Muff and learn the secret handshake. When I persisted, she ripped up my bra, panties, and my slip. I had no carry-on luggage. The dress was all I had; everything else was in the baggage compartment.


I stood before the mirror of that bathroom and stared at the sight my family would see. Though the dress had a flowery print, everything showed through; my tits, my nipples, my denuded pussy crack, even my ass crack showed. I was as good as naked in pumps, and I saw no alternative but to exit the plane that way. I scrubbed my face and gargled with hand soap. My family is big on hugs and kisses.


I stayed in the bathroom until Pam called everyone to return to their seats. Marge was gone when I got there, but the boy and his mother weren’t. He looked for more beaver as she fought to wrest him into his seat facing forward, looking back occasionally to me and firing me a look that said, “You are the most disgusting person I’ve ever seen.”


I was the last person to exit the plane and had to pass Pam and Sherry on the way out. Pam said, “Hope you had a nice flight.” Sherry said, “Come again.” As I passed by, two pairs of slimy wet hands covered my face, mouth, and neck. Those bitches slimed me. I struggled free of those laughing bitches, reeking of the Sisterhood’s revenge.


I walked off that plane on shaky legs, smelling like low tide, terrified of meeting my family. I paused in the rampway to decide how to act. I could think of no story that would explain my loss of under clothes that wasn’t worse than letting them think I dress this way. I had told them that I’d undergone many changes. With no other choice, I squared my shoulders and entered the boarding area. Nine jaws dropped in unison. Mom said, “Lucy.”


The name fell from her lips like a wet turd. I moved bravely forward and said, “Hi everybody. I’m home.” You should have seen their faces after hugs and kisses. After wiping her lips on the back of her hand, Mom said, “Lucy, you’ve got some splainin’ to do.”


Like I said, other than that, the flight was uneventful.


    The End
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    “The Folks in the Hood” By Phil Phantom


Our family used to be quite ordinary, and we used to live in an ordinary suburban neighborhood. That all changed when we moved to the country and bought a house on a quiet cul-de-sac road by a lake. Only eleven houses were built there when the developers bailed out of a much larger retirement subdivision plan. The bailout left the few home owners stranded in near isolation, but the property values on the few vacant, finished units were unbelievably low. We took one, and by the end of the first year, the other three were sold, all to retired couples.


My three children, Pam, fifteen; Jerry, thirteen; and Heather, my eleven-year-old, love the new neighborhood, though they hate the long bus ride to school. We all love the lake, the solitude, and we grew to love the isolation. We have no police and fire protection, though the county will send a Sheriff for anything serious. Life-flight helicopters can be called for medical emergencies. In all, we feel quite safe and secure.


Pam is your typical young teenage girl, only she hardly looks typical. She is exceptional. With long flowing auburn hair and big green eyes, she cuts a stunning figure, especially now that she has one. She is fit and trim without a single ounce of fat on her five foot frame. She wants to be an NFL cheerleader, and has studied dance and gymnastics.


Jerry and Pam are often assumed to be twins, though they have eighteen months separating them. He has a few freckles, where Pam has none. Jerry and I are very close. He loves his sisters, and is a good boy.


Heather is an adorable, precocious little girl with a full head of curly locks, big brown eyes, and a frolicsome, mischievous and tom-boyish disposition. She has never played with dolls and is as likely to come home with a lizard or frog as Jerry. She is also obsessed with the things that most girls don’t think about until puberty—things such as nudity, dirty pictures, and the adult world in general.


Heather is a sneaker and a peeker. I have caught her stealing peeks up my skirt or down my blouse more than Jerry. My husband, Dan, tells me that when he comes out of the shower, he can be assured that Heather will be hiding somewhere with a view, waiting for him to drop the towel. He stopped looking for her before doing so when she was seven; consequently, she knows her father well.


After moving into the new house, we discovered her spying on us when we have sex. This unnerved me, but Dan thought it was cute and exciting. He insists I not look for her, and look the other way when she sneaks in or out. When we discovered the lock on our bedroom door was broken, he refused to fix or replace it. I am quite sure that he disabled it.


All of our neighbors are retired couples. None of them have children living at home, so ours have none to play with unless grandchildren visit. That doesn’t happen very often, as the retires like to travel and prefer to visit them. At any given time, a third are on the road, usually going out together in one RV. The retirees are all very close, and we felt like outsiders, intruders, at first.


For one thing, they are not your typical old folks. Most are quite active, healthy, and down to earth. Earthy is a better term. They party all the time. In the warm days, they party outdoors a great deal, and drink heavily. They also go about scantily clad, even nude in their back yards. At the lake or out front on the street, the men like to wear those obscene nylon speedo suits that leave little to imagine and looks more like a penis pouch. The women often go topless or wear ridiculously brief bikini bottoms. A few do look silly, a little too heavy or flabby to be showing off, but most have stayed trim. The men, I must say, look quite appealing in their jock suits, even with a paunch or balding head. These people were growing old gracefully, or not at all.


At first, I was put off by the reports my children brought home. They saw much more of the goings on than I did: senior citizens acting like teenagers. Being the only kids around, ours were quite popular with the old folks. I stopped worrying about them after feeling more secure with the neighborhood. I knew they were being watched over at all times. If I need them, a few calls would lead me to where they were, usually in someone’s house, or playing in a backyard pool. There were several pools to choose from, but we were poolless. Most of my information about what went on came from Heather. Pam and Jerry were tight-lipped.


Dan, my husband, traveled extensively as a regional sales rep, so he was hardly ever home. He never knew what went on. I was afraid that if he knew, he’d move us again. He would have had good reason. From what Heather blurted out, my kids were more than young company for old folks to tolerate. They were their amusement.


Encouraged to skinny dip, they were constantly being photographed and touched. Pam jumped all over Heather for revealing this, and I got little out of her after that. This occurred at the start of the warm weather, in early May. We had a long season ahead when most of the residents would be at home. My imagination worked overtime pouring over the potential risks and consequences of permitting this to go on while remaining silent. I had no real choice other than moving. If the kids couldn’t play with the neighbors, they would be bored out of their skulls and always under foot. I enjoyed having the house to myself. After a few weeks of agonizing and soul searching, realizing that I may be opening the door to molestation, even for young Heather, I nonetheless remained silent.


After I made that resolve, I also resolved to tolerate any molestation should I learn of it. I figured they already were being molested. I could read it in their faces. It was the type of molestation kids enjoy, not report. The neighbors would never harm them; fondle them, photograph them, yes, but not intentionally do anything to permanently do harm. I did not for one minute suspect that intercourse might be involved. They were good people, just randy, that’s all. I kept my eyes peeled for any tangible proof. This was difficult, as they became very secretive and were gone most of the time.


They rarely came or went together, and were often at different places. Though I had no proof, I could tell that they shared a secret, and they had that look, the look you get after you know about sex from first-hand knowledge. Call it mother’s intuition, but this mother knew. By the end of May, I felt alone, ostracized, left out, and depression set in. I had one good friend among my neighbors and she would stop by and visit with me. We became very close.


She was a gregarious, fun-loving woman in her early fifties, married to a retired military man. Helen and Pete were also one of the more attractive of our neighbors. She had a figure any thirty-year-old would die for. Pete is a big man with one of the most impressive endowments which he loves to display. He has all of his hair with little gray, and he has no paunch.


Helen raised four children of her own and had been around sexually. We talked a great deal about her sexual past, the many men she had as lovers during her thirty-four-year marriage, and the two women. She avoided talking about any of our neighbors, but she liked talking about sex, and tried to pry into my sex history. The trouble was, I had nothing to talk about unless I wanted to share my fantasies and tell her my masturbation technique. I could never do that.


One morning, I felt particularly down and out. The kids had begun sleeping over and I hadn’t seen Heather in three days. Pam would bounce in and bounce out, but it had been a week since she slept in her own bed. Jerry, like Pam, had not slept in his bed in a week, but he stopped by to see how I was doing two or three times a day.


So, with Helen before me, and feeling desperate, I simply blurted out, “Helen, I know something is going on with the neighbors and my kids. I’ve known for some time. Please, you don’t need to deny anything; I’m not accusing anyone. I just feel so left out and alone. I think I may lose my mind if things go on like this. I have no intention of stopping it, but I don’t want to be left alone, treated like an outsider.”


Helen studied me over the rim of her coffee, then set it down and said, “What do you think is going on, Julia?”


“Please don’t do that, Helen. Don’t be like everyone else. You know me. I’m not going to cause anyone any trouble. I can handle it. What I can’t handle is all the lies, silent lies.”


“Julia, I do sympathize with you. Look, I’m not saying you are right, and I’m not saying you’re wrong. Let’s just say you are right, just for the sake of argument. If these neighbors are having sex with your minor children, they would be very secretive and protective about it, right?”


“Yes, and that’s exactly how they have been…”


“No, wait. Let me finish. They would be very concerned about the mother of those children. Mothers can be highly volatile over such things. Some might get a gun. Others would go to the law.”


“We don’t even own a gun. Besides, you know I’m not like that, Helen. “


“I don’t think you are, but they don’t know you as well as I do. You might expect this group to investigate this mother, to find out how much of a threat she might be, or what trouble she might cause.”


“Is that why you befriended me, to investigate me?”


“This is a hypothetical case, remember? This group would not be comfortable with this potential threat until they had something on her as bad as what they were doing with her kids. Still, even with this, she’d have to be the type that avoided controversy, avoiding trouble rather than confronting it. Then, and only then, would these people feel comfortable with her.”


“So what you’re saying is, you’re here to get something on me. Is that it? Okay, Helen, listen. There is nothing to get. I honestly haven’t done anything. But consider this: I have known about their activities for over a month; I’ve said nothing to anyone; I haven’t bothered the kids with questions ever since I became suspicious; I’ve made no attempt to find out what they’re up to; I don’t sneak around or peek out my drapes.


“For God’s sake, Helen, I know you people are sexually involved with them, and I let them spend the night, night after night. Little Heather, only eleven years old, told me she skinny dips, gets photographed in the nude, and gets felt up by you people. She has been with one couple after another, all night, for three nights now. They are passing her around, and I am permitting it. In my book, if the girl is being molested, I am as guilty as anyone. What must I do to earn their trust, send condoms with them? I’m sorry, that was out of line. I know they aren’t having intercourse with them. All I want is for them to be open and free about what they are doing.”


“Actually, condoms would be a nice gesture, but I doubt any of them would use the things.”


I sat in stunned silence for a moment, trying not to betray my shock at her implication. I took a sip of coffee, then said, “If that would break the ice, I’ll send a dozen to each house. Are they…having intercourse?”


“And if we are?”


“Well, that would still make no difference. I am still in the same boat. The kids obviously enjoy whatever is being done to them. If I interfered, they’d revolt. They’d hate me. If I told my husband, he’d pack us up and move. I love this house, this place. The kids have never been happier anywhere. If they are having sex with my kids, there isn’t a damn thing I would or could do about it. Again, I just want to know, and I want everybody, including my kids, to know that I know so this awful silence can end.”


“Okay, Julia, you’ve convinced me. I’m going to come clean on behalf of me and Pete. I won’t take that risk for anyone else. Each will have to come clean on their own. I will encourage them to do so, and they will once they see how you take my confession. Remember, now, this is just me and Pete. That is far as I am willing to go, and as far as you know, we are the only ones, understand?”


“Oh, Helen, thank you. Yes, please, let me prove myself.”


“You’d better get a grip on your seat. I have had oral sex with all three, and regular vaginal and anal sex with Jerry. Pete has had all three as well, in every way, even with Heather.”


I could not believe or imagine what she’d just told me. Vaginal sex with an eleven-year-old girl, anal sex with my son, it all seemed impossible, especially for people like Helen and Pete. Remembering that I was being tested and needed to remain calm, I took a sip of coffee and said, “How are they?”


“Finally got you breath back, huh?”


“Is it the truth?”


“Why on earth would I lie about that?”


Why indeed, I reasoned. My head was swimming, but I remained calm, saying, “Okay, I asked to know. Now that I know, I am shocked. I’d be lying if I said otherwise. I had no idea it was that way at all. I mean, how?”


“You mean how could decent folks like us screw an eleven-year-old girl? More specifically, how could I lie naked on my bed with my legs pulled back and encourage your little girl to lick my pussy while my husband fucks his nine-inch cock in her little twat, then buries that prick, balls deep, in her tiny asshole to give her a sperm enema. Is that the how you mean, or do you want the mechanics?”


I just nodded. She said, “Are you okay? Do you want to hear more? I’ve gone this far. I’ll lay it all out for you if you still want to know.”


“Yes, please, go on. I’m okay, but I can’t shake the feeling that you are pulling my leg. Is this one of your tests?”


“No, this is no joke, and it’s no test. I wouldn’t do that to you. I know how stressed you are. I know I talk crude, but it’s hard not to when you are talking about raw, dirty, nasty sex. That’s what this is, Julia. We don’t make love to your children, we fuck them. Besides, the kids don’t want love and hugs, they want sex—raw, down and dirty, cunt suckin’, butt fuckin’, cock suckin’ raw. The nastier we get with them, the better they like it, especially Heather. With that child, you can piss on her, shit on her, slap her around, tie her in knots, and fuck her till her nose bleeds, and she’ll still come crawling back wanting more. She really is incredible, Julia.”


“Are you saying that Pete is penetrating her vagina and anus with his penis. How is that possible? He’s so big.”


“Honey, they’ve all been conditioned to take the largest cock in any hole. Pete is not the largest, by the way. It isn’t as difficult as you might imagine. We used cucumbers and had the kids wear them in their cunts and bottoms. We have them in all sizes. We began small and worked up. It doesn’t take that long. It took Heather three weeks to take Pete to the balls in either hole.”


“I can’t believe I never noticed anything.”


“Didn’t you wonder why they stopped taking their meals here over a month ago?”


“What’s to wonder with ten grandmothers always feeding them. I’m a lousy cook, Helen.”


“We feed the kids a special diet to make their stool soft and pliable. They eat baby food for the nutrition, and all the Coke, candy, and ice cream they want. Pete says sliding into any of their asses is like sticking his dick in warm butter.”


“But what about the girl’s vaginas, especially Heather’s. It’s so small.”


“It was small. We got some help from a wood worker. He made a simple device than fits where the leaf that goes in our dining table. It’s just a four-inch length of dowel sticking up in the center. We cut the cucumber to the desired length, jam the cut end over the dowel, then had the kids do the splits over it. We oil the table so they can’t stay suspended over the cuke for long, eventually, their legs give out, their feet slide, and bingo, cunt lips or balls kiss the table. Each day, we added a bigger piece.


“The kids saw this as a game, not a conditioning exercise. They all loved playing the game. The fun part was whipping their inner thighs and asses to make them sink fully onto the cuke. Heather is a natural masochist. She never cries, ‘Uncle.’”


I shook my head to clear the cob webs, then got up to pace. Helen waited for my question, and I was finally able to ask one, saying, “But, I have never seen a mark on her. She doesn’t walk funny. She looks the same. How could this be if you treat her as you say?”


“We take good care not to leave a mark. Another thing, she doesn’t come home until she passes a thorough visual exam and has had a chance to rest up. You haven’t seen her in three days. There’s a good reason for that. I saw her right before I came over. Believe me, she’s in no condition to see her mommy, nor does she want to.”


“Oh, my god!”


“Now, don’t go getting all motherly on me now. She’s fine. She’s having a ball. She just received some marks that won’t go away for a few days. Pete got a little carried away with a thin belt, that’s all. She kept asking for it harder, and Pete gave it to her. Don’t be pissed at Pete, I held her for him and told him to go ahead.”


“Oh, Jesus!” I paced back and forth, sick with worry, wondering what sort of hell had we dropped into. I stopped my pacing to look hard at Helen, not menacing hard, but trying to really see her, see what type of person or monster she really was.


Helen said, “Look, I know how upsetting this is to hear. I would apologize and promise that it will never happen again, but you want the truth, right?”


“Yes, Helen, please, tell me the truth.”


“Okay, the truth is, as long as you live here and let your kids out, we will invite them into our home and use them sexually. We both like to get rough with them, and enjoy beating their pink butts with a belt. They have all learned to appreciate a little rough stuff. We will never force anything on them. I don’t like trying to hide what we’ve done. I would like to be able to send Heather home with her ass leaking semen, her pussy red and raw, and whip marks on her ass so Mommy can clean her all up, nurse her wounds, and get her ready for the next time. That’s what you want, right, involvement, openness, honesty? Well, there it is. Now, deal with it.”


Oddly, when I looked at Helen, I saw no monster. What I did see was a brutally honest woman. After all the silent lies, after all the neglect, her honesty, as hard as it was to hear, was like fresh air. I could not hate her or be angry with her. After a bit more pacing, I was ready to sit down and talk.


I said, “Helen, after what you just shared with me, I realize how hard it must have been for you to open up. I realize that you did that to help me. You are the most honest person I ever met. I asked, and you gave. You trusted me. I won’t betray that trust. I said I’d tolerate anything, and that’s what I’ll do. I can’t pretend to like or approve what you are doing to my kids, but I’m sure you could care less whether I approve or not. Am I right?”


“I’m afraid so, Julia. I took you at your word and figured, ‘What the hell, why not go for it.’ Another reason is that we both get off more on using your kids because you don’t approve. The fact that you disapprove but can’t or won’t stop us is a real turn on for us. We are not alone in that view; I’ll tell you that much. I know you can stop this by moving away; I took a gamble that you won’t.”


“Well, you were right. I won’t unless my kids come to me and want out of here. It doesn’t look like that’s likely to happen. Like I said, I’ve never seen them happier. If they’re happy, I’m happy. If the day comes when they do want out, I can assure you, we will leave quietly. Neither Dan nor I want any trouble. We’d just try to start over some place else.”


“Well, that won’t happen here. We adore those kids, and if anyone upsets even one of them, they’d have to deal with all of us. We want those little fuck bunnies to be happy and to remain right here. Another thing, Julia, if any one of those kids complained about getting beaten, the beatings would immediately cease for that child. Everyone understands that. The kids know it, too. They can stop any activity at any time. They have verbal safe words and finger signals for when they might be gagged. They’ve all tried them, and they know the signals work. I’m just telling you that for your peace of mind. I am not trying to win your approval. For heaven’s sake, please don’t approve.”


I laughed for the first time in weeks, then said, “Don’t worry, I won’t, I don’t, and I shan’t, ever. I think what you’re doing to those innocent children is an abomination in the face of God, and you will all burn in hell for it. But, I want to thank you for sharing.” I smiled.


Helen stood and allowed her shift to fall to the floor, leaving herself naked. She embraced me. That show of genuine affection touched me. She held me at arms length and looked me in the eye. She said, “I liked the sound of that. The others will come around. Give them time. I could just sit your kids down and tell them that I told you everything, but I have a better way. We seduced them into this by making dares that got progressively naughtier. Your kids can’t pass on a dare; did you know that?”


“Well, now that you mention it, yes.”


“I think I’ll dare them to do things that give us away, little by little. I’m going to start with Heather. I’m going to bring her home to you, buck assed naked, cum running down her legs, her face wet with my pussy juices. I’m going to dare her to go along, and dare her to try and French kiss you. I’ll see if I can talk Margie into coming over with us. If you want to impress everyone, let Margie see you accepting your daughter in that condition. Don’t ask questions about the marks, just be polite. Invite us in to visit. While we chat, wipe her pussy and her legs, rub some cream on her marks, put on a good show for us. Later, get her showered and cleaned up, dress her up real pretty, and bring her over to us tonight. If you do that, word will get around, everyone will loosen up. Margie loves to talk. If you put on a good show of reluctant acceptance, it will be like having a video made.”


“Wow, that’s a tough order to fill for a mother. I didn’t want to get directly involved, just informed.”


“That may be, but several of us want you directly involved, reluctantly involved. We get off on it. Marge is one.”


“You go ahead if you want to do it that way. If Heather takes that dare, I’ll do my best.”


“She’ll take it. You better start puckering. I hope you like my vaginal wetness as much as Heather does. Want a sample?”


“Thanks, but I think I’ll pass.”


“Oh, come on. Your face and my twat were made for each other. You’ll be tasting me soon, anyway.”


“I’ll wait.”


“We’ll see, huh? I might just rub my cunt in your face. Try not to get turned on, Julia. That would spoil our fun.”


“I don’t think that will happen. No, I know that won’t happen.” Helen left, walking out the door still stark naked. Earlier, she’d told me that before we moved into the neighborhood, they used to walk around naked everywhere. Obviously, she felt comfortable again. I waited with growing anxiety, trying to imagine what my little girl might look like. I rehearsed my responses to a variety of scenarios, trying to imagine what Helen might do or how they would act. I also tried to imagine how Heather would act. I was as prepared as I could be when the door bell finally rang.


I opened the door and found three women (Helen, Margie, and Linda) with Heather. All were naked. My eye fell on Heather and I had to stifle a gasp. She stood grinning at me with a shiny wet face, a face wet from chin to hairline. She posed with her feet apart and her mons thrust out obscenely. A quick glance down stole my breath away. Her child vagina was red, raw looking, gaping, and drenched in viscous semen that seeped from her hole and cascaded down her inner thighs. Cum trails ran off her heels. I was speechless. She said, “Wow, Mom, don’t I even get a kiss hello?”


I stuttered and stammered, looked to the three grinning women, then bent for the kiss. Heather grabbed my head and pressed her lips hard to mine. Her little tongue forced its way inside my mouth. I struggled weakly with the strong feminine musk filling my nose, her small tongue in full possession of my mouth, her hands gripping my head. She held that kiss while I made a show of resistance, all the while slyly permitting it. In parting, she rubbed her wet face across my lips. When she let go, I recoiled back, wiping my face with my backhand. My facial expression showed my true shock, but self-control did not permit the accompanying outrage that should have followed.


Heather said, “Aren’t you going to invite them in, Mommy?”


In a somber, hesitant tone, I said, “Yes, come in if you want.” They followed me in and took seats on my sofa. I said, “I have coffee on. Would you ladies like some?”


When I returned with the tray of coffee, they had placed one of my dining chairs in front of them on the other side of the coffee table. Heather stood beside the chair, waiting for me to sit. Thinking ahead, I brought a warm washcloth. I poured the coffee and set out the condiments. Taking the washcloth in hand, I sat in the chair and pulled Heather to me. I started on her face. Heather smiled, beamed, actually, while I cleaned her face. The women watched and sipped coffee.


I concentrated on the task at hand but could not help noticing the women out of the corner of my eye. Each looked less likely than the next to be a party to such indecency. Margie, with her pleasant face and white hair, styled, and looking for all the world like a classy elderly lady. And Linda, small, thin, and frail, a delicate woman you’d never think could so much as utter a dirty word, all sat in unladylike positions with their knees out wide. Helen, the lewdest of all, had her legs draped over the thighs of the other women and was stroking her finger in her open vagina. All three had shaved their vaginas, but Linda had left a heart-shaped patch on her mound. Their lewd display was most distracting, especially when the other two joined Helen in playing with their vaginas.


I still hadn’t noticed any marks except for three red lines on Heather’s mound that disappeared between her legs. When I finished cleaning her face, I told her to stand on the coffee table. Unless I set her on my lap, there was no other way. I certainly didn’t want that mess on my lap. I could see that my actions pleased the ladies.


When Heather turned to step onto the table, I saw the marks. My hand came to my mouth to help cover the audible gasp. Heather stood lewdly displaying her backside to me. I could not believe what they’d done to my little girl. I expected red marks, but she had cuts, cuts that had bled at one time. The lines were angry red marks with raised weals. Several were fresh and they went from the backs of her knees to the upper swells of her bottom. Most were concentrated low and on her inner thighs. I was appalled. I could not hide that fact. My jaw was set tightly and I avoided their eyes, setting about the mechanical task of wiping sperm from her lower legs and feet.


My hands shook while I worked. When I had her lower legs and feet cleaned, I tersely said, “Turn around, Heather!”


She turned and stood with her legs wide apart. None of this seemed to be bothering her. She still wore her defiant smile. She stood with her hands on her hips, obscenely jutting out her young vulva. Much of the pity I’d felt for her evaporated at that point. I applied myself to wiping sperm from the insides of her knees, working up her inner thighs, trying not to irritate her wounds. She surprised me by saying, “Do you know what that stuff is, Mommy?”


“Yes, I’m well aware of what it is.”


“It’s sperm, and its in my pussy, too, lots of it, and there’s even more in my butthole. Are you going to wipe my pussy, too?”


“Yes, now hold still.”


“It’s way up inside, you know. Do you know how it got there?”


“Yes, Heather, I know how it got there, and I don’t like it one bit. I’d appreciate it if you’d just be quiet. I’d rather not discuss it.”


I had cleaned her legs by this time and was about to start on her vagina. Her position did not make that easy. She suggested a better position and turned to drop on her all fours, facing away, her knees widely spaced. She presented me a vulgar spread, and wiggled her butt, looking back at me from over her shoulder, smiling wickedly and saying, “There, can you see my pussy real good now, Mommy? Can you see where the man fucked me?”


Her words were a slap in my face, but the sight she presented prevented me from reacting to that slap. Indeed, I could see where he fucked her. Her vagina hung open as did her anus. I could insert a finger in either place without touching the sides, and sperm leaked from both. Beyond her, in my line of sight, the women were obviously affected. Each had a hand in the crotch of the woman beside her. Helen had two hands in her crotch, and they were pulling her open for my benefit. Helen was fingering the other two while they ground their pussies on those fingers. I was awed by what I saw, still not fully believing what was happening. It took all my strength to continue.


Continue, I did, and as I worked, touching my daughter’s most intimate places, I felt my own vagina responding to the scene. Against my will, arousal began to grow like a warm water douche. I used my bare finger to move and open her to the washcloth. Before I was through, Heather crawled into the spread of Helen’s legs. Helen scooted forward and brought her legs up as her friends held her by the knees, obscenely spread for my daughter. I followed, continuing my ministrations, but watching my little girl service this bizarre older woman with her mouth as Helen ground her pussy on her face.


This continued for over ten minutes, long after I was through. I continued my attentions until Helen reached her climax. I could not tear my eyes from the juncture of Helen’s thighs where my daughter’s lips and tongue worked constantly. Heater sucked hard on Helen’s clit. Helen came while humping mt little girl’s face. I then watched Heather lap the spend from her hole. I was hot by that point, but tried hard not to show it.


When I could see that they were almost through, I sat back and waited. Heather got up and laid on her back with her head in my lap, her ass resting on the coffee table, waiting for me to clean her face. All I had to use was the spermy rag, so I used it. While I moved it over her face, she licked at the rag. I thought she was incredible.


As I finished the job, Helen got up on the coffee table and moved to straddle Heather’s hips. She pulled her pussy lips open and assumed a half squat. I had no idea what to expect from this act, but I could not tear my eyes from her sex. I’d never really examined a vagina before, not even my own. Hers looked sexy, clean, pink and fresh, wickedly erotic. While I stared, she used her two index fingers to pinch along both sides of her urethra, bringing it out.


Suddenly, an amber stream burst forth, aimed at Heather’s face. I let out a squeal, sat up stiffly, then held my breath. Very quickly, my eyes dropped to my lap, piss was splattering everywhere and seeping through my skirts, wetting my blouse, warming my own crotch as it flowed through my vaginal lips and puddled in my seat. Heather was trying to catch the stream with her mouth wide open, and catching quite a bit. She drank what she caught. I was dumbfounded. This was unfathomable. Still, I could not stop the wickedly delicious sensations emanating from my crotch.


Helen used her fingers to direct the stream from side to side, and used pelvic movement to lift and drop the stream. Halfway through, Helen brought the stream up my front, slowly. I sat back stiffly as it hit between my breasts, then sat helplessly as she brought it up my neck and peed in my face. I sat stoically and took her piss squarely in my face with my lips tightly clenched. The piss splashing in my face seemed to go on and on. I opened my eyes and sat still as she stepped across to balance on my seat. Her feet were on the forward corners, and her pussy was in my face. I started to say something, when a quick jet went right in my open mouth. Another followed right after as I tried to protest what she’d done. I could not believe this was happening to me. I spit the piss out and Helen sternly said, “If I piss in your mouth, you drink it, you hear, bitch! Now open your fucking mouth.”


Dumbly, I opened my mouth and received a short squirt. I swallowed. She smiled, looked to her amused friends, then looked back to me and said, “Do you have any objection to the way I treat your daughter?” I opened wide to receive the expected wet punctuation. She pissed another squirt. I swallowed and humbly said no. “Do you object to my husband fucking her pussy?” Squirt. Swallow. No. “Her ass?” Squirt. Swallow. No. “Her mouth?” Squirt. Swallow. No.


I looked up her body at her smiling face, then stayed that way as she moved her pussy over my mouth. She rubbed herself on my lips. I could have clenched my lips shut, but for reasons I’ll never fully understand, I let my lips go slack. This allowed her to move her piss hole between my lips. When she accomplished this, and had a good seal, she released her flow, filling my mouth. I swallowed three mouthfuls, then took numerous smaller squirts, swallowing each, all the while listening to her telling me what she can do with my kids. I nodded my acceptance into her cunt while Heather had reached to my tits and squeezed them hard.


After Helen drained her bladder, she remained with her pussy on my mouth. We were looking in each other’s eyes, and I understood the appeal of sex, raw and nasty. I felt the urge to signal my awakening by running my tongue up through her slit, but I remembered what she’d told me about being reluctant. I should be offended by what she’d done, so I just held steady when she began rubbing her pussy on my face in a vulgar grind. She coated my face with her pussy slime, then stepped down, laughing.


Margie walked up and ripped my blouse open. She undid my bra and exposed my breasts to Heather’s fingers. Heather took my tits in a frontal grip over the nipples and squeezed them hard, making me wince.


Margie then straddled my lap and ground her pussy on Heather’s mouth. My tits ached under Heather’s firm grasp, but I made no move to stop her. Margie pissed, wetting my lap further, then mimicked what Helen had done after mounting the chair. As before, I took it in silent humiliation. Linda followed suit, but did a vulgar bump and grind in my face while pissing freely. We were drenched in piss, and it puddled beneath the chair on my hardwood floor, spreading out in a three foot diameter puddle. The women got up and left us like that. Heather still had me by the tits.


Once they were gone, I pried her fingers off me and pushed her off my lap. She sat up on the coffee table with her legs folded. I stood looking down on her and shook my head. I left my tits exposed and said, “Heather, that was awful what you did.”


“I know, but it was fun.”


“Honey, that’s not fun, it’s just filthy and dirty.”


“I know, that’s what makes it fun.”


“So, what you’re saying is, you have no intention of stopping this.”


“No, and you can’t make me. Helen says so.”


“I realize that, but if your father finds out, he can stop it in a hurry.”


“Well, then, don’t tell him.”


“I have no intention of telling him. I don’t want to leave this place because you kids can’t control your nasty impulses.”


“Good, then everything is okay, right.”


“It’s not okay, but I can’t stop it. You are on your own, but you are in way over your head, sweetheart.”


“So are you, Mom. You liked it, and you know it. You liked having their pussies in your face. I could see you sucking on their cunts while they pissed in your mouth. I saw you swallowing it all. You even licked their pussies after they finished, didn’t you?”


“I did no such thing, Heather. I had no choice but to swallow. I would have drowned otherwise.”


“Yeah, right! I saw you sucking. I saw you sucking and swallowing.”


“The action of swallowing makes it look like sucking, but let me assure you, I was not sucking. I certainly never licked.” I had to challenge her, though I could see she wasn’t buying any of it. She was absolutely right. I did lose it after Helen. With Margie and Linda, I sucked.


Heather was still infused with sexual energy. She was just warming up. She rolled back and held her cunt open, saying, “You forgot to do me. Suck my piss too, Mom. I know you want to. You can lick my pussy, too.”


“Look, you! Don’t press your luck. Yes, I want to stay here; and yes, I’m willing to put up with their shit to do so. I do have my limits, and you have no idea where those limits are. If you want to keep playing your dirty little games with these people, don’t mess with me. You just may blow it.”


Heather doesn’t bluff easily, but I had her thinking. She sat up and said, “You like it too much to stop.”


I pulled my blouse closed and went for a towel to clean up the mess we made. I was down on my hands and knees, mopping the puddle. I half expected Heather to do something. I waited expectantly while she circled about my head. She stood close by my right side and shot a blast of piss to the side of my face. I said, “Damn it, Heather, stop that.”


She pissed another squirt and moved to the left side, saying, “Why, there’s already a mess there, and you’re all wet anyway. I like pissing on you.” She let me have another, then another. I simply hung my head. She straddled my head and pissed on the back of my head, my only dry spot. Piss soaked my hair and ran off my face, dripping from my nose, lips, and chin. The fire in my pussy raged.


She stepped back to stand in my face. When I raised my head, my face was in her crotch. Heather pressed her pussy to my lips. Although I wanted to service her as I’d done the others, there was no way to do that without it being an admission that I wanted to do it. With Heather, that would be disastrous. I was reaching up to push her away, when she gave me the excuse I wanted. She said, “You better do it, or I’ll tell Helen. She’ll come over and hit you with a belt till you do. She will, too.”


I could have kissed her. I backed off the pressure my hand exerted on her belly. She took this as a victory and ground her pussy on my mouth, saying, “Now start sucking, Mom.” I started sucking and soon began taking her amber fluid by the mouthful.


Heather was delighted, and stopped to get into another position, crawling under me in reverse. She spread her legs right under my face. I waited as she grabbed my hanging tits and proceeded to maul them, saying, “Get back to sucking. I still have more pee for you.” While she pinched my nipples and slapped my tittie flesh, I resumed my sucking. When she was empty, she crawled out and sat on the coffee table with her beaver spread wide. She ordered me to lick her cunt. I licked her cunt.


Heather was in kid heaven, putting me through my paces. She assumed a variety of lewd poses. At one point, she stood with her ass to my face and bent low, spreading her cheeks. I did whatever she told me to do, even tongue fucking her asshole. I licked her to an orgasm, then had to lick her spend from her still gaping hole. After that, she got up, grinning like a fat cat. She went up to take a shower while I returned to my cleaning.


Heather’s actions were not a complete surprise. It was always in her nature, she just never had any power over me. Pam and Jerry were not like that. They respected and loved me. They would never have permitted Heather to do what she did. I knew she’d behave quite differently when either of them was around. I also knew to expect more of the same, and worse, when we were alone together.


My pussy liked the idea. For an eleven-year-old, she knew exactly how to treat me. I adored her cute vagina. I loved sucking piss from it and licking it. I even liked having my tits mauled by her. I especially liked the dominant role she assumed in our relationship. Being submissive to my youngest child had my pussy weeping my juices into my panties.


We had much of the afternoon to ourselves. She was relentless in her desires to humiliate and further debase me. She made me passively accept any invasion or insult to my body under threat of telling Helen. She would not let me wear a bra or panties and she made me shorten the hems on my sun dresses, my uniform for home wear in warm weather. The light and simple dresses button down the front to the waist. They wear loosely, and without underwear, I felt naked. As if that weren’t enough, she removed every other button starting from the top. Since the dresses are low cropped anyway, removing the top button exposed the inside swells of my breasts.


We fought over my skirt lengths. The place where she wanted me to cut would have been absurd, leaving me exposed whether standing or sitting. She all but wanted the skirts cut off, leaving about a four-inch band of material hanging below the waist line. She had crossed my line and knew it. I gently brought her back to what I could live with, a length that was very short, but always covered me when standing and sometimes covered me when sitting, if I sat carefully. If I stepped outside and the wind swirled, I’d be exposed. Seeing my pussy would be no big deal to them, but a really big deal to me, especially after allowing Heather to shave it and decorate it with my makeup.


My labia lips had eyes and she turned my clit into a nose. Where my mound once had a nice crop of curly pubic hairs, Heather drew heavy black lines going straight up, making cartoon hair standing on end. On the inside surfaces of my vagina, she ran my red lipstick. When she showed me the finished product in a hand mirror, I almost burst out laughing. I had to fight hard to look dismayed. My vagina looked like a surprised man with long mouth. I had enjoyed the intimate exposure and the process so much, that I only made a mild fuss of protest when she said she’d redraw it after every bath.


I could have never have worn those dresses in any other neighborhood, but wearing them in our new one was thrilling for me. I have always been shy and conservative with my body, which I know is shapely and sexy. Sam teases me about it, and part of his joy in letting Heater watch us make love was the shame it caused me being fully exposed in my most intimate places. He made sure she saw everything, placing me in positions expressly for that purpose.


Recently, he insisted we leave the light on and his favorite position for sex is with me lying on him, on my back with my legs wide open, his cock up my pussy. In this position, he could whisper in my ear the instructions he wanted me to follow. I had to do all the work, and he made me play with my pussy while I did. All the while, I knew Heather was kneeling at the foot of our bed, looking right up my twat. It took months of persistent pressure from my husband before I could accept this. Each time we made love, he’d add a further escalation. Exposing myself to Heather was pretty easy, but still excited me.


I put the first altered sundress on and felt nasty walking about in my own house. I checked the mail at our curbside mail box three times, just for the thrill of going outside. I meet Jerry at the mailbox on my third trip, in fact. He was coming over to see how I was doing. His eyes noticed the modifications right away. He voiced his approval, but acted no differently otherwise. If the neighborhood was talking about me and what I’d done, they weren’t sharing that with him. I was thankful for that, but I couldn’t help but wonder what he’d been dared to do. As I suspected, when Jerry stopped by, Heather treated me as she always had: irreverently independent, but bowing to my parental authority. We slipped into our former roles. When she reached inside my top to squeeze my tit, Jerry came to my rescue and chewed her out. I also gave her a dressing down, just for appearances sake. Heather just laughed it off.


When he left for the night, it was time to get Heather ready for her appointment with Helen and Pete. I did everything as Heather acted like a little princess being dressed and primped for the ball. With the sun low on the horizon, I had her looking like a proper little lady on her way to an Easter party. Knowing what was likely in store for her made me feel somewhat uncomfortable. Undeniably, there was a residual degree of lust involved as well.


I walked her down the street, greeting people who were out walking dogs, or watering plants as the sun was going down. I could see in their eyes that they knew everything. People were waiting for me, watching for us. They’d come outside as we passed by, gathering on the street in groups of four or six. I thought everyone was out by the time we reached Helen’s door, but Linda and her husband stood with Helen and Pete when the door opened in response to my ring. The four were naked and moved out onto the front porch as I said, “Well, Helen, here she is.”


“Yes, and she looks like a little angel.”


“I didn’t see Pam or Mark anywhere.”


“They are inside, but I’m afraid they’re all tied up at the moment.”


“Oh, I see. Well, I’d better be going.”


“Not so fast, Julia. She’s pretty, but not quite ready. Remove her clothes, everything.”


“What, out here?”


“No, out there in the street.”


I expected as much, but a show of reluctance was called for. I preceded with a forced show of reluctance as those on the street converged on us. I stripped her, trying hard to ignore them, then led my naked daughter to Helen.


She and Linda stood beside their husbands, stroking their erections. She told me to pick Heather up and place her in Pete’s arms. Since he stood a foot above me, his prick was in my face as I stretched out to place my naked daughter in his arms. I stepped back, blushing profusely. Helen ordered me to remove my dress. I protested, but she was adamant. With my face burning and my jaw set, I whipped the dress off. Without being dismissed, I turned and stormed off, ignoring the giggles and titters my crotch art brought forth. By the time I reached my door, all had entered Helen’s house. The outdoors was all mine, and I paused. The thrill flooded in. The realization of what I’d just done fully sank in.


I had boldly delivered my little girl into the arms of a child molester, my naked child into the arms of a naked child molester with an erection. I remained outside, walked out to the street, paced the walk, and watered my lawn, wearing only a wicked smile on my face and another in my crotch. I felt like a dirty, naked pervert, and I thoroughly enjoyed the feeling. If anyone tried to tell me I was not a pervert, I would have argued the point. I delivered my daughter to that child molester because I wanted to.


I did it in front of the entire neighborhood. They all watched me do it. I was as bad as the worst of them. I was worse; I was her mother. My apparent reluctance made no difference. They could not possibly feel threatened by me now. I wanted to hug Helen. Better yet, I wanted to kiss her pussy. I wanted to kiss it real bad, real long, and real deep, for hours on end, with an audience. I wanted my kids in that audience. I wished Pam and Jerry had witnessed what I’d done. Perhaps soon.


I spent the night making a mess of Heather’s art work. I did not awake until ten A.M., and that was to Helen’s phone call. She wanted me to get fixed up and come get Heather. Excitement welled in me once again, but I suppressed it for her, saying snotily, “I hope you all enjoyed yourselves.”


“We did, now just get your ass over here.”


I put on my face and another sundress. As an afterthought, I reapplied Heather’s art, doing a fair job. I brushed my long hair and went to Helen’s house, nervously ringing the bell. Helen admitted me and led me to the living room where eight naked adults sat idly by, sipping coffee. Two were not sipping coffee. I stopped dead with my mouth open.


They had Heather suspended from a hook in the ceiling. Her feet were hooked behind her head, her feet taped sole to sole. Her arms had been pulled back behind her back and taped at the elbows. She had duct tape covering her mouth and wrapped several times about her middle, trapping her arms and legs. She was a tight little bundle of flesh.


A loop of thick cotton rope went under her arms and to a hook in the rope that went through the pulley that was attached to the hook in the ceiling. Margie held the rope’s end, suspending Heather several feet off the floor. Pete sat on a stool right below Heather’s loins and poised his erection straight up. Margie let my daughter slowly down as he guided that cock into her vagina. His large cock went right in as Margie let the rope go slack. I let out a gasp and covered my mouth with my hands. I shook my head as Margie pulled and released the rope, and Pete set her spinning with the up and down motion. Helen said, “Watch this. You’ll love this ending.”


As Pete neared his climax, Margie raised Heather just clear of his penis. Pete repositioned his cock at her anal opening then signaled Margie. Heather sank steadily on his cock until her tight buttocks flattened his wet pubic hairs. I could not believe what I was seeing. Heather only let out a slight groan.


Helen took my elbow and led me, saying, “Come, there’s more, but you be perfectly quiet, understand?” I nodded.


Helen led me into her bedroom. There was Pam, blindfolded, naked, and tied spread-eagled over a naked man with his cock in her ass. She had a gold ring inserted in each nipple and a larger one through her clit. Attached to each ring was a line that went up through eyebolts placed directly overhead. The lines came to a nail set in the door frame. The lines were pulled taunt, pulling my daughter’s nipples and clit into terrible, painful-looking distension. They had also shaved her pussy bald.


Five people were in the room with her, all nude, three men and two women. When we entered, one man got in position between Pam’s legs, straddling the man’s legs below her. He stuffed his long cock in her pussy and fucked her. His wife moved into position and straddled Pam’s face. Pam sought out the woman’s pussy, licking her feverishly while moaning deliciously. Helen let me watch for several minutes, then pulled my elbow. I reluctantly followed.


We arrived in their guest room where eight more adults were abusing my son. He was on his all fours with his cock in Linda. Her husband was fucking him in the ass while another man fed his cock into Jerry’s sucking mouth. The man’s wife was jacking off her husband while my son sucked on his cock. I felt faint. Helen took me into her kitchen and we took seats at her kitchen table. We were alone. She poured coffee, then sat with me. She studied my face, waiting for the color to return before saying, “Do you still want to stay here?”


I wasn’t sure. I sat thinking. I was thinking of calling a halt to everything, but the idea of those kids wanting this activity kept popping up. I looked to Helen and said, “Is this what goes on?”


“Pretty much. It doesn’t get much worse. How could it? No, I set this up to show you, first hand, what was going on. I hope you decide to stay, but if you don’t, who could blame you. If you stay, I’ll have no pity on you. We demand free and unlimited access to your children; we demand your complete cooperation as well. We will, of course, put on a good face when your husband is around, but that’s to be expected. Well, we want your answer.”


I stammered and finally said, “I want to stay.”


“I knew you would. Very well, take that dress off and go collect your little slut. Free her here and take her home to wash her. Pam and Jerry still know nothing about your involvement. Heather swears not to tell anything and promised to behave when you guys are together. Is she?”


“Yes. She never behaves, but that’s normal. No, she hasn’t betrayed anything.”


“She’s a good girl, that Heather. She’s our favorite, by the way. You’d better treat her right, or you’ll answer to me. I would not hesitate to warm your ass for you, Julia. Actually, I’m rather looking forward to it. You should begin seeing changes in Pam and Jerry. We’ll start with Pam. She’ll spend the day with you today. Get close, go shopping, have a few laughs, act silly. Make her your friend. Who knows, maybe she’ll open up on her own. She will have a dare to carry out, so watch for it.


“I understand that Heather has been practicing her art work. Let me see it.”


Nervously, a blush suffusing my face, I parted my legs and lifted my skirts. She studied my pussy with a smile and said, “You must have touched that up. I know damned well it didn’t look that fresh after you finished with it last night. Do you think no one saw you prancing around in your birthday suit like a little wood nymph.”


All I could say was, “I thought you’d want it that way. Wasn’t it your idea?”


“It was, but you don’t have to act so pleased with it. I told you, I want to see reluctant acceptance. I told everybody that I had you under my thumb, but you hated being there. We both know why you go along, but I don’t want to see evidence of it. If you get off on this, you better find a way to hide it. That stunt you pulled yesterday, sucking their pussies like a sex starved dyke, pissed me off. I covered it by telling them that I told you if anyone of my friends sticks a cunt in your face you’d better suck it. If I ever see you initiating anything on your own again, I’ll make sure you do hate what’s done to you.”


“Helen, I swear, I hate…”


“No, don’t say anything. You are more transparent than you think. I know you like it, I just don’t want them to know that you like it. I don’t want your kids to know either. Don’t worry, I’ll see that you get your itches scratched, but wait for the order, and put on a face of distaste, disgust, or displeasure while you obey. Now, get that dress off and let’s see how you resist showing them your pussy.”


I pulled the dress off over my head, saying, “No, please, don’t make me do that, Helen! If they catch a glimpse, fine, but don’t make me pose for them.”


“That’s better, but I want to see genuine resistance when we get out there. Move, bitch.”


Helen had to drag me into the living room, then she threw me to her sofa. I huddled beside Margie with my hands covering my body, legs crossed. Margie had Heather hoisted to the ceiling hook, the rope tied off. I looked up Heather’s abused, semen dripping openings. Cum puddled below her on the floor. The people that had been in with Pam had joined those in the living room. Those with Jerry slowly filtered in. When all were present, there were twenty naked older adults watching me and Heather.


Helen picked up a crop and advanced on me, slapping it in her palm. She stood over me and said, “Show them your cunt, bitch!”


Tears filled my eyes, real tears. I cried, pleaded, “No, please, Helen, no!”


“Fine.” I thought she was going to hit me, but she hit Heather. She hit her hard, right between her legs. Heather cried into her gag. I winced. I cried, “No, don’t hit my baby, Helen. Please!”


Helen took careful aim and brought the crop in an upswing in several quick strokes that connected with wet smacks right on Heather’s raw sex. I groaned along with Heather. “Please, stop doing that.” She gave Heather three more smacks, and I said, “All right, I’ll do it. I’ll do it!”


Helen stood back with folded arms, waiting. Slowly, I uncurled my body and let my legs fall open. She shouted, “Spread those fucking legs wide apart, bitch!” I sobbed and drew my legs up and out, fully exposing my crotch. They all reacted, some with lewd comments, some with giggles, some with open laughter. It was the deepest humiliation I had ever experienced, and I loved every minute of it. No one saw my desire through my tears and anguished expression. Even Helen appeared fooled and took pity on me. She said, “Now, get your little bitch and go.”


Margie lowered Heather and set her in the sperm puddle. I set about freeing her. Removing the tape caused her great pain. Her limbs ached. She cried all through the process, tugging at my heartstrings. She had me crying. When I had her free, I picked her up and cradled her in my arms. The scene had affected those watching. Remorse was setting in. They grew quiet.


As I started out the door, I turned to face them, wanting to make a stronger impression of a mother forced to endure this outrage. Before I could say anything, Heather took my nipple in her mouth and suckled it like a baby. A smattering of laughter broke the somber mood. When she bit me hard, and I yelled, “God Damnit! You fucking little bitch!” and slapped her face to get her to stop, the laughter was general. I hurried from the house, begging Heather to stop biting my tit. Laughter followed us down the street.


Pam came home an hour later and asked to spend the day with me, a mother daughter day. I suggested a trip to town, a mother daughter shopping spree. We left in high spirits and had a ball all day long. We grew very close that day. We talked like girl friends. She told me how much she loved the new neighborhood, her neighbor friends, and the freedom I gave her. I told her she was old enough to make her own decisions about her life and her body. I told her I would support whatever decisions she made. Late in the day, she told me about the rings.


On the ride home, she showed them to me. She was half naked when we pulled into the driveway. At a time when she should have adjusted her clothing, she said, “Mom, do you dare me to take my clothes off in the car? I will.”


When I pulled into the driveway, I took a quick look around the neighborhood. It was the dare I expected, so I dared Pam to strip naked and go out to the curb to check our mail box. Her face lit up and she stepped from the car, taking off her clothes in the driveway. I stood by the front door and watched her march, naked, swinging her hips. She stood in the street and opened the box. She was in no hurry, taking out one piece of mail at a time. Before she came back, she walked to the middle of the street and turned in circles with her head back and arms outstretched, a beautiful, naked, suburban nymph, in love with her body.


She sauntered back casually and stopped several feet shy of me, saying, “Do you dare me to walk to the corner? I’ll do it. I don’t care who sees me.”


“Yes, I can see that. No, you get your nymph ass in the house before you get yourself arrested.”


“Who’d call the cops? There isn’t a person on this street that hasn’t seen me naked, and you know it. Even the women like seeing me naked, Mom.”


I smiled and said, “Okay, I double dog dare you.” She walked the full length of the street and back, very slowly, taking over five minutes. When she got back, she was very excited, reporting that three people saw her and waved to her. I ushered her inside with a playful smack on her fanny.


She remained naked and stayed with me that night. I enjoyed watching her display herself to me. She made frequent ventures outside, and I pretended to be shocked at her audacity and bravery. Indoors, she sat offering me a good spread to steal peaks at. I made my stares as obvious as she made her poses. We both enjoyed the game and giggled frequently like teenagers at a slumber party. As in a slumber party, we drank beer, marking the first time I’d offered her any. She drank like a camel and got drunk one hour after her first drink.


Another feature of our slumber party, we talked about men and sex. She did most of the talking, beginning with, “Mom, I ain’t no virgin no more, no way, not by a long shot. Are you pished?”


I hugged her and said, “I had a hunch. No, sweetheart, I’m not pished. You were a virgin when we got here, though, weren’t you?”


“Yup, I was as cherry as Heather. No more. Got no cherry now.”


“I know you didn’t lose it at school.”


“Nope, no way. That leaves only one place, huh, Mother Sherlock?”


“Humm, you must have lost it somewhere in this neighborhood.”


“Wow, Mom, you figured that out fast. You’re good. I’ll bet you want to know who took it, right?”


“That’s your business. You can tell me if you want to, but I won’t ask.”


“That’s what I really, really like about you since we moved here. You are so cool and laid back, so easy going. Aren’t you the least bit curious?”


“Yes, I am curious.”


“Aren’t you supposed to ask me about birth control or something? Isn’t that rule number one in the Mommy handbook?”


“It may be in the handbook, but I never read the book. Like I said, it’s your life and your body. You know how girls get pregnant. You do know, don’t you?”


“Oh, yes. It’s those little spermies that swim all around in your womb until they find your poor, innocent, lonely egg, just sitting there minding its own business, then they dog pile it and fuck it silly. Ooops! I said fuck! Can a girl say fuck to her mother?”


I laughed and said, “If she can do it, she can certainly say it.”


She collapsed back on the sofa, holding her head with her eyes closed. She said, “Dash good, cuz that means I can say any fucking thing, cuz I’ve done every fucking thing.”


I waited to hear more, then shook her shoulder. She was out. I shook her harder, calling her name, then let my eyes wander to her crotch, left open in her drunken sprawl. It was late, past midnight. We were alone. No one would be walking in at that hour. I was horny, and before me was a vision of feminine loveliness. I wanted to touch her all over and fondle those rings. I reached a tentative finger to her nipple and watched for a reaction. Nothing. I trailed that finger stiffly down her front all the way to the clit ring. Nothing. I took the ring between my thumb and forefinger and moved it about. Nothing.


Getting brave, I pulled on it, then pulled harder and harder until I had her clit pulled out as I’d seen it earlier that day, amazed at it’s ability to stretch. I did likewise with her nipples. Excited and emboldened, I entered her with a finger. She was so warm and wet, so soft. I put three inside, then fucked them in and out. I moved my fingers to her asshole and tested the puckered ring of muscle, sending my middle finger in deep. She didn’t even moan. Pete was right, it was like warm butter in there. I envied men for their cocks. I fingered her ass while staring at her pussy. I wondered what her pussy tasted like.


I threw all caution out and got down on the floor on my knees. I spread her fully, pressing out on her inner thighs, and stared at the most erotic sight, my fifteen-year-old daughter’s wide open pussy. It drew my mouth to it and I licked her lovingly, probed her deeply, and sucked that magnificent clit. I had her whole cunt in my mouth, sucking hard when my mouth suddenly got very warm and wet. She pissed. It was a short squirt, but I knew piss by then. I froze and looked up her body at her comatose expression. I decided it must have been an involuntary reaction. I resumed my sucking, hoping to induce another. A minute passed and it happened again. She didn’t stir, so I continued. In this manner, I drained her bladder, sucking, and drinking her warm piss while she slept. I was busily munching on her pussy, hoping there would be more when I heard, “Did you really think I’d get drunk on three beers?”


The shock sent me sprawling back. I sat on the floor looking up at her as she struggled to her feet. She was ectatic. She clapped and said, “I did it! I did it!” She dashed for the phone and punched out numbers rapidly. I just sat there in a dumb stupor.


“Hey, Helen! I did it! I pissed in Mom’s mouth and got her to eat me. It worked just like you said. It was really neat…Yeah, she’s here…okay.” She offered me the phone, saying, “Mom, talk to Helen.”


I struggled to my feet, my face burning. I took the phone and said, “Yes.”


“Do you remember what I said about initiating anything?”


“Yes.”


“Then you know what you have coming, don’t you?”


“I’m not a child, Helen. Don’t play these games with me. I told you before, I don’t want to get involved. Now, deal with that.” I slammed down the phone and startled Pam. I gave her a stern look and said, “Don’t you ever play a trick like that on me again, you hear me?”


“Mom, it was a dare. It was just a game. Nobody meant any harm by it. I’m sorry, really.”


I drew her to me and calmed considerably, saying, “I know. I’m mad at myself. What I did was terrible. I took advantage of you while I thought you were out cold. Men do that to women and we find it reprehensible. I did it to my own daughter. That’s what I am really pissed about. I am pissed at my own weakness. That doesn’t mean you’re off the hook, young lady. That was a rotten trick. I know what’s going on in this neighborhood, and I don’t like it. There isn’t much I can do about it. I am resigned to that fact. I could put an end to everyone’s fun by simply telling your father what you kids have gotten into. We’d be out of here in a flash, and you know it.”


“Mom, please don’t tell Daddy. We love it here, we really do.”


“Look, I understand. I told Helen that I understood, but that wasn’t good enough for her. She had to drag me into this. When you see her again, you’d better set her straight. Tell her that no one needs to hide what they’re doing, but leave me the fuck out of it, understand?”


“Sure, Mom. I’m sure she’ll honor that. Nobody wants to get on your bad side. They all want to make you happy here. They talk about it all the time, trying to figure the best way. We kids have told them everything we know about you to help them come up with a good plan. I guess Helen read you wrong, huh.”


“Not exactly, but she is certainly pushing too hard in a direction I’m not ready to go. Not yet, anyway. You go back and tell them that I want to be friends. There’s no hard feelings. Let’s all just be ourselves, okay?”


“Sure, Mom. Can I go over there now?”


“You’re just horny. Sure, go ahead. There’s nothing here that can compete with what they can give you, that’s for sure.”


“Mom, I loved what you did, really.”


“Yes, well, so did I. Let’s leave it at that, okay.” She kissed me and dashed out the door. Alone once again, I had instant misgivings for my outburst, but in my rational mind, I took the right course. Things were getting way out of hand. When I remembered all that I’d been a party to, all I’d seen and done, I knew I did the right thing.


Helen was at my door, bright and early. She looked meek and apologetic. I invited her in and we took our usual seats as I poured the coffee. She said, “I blew it pretty badly, huh?”


“No, nothing’s blown. I’m fine. There’s no hard feelings.”


“I got carried away, Julia. That scene, using a mother’s kids and the mother against her will. It’s been a twenty-year fantasy of ours. We saw the chance and tried to force the issue. I guess I read more into you than was there.”


“No, you read me pretty well. That’s what frightened me. It may still happen, but not anytime soon.”


“I do hope so. It was so much fun while it lasted. I got my butt reamed by most everyone. Most of them were against my idea to begin with. Boy, I’m glad we’re still on speaking terms.”


I reached over and patted her hand, saying, “We are, Helen.”


“So, how do we work this now, Julia? You are calling the shots.”


“Don’t put that pressure on me. You guys keep doing your thing, but I would like to see more of my kids, and I don’t want to see any cuts that bleed. I’ll be checking them regularly.”


“Yeah, well, they’ve already stipulated that rule. Me and Pete weren’t the only ones into that, you know. Half of them have put marks on those kids. We all agreed to temper our passions. There won’t be anymore marks that won’t go away after a few hours, okay.”


“That sounds reasonable to me. Now, what are you doing about birth control for Pam?”


“Well, uhhh, nothing.”


“Nothing! Don’t you people know what’s going to happen?”


“Yeah, pretty irresponsible, huh? We have discussed it. The men want to fuck her naturally. In other words, they like fucking a fertile pussy.”


“Is this some sort of macho thing—knock the bitch up.”


“Pretty much. We were sort of hoping you’d go along. Pam is okay by it.”


“What are you saying, no abortion?”


“You’ve got to admit, Julia, a pregnant fifteen-year-old with Pam’s figure. It would be very sexy.”


“You guys are too much. Shit, she’s probably already pregnant. How badly do you guys want this?”


“We voted on it. The vote was eighteen for, two against.”


“Wow, almost unanimous. I’ll tell you what, I’ll go along as a show of neighborly good will. Go ahead and knock my daughter up if it turns you on. We’ll deal with it afterwards. Dan won’t like it, I can tell you right now.”


“She won’t show until it’s too late to abort. Lots of fathers wind up in that position. They don’t like it either.”


“You’re right about that. Like I said, we’ll deal with it.”


“At least you got what you wanted, Julia. The secret’s out, even Jerry knows that you know, now. After I return with my report that everything is cool, they’ll be falling all over themselves to suck up to you. You control the young stuff.”


“Hummm, I never thought of it that way. Maybe I should put out a red light.”


“You could make a small fortune. Would you clarify one point. Are you saying that you don’t want to see anything?”


“Oh, hell no. After what I saw yesterday. After what they saw of me. No, I think we can be totally open, just don’t drag me into it, that’s all. Let me play mother, and remind those kids that I still am their mother.”


“Great! You got it. I’ll run over and tell them the news. They are all at my house sweating this out.”


“Send my kids home naked. I think we need to have a family meeting as well. We need to establish some ground rules.”


“Sure thing, Julia. Just let us know what you decide. We will all abide by them.”


To say I was pleased with the result of our meeting was an understatement. One day, I have no control; the next day, I have all the control. The situation was all very confusing. What to do with all that power? Share? Give it away? Parcel it out? Abuse it? My mind raced with the possibilities. I had little time to contemplate these new possibilities. The kids came tramping in shortly after Helen left.


They looked odd, all walking in, stark naked. I felt odd being the only one fully dressed, even though I was dressed in one of my modified sun dresses. At least I wore my panties. I directed them to take seats around the dining table. I sat at the head with Jerry and Heather on my left and Pam on my right.


I began, “I’m sure you know by now that I know everything. I know what you’ve been doing. I’m not happy with what I know and what I’ve seen, but what’s done is done. Do you kids want to keep on doing what you’re doing?” They all nodded.


“Fine, I won’t interfere. If you kids want to play your nasty games with these horny grownups, I won’t stop you. You can all run around here naked, if that’s what you want. Actually, I would prefer you did. It will save me doing laundry. Live naked.”


I looked to Heather and said, “If you want to turn your body into a pin cushion for men’s cocks, go right ahead. They can fuck you right here on my dining table, while we are having dinner. I don’t care.”


I turned to Pam. “If you get pregnant, I’m not paying for an abortion. You will have the baby. If you want these men to fill your womb with sperm, fill ‘er up. I don’t care.”


To Jerry, I said, “You can suck all the cocks you want. You can fuck any woman you want. I don’t care.”


Heather jumped in with, “Can he fuck you, too?”


Pam laughed and Jerry turned red. I took a deep breath and said, “No, he can’t. That’s part of why we’re having this meeting. I am not part of this game. You kids do what you want, but leave me out of it. I will decide when, where, how, with whom, and if I ever get involved.”


She said, “So, you might let Jerry fuck you.”


Jerry said, “Heather, shut up!”


“Well you said you were going to fuck her. You want to fuck her. You’re dying to fuck her.”


Pam and Jerry jumped her this time, saying, “Heather, shut up!”


My ears were burning. My son wants to have sex with me. He was deep red, his head bowed. My pussy swelled. I let things calm down, then said, “If I want to let Jerry fuck me, and Jerry want’s to fuck me, then we will fuck. That’s how things will work from now on. Nobody better try to force me to do anything, or I will blow the whistle and everybody will get out of the pool.”


Heather, unflappable Heather, said, “Well, Jerry wants to fuck you. Don’t you want to fuck him? All the women say he’s great. Pam has fucked him. So have I. He’s real good. You are the only woman he hasn’t fucked yet.”


All eyes were on me. Suddenly, I didn’t feel so in control. I grew more uncomfortable, but still horny, still excited by the idea. I blurted out, “I’ll fuck him if he wants. It’s no big deal.”


Jerry said, “Really, Mom? You want to do it?”


Heather said, “Yeah, fuck her, Jerry. She already said she wants it. Do it right here so we can watch.”


Jerry stood and displayed the most beautiful erection, so rigid, so smooth, so pulsing, alive, so sexy. God, I wanted that cock, but not in front of the girls. I said, “Wait, hold your horses! I said I’ll fuck him, and I will, but I am not putting on a show.” I turned to Jerry and said, “If you want to do this, lets go into the bedroom, alone.”


“Let’s go!”


My heart beat rapidly as I let him lead me up the stairs. I felt like a young virgin. I should have been the instigator. I should be leading him. He took charge, and I went right into my female, submissive mode. I was putty in his hands. Once inside with the door shut, I just stood there while he removed my dress. He threw me on the bed and mounted me in the missionary position, entering me before I knew what was happening. He was pounding my pussy like a horny poodle and making this horny poodle pant. I soon had my legs wrapped around that motherfucker and was on my way to incest heaven.


I went nuts. He supported his weight by holding my tits and his young loins pounded my cunt to a pulp. I drew my feet in and heaved my pussy to meet his thrusts, moaning and groaning, slobbering my lust all over his face, shouting my lust, “Yes, Jerry, fuck mommy’s pussy, baby! Oh, yesssss, fuck my cunt, lover.”


I came almost at once and built rapidly towards another. He came, filling my hot pussy with his slippery seed, but kept on fucking, whipping the mess into a froth. I came again, and begged for more. He pounded and pounded, driving me into a delirium of passion. My head whipped from side to side and caught sight of my daughters standing at the bedside smiling down on me, fingering their pussies. I smiled and watched.


I watched Heather climb onto the bed and watched her sit on my face. I drank her piss and sucked her to orgasm, then licked her tiny twat feverishly. She fell away, and I looked to Pam, hungrily. She climbed up and squatted on my face, took a piss in my sucking mouth, and let me bring her to orgasm. She then held her pussy over my head, making me stretch out to lap her spend. Jerry was reaching his second climax, while I reached my third. We all collapsed in a heap of panting, sweating bodies.


The laughter began with Pam and spread through all of us. We rolled around, holding our guts. As the laughter died down, it became apparent that my brief brush with power and control was over. Jerry still had his cock in me and it was still hard. Heather had a rough hold on my left tit and Pam fingered her pussy and pushed her wet finger in my mouth. Jerry began fucking me again, and I just laid there in out-of-control bliss.


I sucked Pam’s fingers, arched my breast into Heather’s iron grip, and ground my loins into my son’s crotch. I became a writhing blob of seething female flesh. The last thing I wanted was control. When Heather said, “What should we do with her now?” I could offer nothing. I waited to hear my fate.


Pam said, “I think we should give her to Helen. Helen can train her for us.”


Jerry said, “Yeah, they deserve her. They want her real bad. Besides, we owe them. I vote we give her to Helen.”


Heather said, “Yeah, me to. Helen will whip her into shape real quick. I’ll go call her.”


I laid there and waited for Helen with a satisfied smile on my face.


 


—
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    “Get with the Program - alternative plot one”


    by Phil Phantom


 


    A thousand conflicting thoughts and emotions whirled through my mind. My whole life was turned topsy turvy. By the time I got to the cabin, I had calmed somewhat. I met Bill at the car.


He said, “Honey, are you all right? You look like you’ve been crying.”


    I said, “I have been. Helen had me beaten with a cane. I’m all right, though.”


    “That does it. We’re getting out of here right now. Fuck the damn job!”


    A part of me panicked. I reached out and placed my hand on his arm and said, “No, let’s see this through. We’ve gone this far. You were right; we need this job. I can take whatever Helen can dish out.” Bill studied me with great curiosity, trying to read me. The normal part of me tried to figure out where that statement had come from, for I wanted out of there fast. I now realize that it wasn’t Helen’s threat that made me want to stay. We could easily get away. It wasn’t the job, either. It was Helen. I wanted Helen to correct the injustice in my boring life. Bill seemed to see or sense it. He said, “Okay, if you’re sure. Just say when you’ve had enough, and we’ll be out of here.”


    I said, “No, I want us to make a commitment to see this thing through, no matter what, and I expect…no…I insist you hold me to it.”


    “All right. We’re staying the full week. I won’t interfere, I mean that.”


    “I don’t want you to.”


    “The kids will have to fend for themselves.”


    “Of course. Come on; I’ll help you unload.”


    As we unpacked our things, Steven lay sprawled on the bed with his magazines. Jenny helped me. As I bent over a suitcase, Jenny said, “Mom, what are those stripes on the backs of your thighs?”


    I blushed and stood straight. Steven, Bill, and Jenny awaited my reply. I looked nervously from one face to another and decided to tell them the partial truth. I knew Helen would be exposing me to further outrages and thought I should brace my family. They were going to see a side of me that I didn’t even know existed. I said, “I was given a beating with a cane. I’m all right.”


    Jenny looked tearful and cried, “Why? Who?”


    “It’s all right, Jenny. Helen Cummings had it done to put me in my place. I got a little smart with her and made some threats. She taught me a good lesson.”


    Steven looked up with interest and said, “What lesson?”


    “To behave myself while we’re here and not give anyone a hard time. Believe me, I won’t, and I strongly suggest you guys do likewise. These people are serious, but they’re here to have fun, not hurt people. We need to keep that in mind.”


    Steven said, “Was it fun?”


    I looked at his amused face and said, “No, it was not fun. They took off my shorts and panties and hit me between the legs. It was not fun in the least.”


    Jenny winced and made an agonized face, but Steven was even more amused, saying, “Wow, they hit you in the cunt!”


    Bill said, “Steven, that’s no way to talk to your mother.”


    Steven’s words thrilled me. I tried to act serious and calm. I said, “No, Bill, let him say what he wants. We can’t be enforcing our normal rules in this place. You can’t very well let a boy look at stuff like that [indicating the magazines] and expect him to call a vagina a vagina, or treat women, even his mother, with any respect.” I looked to Steven and said, “To answer your question, yes, she hit me in the cunt.”


    Steven’s face lit up at my use of the foul word. Jenny cried, “Mom!” Bill looked equally shocked. They’ve never heard me say “shit,” much less “cunt.” Steven loved it and said, “Really, did she get your clit.”


    Bill shouted angrily, “Steven, that’s enough.”


    Again I stood up for Steven and said, “Leave him alone, Bill. He obviously wants to hear about it. I won’t begrudge him taking whatever pleasure he can grab from this experience. I would much rather he enjoyed this stay rather than be traumatized by it.” To Steven I said, “And yes, she did hit my clit.”


    “How’d she do it?”


    “Helen didn’t do it. She had a girl your age, a very pretty girl I might add, take off my shorts and panties and start whipping my ass and thighs. She gave me over a dozen hard hits, then brought one right up between my legs while I knelt on all fours.” I found this confession very stimulating, but was not prepared to tell them what I was doing on all fours.


    “Neat, did the cane go into your pussy slit?”


    “Yes, it went right in the crack.”


    “Far out. Did you cry?”


    “Yes, I cried a lot.”


    “God, I wish I could have seen that.”


    Jenny said, “Steven, you’re awful. You have no idea how much that must have hurt Mom.”


    I walked up to Steven and ruffled his hair, saying, “I think he does, Jenny. He’s just being honest. I appreciate that. If it happens again, I hope Steven is there to witness it. Who knows, they might even let him do the hitting. Would you like that, Steven?”


    “Yes, I’d do it, too. I’d really make you cry.”


    I brushed hair from his eyes and said, “Yes, I’m sure you would, dear. I can’t say I’m looking forward to it, but if it happens, I won’t hold it against you.”


    “Even if I hit you on your pussy?”


    I smiled, “Yes, even on my pussy, in my slit, on my clit. Are you happy?”


    “Yeah, I can’t wait.”


    That conversation with my son in front of my husband and daughter had my pussy leaking into my shorts. I knew I had to change the subject and my shorts quickly before further humiliating myself. I remembered Helen’s bra and panty rule and turned to Jenny, saying, “I’m afraid I have some bad news for you too, Jenny. Helen said there’s a firm rule: no panties or bras are allowed here. You’ll have to change. They kept mine, but I still have need to change.”


    “Mom, all I brought was skirts and dresses and a swim suit. I can’t go without panties.”


    “You have to, Jenny. I’m sorry.”


    “Well, we can’t change here.”


    “It’s that or outside. They want us to live in this fish bowl. We may as well make the most of this. Just wait till there’s no one walking by and do it quickly.”


    “What about them?”


    She indicated her father and brother. I said, “Come on, Jenny. We can’t possibly hide from each other in this room, and I’m not sending everyone out every time you need to attend your toilet or change clothes. Hurry up now.”


    “Mom! At least make them look the other way!”


    “Jenny, honestly!” I strode over and pulled her dress up over her head like I used to when she was a child. She fell right into her old way of lifting her arms for me. I tossed off her dress and pulled her bra off the same way. She crossed her arms over her compact mounds as I knelt and dragged her panties down, making her lift one foot then the other in bashful humiliation. While freeing her panties, I held her right foot higher than necessary. My eyes drifted to her crotch, inches from my face. I was suddenly paralyzed by the most exciting view of my daughter’s pussy. I wondered what hers would taste like. Would her inner flesh feel differently than Helen’s? Would the fine light hairs add or detract from the experience, and would her pink clit grow any bigger in my sucking mouth? I was startled from my fantasy by Jenny crying out, “Mother, please, put my leg down!”


    I dropped her foot and stood. Jenny was trying to hide both her tits and her crotch. I tossed her a short skirt and blouse. I stripped naked and took my time finding something to wear. In the process, I gave everyone, even passers-by, a lewd exhibition.


Steven was a delight. He got on his hands and knees behind me and followed me everywhere. I slowly pulled on a pair of shorts, being sure to give Steven a good long look at my criss-crossed naked ass, not to mention my pussy. My awkward efforts were slowed by my overly-dramatic show of pain as I gingerly inched the shorts past one stripe at a time. I was rewarded for my effort by an exciting comment from Steven as he peered up between my legs. As my ass wiggled in his face, he said, “It’s all red where she hit you in the pussy, Mom.”


    I said, “I wouldn’t doubt that, but remember, pussies are reddish on the inside anyway.”


    “Yeah, I know, but yours is red inside and out, especially on your left cunt lip. I can see where the cane landed. It went across your clit to the right side of your pussy mound. I can see the mark through the cunt hairs.”


    I held myself in this exposed position and questioned Steven about my wound. He rewarded me with another long and lewd description. He even used his fingers to trace the area. Afterwards, I reluctantly hid his visual treasure and said, “Well, thank you very much for that commentary. I’m sure Jenny and your father appreciated it too.”


    I zipped my shorts and turned to face them, topless. I ignored their looks and searched for a tube top. I borrowed one of Jenny’s and crammed my thirty-six inch tits into her thirty-two inch top. Jenny was dressed by then, so I suggested we explore the facility. We decided to pair off: boys going one way, girls the other. We parted near the fountain. Bill and Steven paused to look at the Venus. I overheard Steven remark, “She looks an awful lot like Mom, especially her tits and cunt, huh Dad?”


    Jenny said, “Mom, how can you let Steven talk about you like that. He’s being nasty on purpose.”


    “I know, Jenny. Boys are like that. Let him have his fun, dear. Who knows, you might even find something you like here. I’ll tolerate that too.”


    “I seriously doubt that. This place is scary, Mom. These men look at me like I’m naked.”


    “You are under that outfit, and they know it. You better be careful how you sit or you are going to give somebody the thrill of a lifetime.”


    She smiled as we entered the clubhouse and said, “I already gave Steven his thrill thanks to you.” She paused and said, “Mom, why were you looking at me like that…you know, down there.”


    We walked side by side pausing from time to time to study a painting or other object. I said, “You mean why was I staring at your vagina. I don’t know, sweetheart. It captivated me. Frankly, I’ve never seen one so pretty, cute, and sexy. I’m just lucky the guys were there or I probably would have given it a very long kiss, and not a peck either.”


    “Mom!” She giggled, “This place is getting to you. Gosh, I never thought I’d hear you say something like that….Did you really like it that much?”


    We had stopped before a large painting of a leather-clad dominitrix standing spread-legged over a bound young girl with the girl’s tongue reaching into the woman’s exaggerated vagina. I turned and grasped Jenny by the shoulders, looked deep in her eyes and said, “Jenny, I loved it and I’ll try to look again and again. I may even try to sneak in a kiss from time to time. I’m just warning you. Sweetheart, your legs are not your finest feature, your pussy is. Believe me.”


    I could see her beaming through her delightful blush. She said, “I don’t care if you look or anything, Mom.”


    “I’ll remember that. Jenny, see that gentleman sitting by himself in the lounge. That’s Mr. Peabody, the head of accounting. He’s a nice guy. Why don’t we go over. I’ll sit in the stuffed chair facing his and you can sit on the arm. Here’s your chance to show a man your pussy and test his reaction.”


    “Mom! I couldn’t do that…could I?”


    I took her hand and led her over, took the seat, and patted the arm rest. Jenny shyly sat with her knees tightly pressed together. I made introductions as Mr. Peabody smiled warmly and ran his eyes over both our bodies. We made small talk as Jenny’s legs slowly relaxed and drifted apart. After three minutes, he was unabashedly looking right at her naked pussy. Jenny was unabashedly showing it to him. I talked while stroking my left hand along her right thigh. Jenny seemed to enjoy her first intentional exhibition.


    Mr. Peabody enjoyed it also as he stared openly through the top half of his bifocals. Those glasses must have given him a clear view. His bermuda shorts testified to that. Impulsively, I let my hand drift higher up her thigh, pushing her short skirt up before it. Jenny softly cried, “Mom!” and laid her hand over mine, following, not resisting. I glanced around to see that no one was looking, then continued to mover her shirt up past her mons and angled my fingertips to her slit. I traced her pussy lips and said, “Penny for your thoughts.”


    Jenny was nervously looking around as he said, “I was wondering if it got any better.”


    I pressed gently outward against her inner thigh with my fingertips. Jenny let her leg drift out until her knees were eighteen inches apart. I used a finger to pull her right labia out and said, “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”


    “Magnificent. Look, why don’t we move to the library. It’s cozy and usually private.”


    Jenny gave me an anxious look. I said, “Lead the way.”


    Mr. Peobody led us past the TV room and into a small book-filled room with a small sofa, a desk, and a padded leather chair. He shut the door and said, “Have her lie down on the desk, please.”


    Jenny clutched my hand. I turned to her and said, “Relax, sweetheart. He’s not going to screw you unless you want him to. He just wants a better look at your gorgeous vagina. Isn’t that right, Mr. Peobody?”


    “Jenny, no one here will do anything to you unless you let them. All you have to do is say no. Everyone here will honor a no. It’s a golden rule. I just want a better look, okay.”


    Without waiting for her response, I guided Jenny to the desk and lifted her. I pushed against her chest until she settled back uneasily. I scooted her back and placed her feet on the desk-top, wide apart. I told her to lift her butt. Jenny lifted; I pushed her skirt past her waist and stood aside. Mr. Peobody had dropped his shorts and advanced between Jenny’s legs stroking an impressive erection. My mouth watered. His eyes focused on her beaver as he knelt. Jenny was on her elbows, watching him study her intimate anatomy.


    I knelt at his side and reached for his cock. He relinquished it to me and dipped his head to kiss Jenny’s pussy. Jenny squealed; her thighs clamped his head. I pumped his cock and pushed out on her left knee. She relaxed and soon had her knees wide. I watched him lick my little angle, then went low to take him in my mouth. I sucked him in that awkward position, listening to my daughter’s moans.


    I grew more and more excited, as did Mr. Peobody. He stopped to tell me to get naked. I got up and stripped hurriedly. I rubbed my cunt against his elbow to let him know I was ready. He got up and practically threw me onto the desk beside Jenny. He quickly mounted me and shoved his cock all the way into my wet pussy. I drew back my legs, holding onto my toes and screamed, “FUCK ME! Oh, Yes, Fuck me hard!”


    Jenny rolled to her side and looked at the cock pumping into my fevered crotch. Having her watch added to my excitement. I lifted to meet his thrusts. He fucked me long and deep, slowly building up steam. My orgasm exploded over me and was quickly followed by another. A third happened when he came. I ground my cunt on his spewing cock and milked his spend from him. My crotch became a milky froth of our juices.


    He pulled out. I still held my toes, exhausted. Jenny got down and looked between my legs. I caught her eye, seeing her between my knees and decided to hold my obscene pose. I said, “Take a good look, Jenny. You’re going to see a lot of this.” Mr. Peobody put on his shorts and left. I slowly recovered. We dressed and left.


    We walked to the bar, took seats and ordered cocktails. We sat silently for a few minutes. When the drinks came, I took a long sip and said, “Are you upset with me?”


    She smiled and said, “No! Not at all, Mom. God, that was something, incredible.”


    “It was that. You may not believe this after what you saw, but your father is the only man I’ve ever had sex with.”


    “I’m not surprised, Mom. I have a hard time imagining you and Daddy doing it.”


    “But you do imagine it?”


    She blushed and said, “Well, it’s not like an obsession, but yeah, I have.”


    I smiled and touched her nearby thigh, saying, “Have you ever seen your father’s penis erect?”


    “No, but I did see it soft, hanging out the leg opening of his shorts. I’ve seen that a lot.”


    “I figured so. Have you ever touched a penis or kissed one?”


    “No, never, not even Steven’s, though he wants me to.”


    “Interesting. Steven has many dimensions, and I think he has one dimension that is bigger and fatter than his father’s.”


    “Mom! Are you horny for Steven? It did look like you were trying to turn him on back in the room.”


    “Was I that obvious?”


    “Mom, you practically wiggled your vagina under his nose, and if I didn’t know better I’d think you wanted him to beat you.”


    I took a casual sip of my drink while looking straight ahead. I said, “What makes you think you know better?”


    “God, Mom! You’re unreal. Did they drug you? You aren’t the same Mom that went up there.”


    “You’re absolutely right about that; but no, they didn’t drug me. I’m sorry if I’ve said too much. Hey, let’s finish these drinks and find the guys.”


 


     *


 


    We wandered around the camp for and found the guys at the pool. Few people wore suits and the pool staff was naked save for shoes and hats. There weren’t many kids present in the camp, but those we saw were as provocative and outrageous as the adults. The young boys gave the female staffers a hard time by pinching and slapping tender areas. The girls, some pre-pubescent, flaunted themselves shamelessly at any male but especially the handsome lifeguards. Steven was naked in the water with three of the little minxes. On our way over to Bill, a young boy, maybe thirteen, came up to Jenny sporting a junior grade hardon and simply said, “Hi, my name’s Robert. Want to fuck?”


    Jenny appeared to be studying the presented prick, but was, in fact, too dumbfounded to immediately respond. She simply said, “No.” He looked to me and said, “How about you, lady?”


    I smiled and said, “Thanks for the offer, dear, but not right now, okay. You might try asking Jenny again, though. Maybe tomorrow or the next day.”


    He shrugged and skipped off leaving me to deal with a flustered daughter. She said, “Mom, are you crazy? Can you believe the nerve of that brat? And what made you tell him to try me again. Do you think I might say, ‘yes’?”


    As we came up to Bill in his lounge chair I quietly told her, “If you don’t, you’re a fool.” To Bill I said, “Hi, dear. I see you found a spot with a view.”


    “Goddamn, honey. These chicks are fantastic. This place is so open and free. I love watching these kids explore their budding sexuality. They’re having a ball, literally. I think Steven lost his virginity in the pool right before you walked up.


See that little blonde swimming off. She took it.”


    I gazed over the top rim of my sunglasses and said, “Bill, that’s the little girl that beat me in Helen’s office. Her name is Stephanie.”


    Bill looked up at Jenny and said, “Why don’t you get in the water, kiddo. Take off those clothes and just jump in.”


    Jenny hemmed and hawed, danced around nervously, then took a lounge chair on the other side of Bill. She managed to position her legs facing the group of frolicking kids and slowly let her feet drift apart. I nudged Bill and we watched her on the sly. She finally had a good beaver shot going and attracted their attention and their splashes. They drenched her while she kicked and squealed. They got out of the pool and surrounded her. She struggled half-heartedly as they threatened to strip her and throw her in the pool. As her top came off and they were working on dragging her skirt off, Jenny shouted, “No!” Three boys and a girl immediately let go. Only Steven still held her by a leg. He said, “Hey, come on!”


    One of the boys said, “Let her go, man. She said ‘No.’ The lifeguard heard.”


    Steven didn’t understand but dropped his sister’s leg and joined his new friends as they jumped back in the pool. Jenny sat half-naked looking terribly frustrated and deeply disappointed. I said, “Let that be a lesson to you Jenny. ‘No’ is a two edged sword around here. Go on, take that silly skirt off and get in the pool.”


    She nervously complied and dashed into the water where she was warmly received. I said, “It looks like they might both lose their virginity in the pool.”


    “That’s fine with me. Say, what was that ‘no’ business about?”


    I explained what we’d learned and said, “Helen made it quite clear that the rule did not apply to me.”


    “Too bad, it’s a good rule. Are you going to be able to live with it?”


    I smiled and flashed him my leaking beaver through the leg hole of my shorts, saying, “I already have, right in front of Jenny, and made a complete fool of myself.”


    “Anyone I know?”


    “Mr. Peabody. Oh, and I heard about Cassandra and you. We’ll just call it even.”


    Bill blushed and turned his attention to the two boys sandwiching our giggling daughter. Greg Miller, Bill’s supervisor, sat with a large group of members on the far side of the pool. Greg was a short, barrel-chested man, very hairy and balding. He wore speedo briefs. I watched him get up and dive towards the kids, surfacing near them and advancing in the waist-deep water. The kids parted for him and he scooped Jenny up in his huge arms. He carried her to the underwater steps and emerged by his friends. They applauded and he carried her with her ass facing them, her arms clinging to his thick neck. After parading her about, he brought her around to our side and carried her right past us. Jenny’s adorable pussy peeked out from between her tender thighs as her ass passed before Bill and I. Greg never acknowledged us, only grinned his shit-eating grin. We never heard a ‘no’ from Jenny, even as he headed out toward the cabins. We watched him carry our naked, virgin daughter across the threshold of cabin seven. Thirty minutes later, he carried her back and paraded her pink, semen-weeping, raw pussy around the pool several times as though making victory laps. Jenny appeared to be taking it quite well, even enjoying the lewd attention. He came near us to give us a very special look, then heaved her into the pool. Jenny came up laughing and splashed him several times as the kids swarmed over her. I looked to Bill and said, “What a little slut.”


    He smiled and said, “Yeah, ain’t she, though?”


    As Greg strutted back to his group, I said, “Did you know he planned to do that?”


    “I figured he’d try. I never imagined that Jenny would go along so willingly. That was the big shocker.”


    Bill and I watched three boys and Steven take turns coupling with Jenny in the shallow end. I couldn’t call it fucking. They were mostly just taking turns getting buried to the balls and locking themselves together for the duration of a turn as defined by the group. This went on for another thirty minutes and ended when a tall man, old enough to be her grandfather and sporting a mighty erection waded out and took a turn. He made her squeal and squirm, but she did not say, ‘No.’ It took him a few minutes to get fully seated. He then emerged from the pool with Jenny skewered on his dick, clinging to his neck, and with her legs wrapped around his hips. She looked like a spider monkey clinging to her trainer.


    In this lewd manner, he walked her about for the amusement of the pool patrons. People peered between her legs, smacked her fanny, and poked fingers up her asshole. I saw people pointing to us and waving him in our direction. He came up and stood between Bill’s chair and mine. We had an excellent view looking up at the thick cock stretching our little girl’s vaginal lips thin. He carried on small talk with us while obscenely displaying her to us and a fairly large gathering that crowded around. Jenny merely hugged herself to his neck and buried her face in his shoulder, breathing heavily. Steven knelt between our chairs and excitedly said, “Jenny’s getting the shit fucked out of her. Look how big he is, Mom.”


    I was looking, and looked harder when the man cupped her small buttocks and began lifting and lowering her on that huge pole. He began fucking her in earnest, looking more like a man jacking off with a girl’s body. Jenny wailed, pounded his chest, dug her fingers in his hair, but never said, ‘no,’ He made her cum, then poured his seed up her cunt. He surprised us all by pulling her off his dick with a sucking pop, then setting her on my lap, saying, “Thanks for the use of your daughter.” He walked off amidst throngs of laughter as semen pouring from my daughter and drenched my lap.


    Jenny enjoyed her initiation into public sex. She returned to the pool and was the center of attention. When we left the pool area, she didn’t bother to put anything on and wiggled her ass provocatively all the way back to our cabin. Steven constantly had his hands on and in her body as she walked along. Bill and I followed, amazed at the transformation we observed. We held back to let them get ahead. When they went into the cabin, we stopped on the path. Bill said, “Let’s give them a few minutes in there alone.”


    I said, “You think they’ll fuck, don’t you?”


    “I think they might. Look, people are stopping to look in our windows. Lets go see.”


    Bill was right. Jenny was on the bed on her back holding her feet by the toes as she had seen me do. Steven was on his knees between her legs and was fitting his cock into her cunt. We looked on with a group of twenty while they screwed with abandon. I placed my arm around Bill and we kissed. A couple came up behind us. He behind me, she behind Bill. He unfastened and dropped my shorts. She took out Bill’s cock and began jerking him off. I parted my legs and took the man’s cock in from the rear. They had us before the window. Steven saw and alerted Jenny. Her head turned and she smiled at what she saw.


    I loved getting fucked in public and thrust my ass out shamelessly. Bill came all over the window pane and I leaned over and licked the sliding drools of sperm from the glass. Afterwards, I pulled off my tube top and pressed my tits to the glass as the man pounded my cunt to mush.


    At our first meeting, Helen called me and Jenny to the stage overlooking fifty members and staff people. Helen announced, “We’d like to officially welcome the Smith family to our club. Karen and Bill have graciously offered their lovely daughter as a gift to all of us.” That was my cue to strip Jenny, and I removed her clothes sensuously. I got behind her and moved her feet out wide with my foot. I held her two arms up as Helen said, “They said they will even deliver her to your cabin, or you are free to use her in theirs. She will remain nude and available throughout the remainder of her stay, so you guys help yourselves.”


    The room burst out in applause. Bill came forward and lifted her into his arms. He carried her from table to table to allow the members to fondle her. Jenny freely held her legs apart for their groping, probing fingers and tongues. After dinner, and for the rest of our stay, we carried Jenny from one fuck to another. Bill and I also performed a live sex act with her on the stage that evening. Steven got his wish two nights later as he and I performed at another meeting. He bound and beat me, then fucked my ass. This was so popular that it became a regular event at every meeting. Steven demonstrated his imagination and creativity. He mastered me, and I grew to worship him on and off the stage. Before we left the retreat, I pledged my indenture to my son and informed Bill that his marital rights were being deferred to Steven. Bill accepted this declaration. He did, after all, have Jenny.


    THE END
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“Getting With the Program-Alternative Plot Two” By: Phil Phantom


 


    A thousand conflicting thoughts and emotions whirled through my mind. My whole life was turned topsy turvy. By the time I got to the cabin, I had calmed somewhat. I met Bill at the car. He said, “Honey, are you all right? You look like you’ve been crying.”


    I said, “I have been. Helen had me beaten with a cane. I’m all right, though. The woman is a pervert, Bill. She’s sick. They’re all sick.”


    “That does it. We’re getting out of here right now. Fuck the damn job!”


    I could see right through his act. I wondered what he’d do if I had agreed. Instead, I said, “Maybe we’re being hasty, Bill. The worst may be over. Suppose that was the test and I passed.”


    “Honey, I think you may be right. We would be crazy to quit now. I had a talk with the kids while you were up there. They seem okay. Look, lets wait for the first dinner meeting and see how that goes. It’s six thirty now, that gives us ninety minutes to think this out.”


    I told him that was a good idea. We went inside the cabin. I got Jenny aside and told her about the no-panty no-bra rule. She did not like that rule one bit as she’d only brought short skirts and a swimsuit. I got the tube top from her and convinced her to go with me to find a lady’s room to change in. I ushered her along protectively shielding her from sights I didn’t want her to see, like couples making out, bare body parts, and especially lewd art work. We found the restroom and changed our clothes. Jenny kept tugging at her hem saying she felt naked without panties. I assured her that if she sat carefully, no one would ever know.


    We hadn’t gone ten feet when a big meaty hand rested on my shoulder. It belonged to a god. I’ve never seen a more striking figure of manhood. He could have been the model for the fountain statue. He told me that Helen needed my measurements and that we should follow him.


    We followed; our eyes followed his cute, tight buns. I was glad Jenny would be with me, for I knew I’d be putty with this guy alone. Jenny seemed captivated with this hunk right off the pages of a Gothic romance. He led us to a simple room that had a few chairs lining the wall and a low examination table. A sexy half naked girl in a nurses costume held a tablet on a clipboard. He closed the door and told me to strip. I started to protest, but remembered Helen’s words. I shrugged and stripped.


    He ordered me onto the table on all fours, then proceeded to take measurements of me. Everything about my private parts got measured, reported to the girl, and recorded. When he came to my vagina, he measured the length of my labia lips, inner and outer. He measured my clit, the distance from my anus to my pussy hole. He also probed me with measuring instruments and his strong fingers. He had me creaming. I melted under his touch.


    He laid me on my back on the table. My legs hung off each side with my open crotch facing Jenny. He came up to my head and I turned to find his erect penis in his hand. He stroked its ten-inch length poised at my lips. Honey-like precum dribbled from the slit. My lips parted when his cockhead touched them. I sucked self-consciously at first, but with feeling. I began using my right hand after a few minutes. I marveled at its hot, velvety texture and manly musk.


    He withdrew after a long sucking and got between my feet. He easily drew me down to the end of the table, put my ankles on his shoulders, and brought his mighty cock to my opening. I looked down my body and gasped at the sight. It was the biggest, most beautiful example of man-muscle I’d ever seen and it was poised to enter me. I totally forgot about Jenny being there. He pushed that monster dick in hard. I groaned and met his thrust. He worked for several minutes to fully seat himself. I went mad, twisting and turning and gripping the table’s edge with white-knuckled hands.


    When his balls pressed tight to my ass, I drew my legs back and grasped my feet by the toes and shouted, “FUCK ME! Oh, Yes! Fuck me hard.”


    Boy did he fuck me. He fucked my pussy juices into a milky froth, pounded me into a stupor, and made tears pour down my cheeks. He made me cum three times then bathed my womb in a copious douche of sperm. When he drew out, my head slowly cleared. I was still holding my toes and the first thing I saw was Jenny’s astonished face framed by my bent legs. She was staring hard at my cum-leaking pussy.


    Seeing my daughter shocked me back to reality. Semen poured from my hole as I sat up. The nurse lewdly wiped my crotch with a moist towel while together they held my legs apart right in front of Jenny. This was the most humiliating event of my life. He helped me down and Jenny looked with terror-stricken eyes, expecting to be next. He saw that look and said, “Relax, baby, nobody’s going to take anything from you here. When you’re ready, you’ll have to ask. That’s a golden rule, by the way. A ‘no’ freezes any guy here, believe me. I’m just glad your stepmother doesn’t seem to know that word.”


    This piece of news both lifted my spirits, and shamed me terribly. I felt relieved for Jenny, but it made me look even more like a slut. We left the room and wandered aimlessly in silence. I could not bear to look Jenny in the eyes. Finally, she said, “Stepmom, Helen hit you with something, didn’t she.”


    I had forgotten about the marks. I nodded and told her I had gotten smart with her and it wasn’t that bad. She said, “You were afraid to say ‘No,’ weren’t you?”


    We stepped outside. I turned to face Jenny and gripped her by the shoulders, saying, “Sweetheart, there are things going on here that I can’t explain. It has to do with power and sex and control and your father’s career future. Helen is playing games with me, and you’re right, I can’t say ‘no.’ That doesn’t mean you can’t.”


    “Stepmom, don’t worry, I’ll never tell what happened.”


    I hugged her tightly. Twenty minutes later, we were all seated in a crowded dining room. I felt trashy in a tube top and skirt. Most diners were in suits and dresses. Our table was centered on a raised platform stage. The tables fanned out from it. Bright lights illuminated the stage and our table, making us feel conspicuous as the guests of honor. Helen, looking radiant, mounted the platform, and tapped a crystal glass on the podium. All conversation ceased. She said, “As you know the Smith family has applied to join our happy family.” Applause rang out and we acknowledged it. Addressing us, she said, “We have a traditional way of getting to know what kind of people we’re bringing to the fold. I’ll explain in a stepmoment. First, we’d like to begin by presenting Karen Smith with our coveted Venus.”


    A man in a tuxedo entered with a jewelry box. He and Helen approached me. I sat nervously as Helen got behind me, opened the case, and laid a gaudy, heavy pendant on my upper chest. I could not see the thing, but it felt like a huge brass “W”. It covered my whole upper chest with the base of the W in my cleavage. The emblem was attached to a heavy chain that Helen crossed at the back of my neck and brought the two ends together at my throat. She snapped a jeweled padlock on the two end rings. It was then that I realized the chain was a large dog’s choker chain. While snapping the lock in place, Helen whispered in my ear, “This is a valuable piece of private property and the lock is very expensive. If you decide to leave here with it, or damage the lock in any way, I’ll have you arrested and charged with grand larceny.”


    My heart sank as she raised up and said, cheerily, “There you are, dear, and it does look lovely on you.” She returned to the stage. By the astonished looks on the faces of my family, I knew it was something vulgar. I cautiously bent my head down and looked. I almost shit. What I thought was a giant “W” was a cutout of the Venus girl from the fountain. She was posed as in the fountain with her legs out in a wide “V”, her hands reaching around her haunches to spread open her sex. The plaque was painted by an artist with great attention to detail. The head of Venus was at my collar bone and her long hair attached to the center of the chain. On her chest, like a tattoo over her big breasts, it read: FUCK ME.


    I let go of the pendant and hung my face in my hands. The crowd applauded and laughed. Bill patted my shoulder, Jenny stroked and patted my knee. I had never felt such shame. I slowly brought my eyes up and fixed them on Helen, not knowing whether I wanted to kill her or kiss her. She smiled back from her rostrum, then announced, “Now, here’s how this works. During your stay here, all acts of sexual intercourse between your family and the membership and staff will earn you one of our coveted cum drops.” She held aloft a white tear-drop-shaped object the size of a grape. “These attach to your Venus, Karen. Notice the hole where a hole on a woman should be?”


    I looked down and sure enough saw my skin showing through her pussy. She said, “The first one attaches to it, the rest attach to each other to form a chain. Your clothing may never go above the bottom of the chain, so if you’re bashful, you better ask your family to keep their libidos in check. We count any exchange of semen from one body to another, so they can add up quickly if you guys are very oral.”


    We were all blushing at that remark, but I wanted to crawl in a hole and die. “Now, here are Karen’s vital statistics. We’ll be charting her progress in particular. Her breasts displace 920ml. They measure 36”. Her nipple diameters are one and a quarter inches soft, three quarters when erect. Her tummy is 23”, her hips are 37.5”, and her legs at the inseam are thirty inches. That’s measured from heel to labia. Her clit protrudes even when not erect but during full erection measures one-half inch above the mean plane. Her labia majora are five inches long and the labia minora are three and a half. Her hole easily takes two fingers, but four is her maximum without pain. She has a vaginal volume of 420 ml and can accommodate the largest penis here fully within her vagina.”


    My face could not have been any redder or hotter had it been on fire. I sat through this crude exhibition with a pounding heart and stared blankly into space. I thought it was over, but she said, “Now, Karen, whenever someone earns you a cum drop, it is customary to thank that person publicly at these meetings. They must first provide a witness as proof, however, so you needn’t worry about cheating. The customary way of thanking a person is by applying a kiss to their genitals. For instance, if Charlie fucks Jenny and has a witness, you would kiss Charlie’s cock. If Bill fucks Cassandra, you would kiss her pussy. Do you understand the rules, Karen?”


    I nodded, numb with shock. Bill and Jenny seemed equally numb. She had more, saying, “Since you obviously haven’t had time to do anything yet, I say we eat.”


    A shout rang out from the back. It was a familiar voice. It said, “Wait, I fucked Karen not an hour ago and I have a witness.”


    “Hey, it looks like Karen wants to get the show on the road. Who is your witness, Lars?”


    “Jenny, her daughter.”


    “Stand up, Jenny. I’ll need some information from you.”


    Jenny looked at me with eyes of pure terror. I told her to do as Helen said. She stood shakily. Helen had the clipboard and said, “Now, let’s see. Was your stepmother fully naked for this, Jenny.” Jenny nodded but Helen made her speak up. She finally shouted, “Yes.” Helen asked, “Did she suck his cock?”


    “Yes!”


    “Did she take him analy or vaginally?”


    “Vaginally.”


    “Did she take him fully?”


    “Yes, I think so.”


    “Did she reach an orgasm, if so, how many?”


    “I think so, three, maybe four.”


    “Okay, did he cum in her pussy or her mouth.”


    “Her vagina.”


    “You have to choose between pussy and mouth, dear.”


    Jenny looked to me and I waved her on. “Her pussy.”


    “Well, it looks like Karen has earned her first cum drop. Lets give her a hand. Come on up here, Karen.”


    While the applause died down, I rose on trembling legs and approached the stage. Helen placed me center stage and fastened the cum drop to my pendant. The base of the drop rested on my tube top, so Helen rolled the material down an inch, making the tight roll cut my breasts in the middle and exposing the top edges of each nipple. I blushed throughout this ordeal. She called Lars up and stood him before me. She had me kneel and free his cock. It sprang out and hovered over my face. Helen whispered so only I heard, “Don’t just kiss it, you suck it and don’t let go.” She then said loud enough for all to hear, “Okay, dear give it a friendly little kiss.”


    I took the base of his cock and bent it toward my lips. I thought about how this looked to my family, but saw no other option. I let my lips flow over his thick knob and sucked it into my mouth. Helen said, “Hey, that’s some kiss, Karen.”


    I continued to suck as mummers floated about the room. Helen said, “I think she wants to earn another cum drop. Is that right, Karen?”


    She whispered for me to nod and I nodded. “All right, let’s hear it for Karen! Go for it girl.”


    Under her constant secret tutoring I put on a vulgar display, using both hands to jack him off while sucking like a mad woman. When his cock erupted I had orders to hold his sperm in my mouth and pull out to let one jet hit me in the face. I felt totally decadent following these instructions, but I followed them. When Lars pulled free, he zipped up and left. Helen tilted my head back and made me open my mouth wide. Her fingers dipped into the puddle of cum and she held them up for cheers. She wiped her fingers in the corner of my mouth, closed my jaw with my head tilted way back and said, “Swallow.”


    My shocked family got a good view of my throat muscles working as I swallowed the semen. Helen then stood me up facing everyone and attached a second cum drop. This time, my top had to be rolled past my nipples. The tube top would not stay on the lower slopes of my breasts. It simply settled at the base and lifted them obscenely. People laughed and cheered. I knew I’d at least be topless for the remainder of our stay, and that notion filled me with dread. I returned to my table as dinner was served. No one spoke.


    Back in the cabin, after dinner, I was inconsolable. They tried to reassure me, tried to make me feel better. I simply wanted to curl up and die. Bill disappeared before dark. When it was time to turn in, I remembered Helen’s words about the sleeping arrangements.


    I sat up and called Steven and Jenny to me. I took a deep breath and said, “Look, Helen has ordered a special sleeping arrangement that we must follow. The three of us have to sleep in the nude.”


    Steven beamed, “Great! I like Helen.”


    I ignored his comment, took another deep breath and said, “Furthermore, I’m to sleep between you two with my head in the opposite direction. Actually, this should give us more room.”


    Steven said, “I like that.”


    Jenny said, “Steven, stop it. This isn’t funny.”


    I said, “Leave him alone, Jenny. This isn’t his idea, even if he does approve. Let’s just get undressed and get under covers, shall we. I don’t know about you guys, but I’m beat.”


    Steven said, “I don’t want covers. It’s too hot for covers.”


    Jenny said, “Suit yourself, but there are people looking in.”


    “Let them look; I’m not ashamed.”


    I said, “Sleep any way you want, but let’s get some sleep.”


    I quickly got undressed and under the single sheet. Jenny got undressed under the sheet. Our naked hips touched and Jenny moved to the mattress’ edge. Steven stripped and stood by the bedside. His cock stood up rigidly on proud display. I tried not to look at it as he got on the bed and settled near my end. He adjusted his sleeping position until his cock was beside my head and his head rested against my hip. I lay there frozen as he began stroking his member. My eyes drifted to it. He was larger that his father and very stiff. I also noticed people with their faces pressed to the windows. The lights from outside cast a light hue in the room, making everything easy to see.


    My breathing increased as Steven increased his masturbating.


He jostled the bed. Jenny got up on one elbow and saw what he was doing and exclaimed, “Oh, Jesus, Steven, you’re sick. People are looking at you. Stepmom, make him stop!”


    I couldn’t say anything. I remembered Helen’s warning. I wasn’t sure I wanted to. My eyes kept drifting to his lust filled penis. When I didn’t try to stop him, Steven took that as encouragement. He rolled on his side and angled his cock towards my face. My left shoulder dug into his pelvis as he attempted to bring his cock closer. I could have turned my head and kissed the head. I was tempted. I knew I should if I wanted to please Helen.


    Jenny raised up once again and declared, “Steven! What are you trying to do? Stepmom!”


    I said nothing. Steve took this as a go signal. He raised up over my shoulder and brought his cock to my lips, beating faster, rubbing my slack lips with his weeping cockhead. Jenny stayed to watch her brother, awed at my complacency. Steven grew more excited and tore the sheet from the bed. Jenny squealed as he got to his knees. He beat off with one hand and used the other to explore my passive body. He molded and squeezed my breasts, pinched my nipples, then trailed his hand to my crotch. His hand cupped my hot sex. Two middle fingers delved inside me.


My legs bent at the knee involuntarily. My left leg laid over Jenny’s tummy. My passions grew.


    Steven crudely fingered my cunt and I drew my knees back shamelessly. My outer left thigh passed over Jenny’s fine pubic bush. I pressed down on it to bring my pelvis up to meet Steven’s fingers. My mouth open and captured Steven’s cock. I sucked as his pumping fist beat my chin. He exploded in climax, peppering my tonsils with his youthful spend. My orgasm followed. I ground my pussy on his hand.


    I lay in utter shame and satisfied exhaustion. Steven took a breather and got between my legs to visually examine my wet pussy. I held my legs open for him. He toyed with my sensitive sex for ten or fifteen minutes, then grew another erection. This time, he settled between my legs and entered my still horny pussy. Jenny was speechless as I took him in my arms and wrapped my legs around my stepson’s waist. I fucked my stepson without shame. In the middle of the night, he fucked me again. I awoke the next morning to find him entering me once again. We fucked in broad daylight before a small crowd gathered at our windows. Jenny climbed out of bed and wrapped herself in the sheet. Steven put on quite a show. Afterwards, I felt totally decadent.


    I skipped breakfast and remained in the room dreading two O’clock but relieved that by hiding out there would be no more cum drops. Jenny stayed with me much of the time, but Bill and Steven were always out. At noon a knock at the door sent a shiver up my spine. Jenny answered it and came to me with the message that Helen wanted to see me. She looked at me with eyes of pity and sadness. I crawled off the bed and put on my skirt - my only covering.


    With my breasts exposed I thought it was pointless to cover my middle. I looked at the hideous medallion, looked at Jenny, and said, “Don’t worry, Jenny. This will end one day. I can handle it if you hold together.” She assured me that she could and walked with me to the bottom of the stairs.


    The maid admitted me as before and led me before Helen who sat with four of her executive wife friends, all smiling at my humiliation. Helen rose and walked around me, saying, “You disappoint me, Karen.”


    Strangely, those feelings from the previous day began to resurface. The humiliation of my subservient position and the prospect of being punished again stirred my juices and brought life back to me. I said, “I’m sorry.”


    “Sorry isn’t going to cut it. You’re spoiling my fun by hiding away. I want you out and about, mixing and mingling, showing off your necklace and the cum drops you’ve earned, earning more, in fact.”


    “I’ll mix if that’s what you want. I earned several with Steven last night. I’m sure you got word.”


    “I did, and that was good, however, fucking your stepson does not earn you cum drops. You weren’t paying attention last night. I think I have to spell everything out for you, Karen. Before I do, I think you need a little warming up to remind you of your place. Remove your skirt.”


    I quickly stripped off the skirt and stood under the watchful grinning eyes of the women. Helen came over swishing the thin cane through the air, saying, “I’m posed with a slight problem. I need to discipline you, but I don’t want the marks to show. People might think you’re being forced to do the things you do. We don’t want to give that impression, do we, Karen?”


    “No.”


    “Do you have any suggestions as to where I can hit you that won’t show a mark?”


    I gulped and softly said, “Between my legs?”


    “Excellent idea, Karen. Why don’t you get on that coffee table and lie on your back with your cunt facing my friends.” I assumed the position as the four women huddled at my crotch. “Now use your arms to support your hips. Lift your legs high and spread wide.” I pulled my legs up over my head and held myself up by the hips, letting my legs fall out wide. My head hung off the edge and I saw Helen come and stand at my head looking down on her target. Before I could steel myself for the blow, she swung down hard into my gaping slit. The pain was excruciating. I rolled onto my side, clutching my crotch. She said, “Get that cunt back in position!”


    I quickly returned for another and was promptly paid. This time I only drew my legs together. I forced them out as waves of tingling heat burned my tortured pussy. After the forth blow, I held my legs apart the whole time. Helen rained the blows down on my pussy and triggered the oddest sensation. Not an orgasm, it was different - intense sensation. She delivered the last six while I held steady and almost rose to meet them. The women examined my numb pussy with their fingers as I held the position. Helen looked at my glazed eyes and said, “Do you want to please me, Karen?”


    “Yes! More than anything.”


    “I’ll be frank. I want to see you humiliate yourself before everyone here including your family. You are the entertainment for this week, but you haven’t been that entertaining. I expect you to do something about that. You were a passive partner to Steven. I would like to see you acting more aggressive, slutty, hungry.”


    “I will, I promise!”


    “We’ll see. I was hoping your cum drops would be below crotch level by this afternoon, but that doesn’t seem likely with forty minutes to go. Thankfully, your stepson and your husband have been doing their part. Between them they’ve fucked five of my girls so far, but they’re only human. When it comes time to award your cum drops, I expect you to show you’re willingness to please me. I should not have to prompt you to suck these women’s pussies and put on a good show.”


    “Yes, I’ll do it. I promise. I’ll do it now if you want - for all of you.”


    “We can wait. It will be better. You may leave, now. Get dressed downstairs.”


    I rolled off the table and picked up my skirt. I made my exit and stepped into the lobby downstairs wearing only my shoes. Jenny was quite surprised as were six others.


    At the lunchtime meeting, seven women stood and told of having sex with Steven or Bill. I kelt before each and dutifully sucked their pussies to orgasm. Helen attached seven cum drops to my chain, bringing the end to my navel. Afterwards, I returned to my table and had lunch with my somber family. After lunch, I did not hide myself away, nor did I berate Bill and Steven for adding to my humiliation.


    I mixed, mingled, and fucked. Bill and Steven continued to rack up cum drops for me. Jenny earned one by sucking her first cock. That evening, I serviced five men and eight women. I also lost my skirt as the chain went below my crotch. The next morning, I assisted Gerg Miller in deflowering Jenny. With her help, I had eight men and six women to service at the lunch meeting. When the chain reached the floor, the medallion came off and we were officially welcomed as full-fledged members. Bill is now on the fast track with the company. Steven no longer needs to make peep holes in our walls. Jenny and I compete for his attentions.


 


    THE END
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“Get with the Program” Alternative plot number three By: Phil Phantom


 


    I followed the sexy maid into Helen’s suite. Helen lounged in the nude with four of her executive wife friends. Her cocky air put me on the defensive. I countered by a show of bravado, stepping forward and saying, “Helen, you could have at least warned us as to the nature of this retreat. I hardly think this is a fitting place to bring young childr…”


    Helen silenced me with a raised hand then said, “You shut up and listen.” I gulped. “I have waited a long time to get you up here. You will leave here one week from now either as the wife of one of our new rising stars, or as the wife of an unemployed bum with a poor recommendation. If it is the latter, and you make any trouble what-so-ever, I’ll spare no expense to hunt your family down, kill you and your husband, sell your son to the white sex slave trade, and place your daughter into slavery right here until she turns eighteen. You don’t want to know what we do to them when they turn eighteen. It is not a happy birthday when you are the candle and the cake is a huge pile of kindling wood.”


    I couldn’t speak, move, run, or throw up. I just stood there with my mouth open. Had those words been spoken by anyone other than Helen Cummings, I would have spat in her face. I knew Helen was dead serious, and that she could and would do exactly what she said. Her next words were, “Strip!” What could I do? I stripped.


    I soon stood before these women stark naked. Helen got up brandishing a long thin rod, slapping it against her palm. She advanced on my trembling form and shouted, “Stand with your legs apart, arms out.” I moved into the position.


    She circled me twice, then brought the rod arching down across my stomach. I screamed and dropped to my knees, clutching my belly. She yelled, “Stand up, bitch!”


    I quickly stood and assumed the position. Another blow cut across my buttocks, stinging like a thousand wasp stings. Tears poured from my eyes. She moved around and swung up, cutting the underside of my breasts. I cried and clutched my breasts. Another blow hit the backs of my thighs and straightened me up. While behind me, she brought the rod up between my legs. The pain was excruciating and dropped me to my knees once again. By this time, I hurt all over and my mind reeled from the pain and shock. I begged and pleaded, but only got orders to resume the position. She moved in front and ordered me to thrust out my cunt. My eyes pleaded, but I did as she instructed, knowing what was coming. The anticipation was the worst part as I watched her draw back and come up between my legs. She applied a dozen sharp strokes to the center of my sex. By the time she finished, I was on my knees, numb between my legs.


    Helen stepped forward and I looked into her shaved sex. A gentle pressure on the back of my head told me my next move. I pressed my face into her loins and slavishly used my tongue, tasting my first pussy. She stood casually and said, “Right now, your husband is balling Cassandra as he has been doing for the past six months. Your kids are undoubtedly perusing the toys and material in the room and getting very turned on. Would you like to know what your role is this week?”


    I shuddered to think but nodded my head vigorously while keeping my tongue deeply buried in Helen’s musky sex. She said, “You are here to entertain me and my guests. Actually, I should say, you and your children.” I groaned, but did not stop my licking. “Each day we gather for dinner and supper. We like a floor show when we dine. You will provide the floor shows. This afternoon, I think we’ll start with something mild. I think I’ll have you auction off Jenny’s clothes.” I pleaded with my eyes, but kept licking. “Dress her in a full ensemble: heels, stockings, garters, panties, skirt, blouse, bra, even a hat if you’d like. I’ll leave the choreography to you. Be imaginative. Think sexy. If your show is not exciting enough, Jenny will be tied up and whipped by you. The audience votes by a simple thumbs up or thumbs down. But I warn you, they don’t impress easily.”


    Helen stepped away and returned to sit with her friends. They were all smiling. I began to implore, but Helen stopped me immediately, saying, “There’s nothing you can say that I want to hear. If you don’t cooperate, I’ll have you, Jenny, and Steven stripped, beaten, and bound in vulnerable positions for the enjoyment of the members all week. Bill will lose his job and you will live with option number two - silence or death. I’m sure that answers any questions you may have had. Now, go get your little whore ready for the show.”


    I rose to unsteady feet, gathered my clothes, and backed out. I dressed downstairs under the eyes of several leering members and two staff people. I went immediately to the cabin and saw that the car was gone. Once inside, I saw that Bill was gone, too. Steven was still absorbed with the magazines and barely looked up. Jenny ran to my arms and cried, “Mom, Daddy went off with a naked lady. She just called him and he went.”


    I tried to soothe her as Steven said, “Yeah, if she had called me, I’d have gone too. She was a real knock-out, Mom.”


    I stroked Jenny’s head and said, “Kids, these people are very sick. We are in a very dangerous position with no way out. I have just received the beating of my life with a thin cane.”


    Steven looked up and said, “Really! Were you naked?”


    “Yes, and it wasn’t amusing, Steven. These people are serious. You may be next, young man, so get that smirk off your face.” I took Jenny by the shoulders and said, “Sweetheart, you’re going to have to be very brave this week.”


    “Are they going to beat me, too?”


    “I certainly hope not, but they might. Honey, they want me to auction off your clothes this afternoon at a dinner show.”


    Steven looked up and said, “Hey, far out. Will I get to see?”


    I shot Steven a dirty look and said, “Steven, Please!”


    Tears immediately formed in her eyes as she cried, “Mom, No! They can’t make us do that.”


    “Honey, they can and they will. Furthermore, if the show isn’t exciting enough, they say I’ll have to beat you myself. I’ll do it, too. I have no other choice, believe me.”


    “Mom, no!”


    “Listen to me, Jenny. This is no game; this is life and death. They are prepared to kill us if we cause trouble. If we cooperate, Dad will keep his job and get a big promotion. Jenny, whether we cooperate or not, you will not leave here a virgin, I’m quite certain of that.”


    Jenny’s mouth fell open in shock. Steven turned a page and said, “So who wants to leave anywhere a virgin.”


    I strode over to the bed and flipped through the magazines until I found one showing a man with a large penis buried to the hilt in a boy’s backside. I tapped the photo and said, “Jenny isn’t the only one subject to losing her virginity, smart ass. Do you still stand by what you said?” He went pale and swallowed hard. I said, “Look, I’m sorry. I’m upset and nervous. I’m, under a great deal of stress right now. Your father not being here doesn’t help.” I turned back to Jenny and said, “We need to be thinking about this show. I don’t want you beaten, Jenny, not by me or anyone else. Forget your modesty or your virginity and think about survival. From here on out, that’s all I’m thinking about. I suggest you two do likewise.”


    Jenny cried, “Mom, this can’t be happening.”


    “It is happening, Jenny. Get used to it. Don’t make this any harder than it already is.”


    I had a difficult time getting Jenny ready. Helen had some things sent down that she thought we could use: spike heels, fishnet nylons, a garter belt, and half-cup bra. I made Jenny put them on, though we had no privacy and drew a great deal of attention. Steven was the worst. He leered at her body and made occasional wise cracks. I decided to ignore him. When she was dressed, I stood back and looked her over, making her turn in place. Her tear stained cheeks and puffy eyes did not add to the effect, so I gave her another talk and applied heavier make-up. In the end, she looked gorgeous, like a junior street walker. I had her pace the room and offered tips on putting a sexy sway to her step. Afterwards, we rehearsed our act. This was the hardest part of all, because I found it difficult to advise her to show off her tits and cunt when they got bared. I thought it would be a nice touch if I was forceful, even mean, since I figured she might balk once we were on stage and clothing started falling. I warned her to expect my act.


    Bill returned looking sheepish. We didn’t talk. He hung around for a few minutes, then left. We met up again at the dinner table assigned to us. Cassandra was on his arm and sat beside him at our table. I sat on his other side and saw her fish out his stiff cock and begin jerking him off slowly. I hated them both at that point, though I figured he had as little say in the operation as I did. As the meals were served, Helen mounted the stage. It was a low platform, a bandstand, actually. It was brightly lit and had a PA system. She took the mike and welcomed everyone. She announced us as prospective new members. We each stood as our names were announced. Bill stood with his cock sticking out and drew howls of laughter and applause. He slicked back into his seat. When Jenny nervously stood, the crowd roared their approval. She blushed prettily and hurriedly sat. Steven took a bow. I got a good reception and sat gracefully, blushing.


    Helen said, “Now, Karen has graciously offered to auction off her lovely daughter’s clothes and display her young charms as a gift to us.” A thunderous applause went up. She silenced it with a lifting of her almighty hand and said, “Proceeds will go to the purchasing of an urn for young Cindy McConnel.” Her hand swept towards the huge fireplace mantle. There was a row of urns. Behind each urn was the portrait of a young teenage girl. The one on the end was a picture of Cindy McConnel with a large Dixie cup in front of it.


    My heart sank as Helen said, “For all the pleasure she gave us, she deserves a better resting place than a fucking paper cup.”


    The people laughed. I was mortified. When Helen called us up, I dragged Jenny along. I placed Jenny center stage and made her stand erect, shoulders back. I took the mike and started right in, “Who’ll give me ten dollars for this lovely girl’s shoes?”


    Jenny began sobbing quietly right away. The bidding was brisk. I took twenty-five for her shoes and invited the man to come up and remove them. He lifted each leg high in claiming his shoes, causing her intense shame. The crowd loved it.


    “Now, can I hear twenty for her stockings?” I lifted her skirt all around to fully expose them to the bidders, making her turn in place. The stockings went for thirty-eight. One of Helen’s lady friends took them from Jenny, reaching her red-nailed fingers high up Jenny’s legs in the process.


    “Can I get fifty for the dress?” The dress went for ninety to an old accountant. Jenny stood in bra, panties, and a garter belt. The garter belt went for ten. Jenny started crying. I squared her shoulders and auctioned her bra for fifty-five. I continually had to make her stand erect after the bra was removed. Tears flowed down her cheeks. I walked around her and slapped her firm ass as the panties went up for bid. They went for two-hundred dollars. Greg Miller, Bills supervisor, took the bid and advanced towards the stage sporting an evil grin and a hardon. As he knelt with one knee on the stage, I moved Jenny up to him. His hands slowly took her briefs and eased them down as the crowd got to their feet. He paused when the top edge went past her pussy lips. Her turned her to show her ass and dropped the panties several more inches. He turned her to face front, and moved them to mid thigh. Jenny was trembling as his meaty hands caressed her firm body and delved between her legs, wiping through her slit. When she pulled back, I swatted her ass to make her offer her loins.


    Somewhere during all of this, I got turned on. My pussy swelled and lubricated. I think it was seeing this burly older man fondling my pure virgin daughter in public that did it. Impulsively, I moved up close behind her and cupped her tight moons very low, my fingertips near her sex. I shoved her loins out to him in bold offering. He palmed her cunt and fingered her pussy while I held her for him. Occasionally his fingers brushed mine as they did their dirty work, giving me a strange thrill. Jenny quivered under this molestation. After the panties came off, I took Jenny by the scruff of her neck and marched her to various points along the stage front, making her assume lewd poses.


    The crowd loved it when I made her turn and bend low. I pushed her feet wide and leaned over her ass, reaching in with both hands to spread her cheeks. They roared their approval. I looked at her pink rosebud and impulsively teased my wet finger around it. Some yelled, “Poke her!” It was all the encouragement I needed. I ignored Jenny’s groan of despair and pushed my fuck finger steadily into her tight asshole. I loved the feel of her and my smile was genuine as I pandered to the crowd, finger-fucking my little girl’s ass. I was not ready to quit.


    I marched Jenny to the other end of the stage and had her turn in profile. I reached to grasp her foot nearest the audience and raised it high, pointing her toes to the ceiling. Jenny was forced to use her hands for support as I made her do the standing splits. I hugged her vertical up-raised leg and traced my fingers along her crotch, teasing her vaginal lips with my painted nails. This was so popular, I repeated it at several points along the stage, giving everyone a great view of my daughter’s pussy. I also increased my manipulations of her cunt flesh, brazenly displaying her pink meat, even dipping my fingers into her heated sex.


    Afterwards, the vote was taken. To my utter astonishment, we barely got enough thumbs-up votes to avoid the beating. Clearly, my bold finale saved her and she knew it.


    After the dinner. Helen called for me. I was stripped, cuffed, and beaten between my legs. It wasn’t for any wrong doing. She simply wanted to do it. Afterwards, I thanked her and went down on her and her friends. Before leaving, I got my next assignment - to seduce and fuck my son on stage.


    This went surprisingly well, as Steven needed little seducing. Once he realized what was expected, he became the aggressor. We sat on a sofa on center stage. I placed Steven’s hand on my breast. He then took over. He stripped me and practically rapped me, taking me in a variety of lewd positions, playing to the audience. It was not to avoid a beating; for again, it was Jenny who would pay the price. She stood naked and bound spread-eagled in a wooden fram that looked like a large frame for a double door. She watched with great interest during the performance, and I’m sure she silently urged us to greater acts of depravity.


    We got a general thumbs up, but again I was summoned for a beating. This time, I got a dozen stokes between my legs for not suggesting he take me in the ass. I cursed myself because the thought had occurred to me.


    My next show was with Jenny. I tore her clothes from her and jammed her face in my widespread beaver. I humped her crying face and slapped her around for their enjoyment. I put on a strap-on dildoe and fucked her ass. Afterwards, I forced her to tongue-fuck my asshole and ended by squatting over her face and pissing. Again, we barely avoided her beating, but I still got mine for not making her drink my piss.


    Each show got nastier and nastier. Bill took Jenny’s cherry while I serviced them with my tongue. At another show, we all got in on the act, did a great job, but didn’t make the cut. Jenny got her first beating at my hands. I got another for not hitting her between the legs. The next time I did it right.


    Between shows, Jenny and I were kept nude and were available to anyone, male or female. Steven took great advantage of us. By weeks end, I had helped every man there mount my daughter several times over. Jenny and I had also eaten every pussy several times over. Jenny got a thorough beating after nearly every show and learned to take a cane to her cunt rather well. The final act was a family gang bang involving everyone. After the show, Bill got his promotion, and we were welcomed as full members.


    After the announcement, a group of young girls were marched out, smiling. They were the girls whose pictures were over the mantle. Cindy McConnel led the procession drinking from the Dixie cup. Helen placed her arm around my shoulder and said, “You didn’t really buy all that, did you?”


    I smiled and kissed her.


    THE END
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and began wallowing in it, smearing her entire face. After a few hard sucks and a tiny bite to the clit, April moved her face right up to Terry’s face, getting nose to nose. She smiled and said, “What makes you say that, sweetheart?”


    Terry was too shocked and excited to speak, but the look on her face spoke volumes. April taunted, “I see you like the new me, don’t you?” Terry nodded meekly. “You like having Mommy’s face between your legs, licking, sucking, and nibbling on your cute little pussy wussy, don’t you?”


    Terry found the words wildly exciting—intoxicating, though the act was incomprehensible. She could smell her cunt on her mother’s face and liked the smell. Her mother’s pretty, smiling face looked nasty in a sexy way, covered with her vaginal wetness. She pondered the situation, realizing that her mother was going through a change, a crises. Latent lesbian tendencies were blossoming and Terry began to see exciting possibilities for herself. Impulsively, in a soft sultry voice, Terry said, “I dare you to do that again.”


    “Ask me in a nice and nasty way. Tell Mommy what you want.”


    With difficulty, Terry said, “Lick my pussy, Mommy. Please!”


    April scooted back to her daughter’s spread and licked a long broad swath up her vaginal channel from anus to clit. She repeated this under Terry’s close approving scrutiny. Terry said, “Suck on my clitty.”


    April sucked the hard, pink nub into her mouth, tongue-flicked and nibbled it. Terry moaned and placed her hands on her mother’s head, pulling her tighter, saying, “Oh yes! Oh God!”


    April brought Terry to a powerful climax then eased off gradually as Terry calmed. Terry looked lovingly into her mother’s face as she lapped the rich spend pouring from her hole, occasionally thrusting her stiffened tongue far up inside, hungry for her juicy reward. With her mouth sealed tightly to Terry’s hole, only her eyes were visible above the bald mound. They locked eyes while April sucked and swallowed. Terry said, “You really like eating my cum, don’t you?” April nodded her head vigorously, rubbing her nose on the clit. Terry giggled and said. “I could tell. I cum a lot, don’t I?”


    Again, she received a thorough nose rubbing. Inspired, Terry began asking a series of yes and no questions just to feel the answers. This resulted in another climax and more juice for April. Finally drained, exhausted, and cramped from her lewd position, Terry said, “Can we stop now. I’m cramping.”


    April raised up and said, “I’ll get your father.”


    Terry smiled and said, “Okay. I’ll wait here.”


 


    “Good Doctor Wayne—Part III By TIFFANY


 


    They arrived on time at Dr. Steve Wayne’s office the following afternoon. Terry went in alone. April had insisted that Terry not wear panties to school under her shortest skirt so as to prevent a rash after the shave. Terry had to guard her secret all day long, and wasn’t always successful. As she took the offered couch and reclined as she thought she should, her hands crossed over her crotch protectively.


    Steve marveled at the girl’s youthful beauty. Sex exuded from her every pore. She appeared nervous as he pulled his chair alongside and placed a reassuring hand on her bare right thigh. She flinched at the contact. Steve gently stroked her in small circles, saying, “Relax dear. I won’t bite. I’ve heard so much about you. I feel like I know you.”


    “Mom talks about me here.”


    “You are all she talks about. That’s why you’re here. Terry, your mother has a very serious problem. I’m hoping you can help her.”


    “What’s wrong with my mother? Is she sick?”


    “In a way, yes. It’s a mental sickness with a name as long as your lovely leg. In brief, your mother has repressed sexual urges that are about to explode. Have you noticed her behaving, well, strangely?”


    Terry got up on her elbows and said, “Yes! She’s been acting real strange.”


    “I was afraid you’d say that. Look, I need to know every detail, no matter how embarrassing. You don’t need to use nice terms here. Just say what you would on the street.”


    “Well she’s been trying to see me naked for the last few months. I could never figure out why, but every time I have to shower or get dressed, Mom is right there. Another thing she does that I thought was freaky. Well, she stares at me between the legs, you know.”


    “Terry, you can say the word pussy, can’t you?”


    Terry blushed demurely and said, “I’ve never said that word in front of an adult.”


    “Remember, I’m a doctor.”


    “Oh yeah, well, anyway, another thing is that Dad started acting weird about this time. My dad is a great guy. We’re more like best friends, really. All of a sudden I start catching him trying to look down my blouse and up my skirts. It was only when Mom was around, though. I knew right away that she put him up to it. Dad is such a wimp. He does whatever she says. Next thing I know, Dad is grabbing my…my tits.” Terry smiled self-consciously and said, “He grabs my butt, too. Again, only when Mom is watching. I sat him down and talked to him about this. He told me that Mom was making him do it, but he wouldn’t tell me why. He asked me to tell Mom that he was doing it even when she wasn’t around - you know, like complain. Whenever I’d tell her, she’d get all excited and press me for details.”


    “Why didn’t you simply confront her?”


    “I was too scared. I didn’t know what to think. I just trusted that she had a good reason. It really didn’t bother me that much. I got used to her seeing me naked. And once I understood where Dad was coming from, getting my tit squeezed or my butt grabbed didn’t bother me either. It was like a game, actually. Dad was so funny. Whenever he was under pressure from Mom, he’d get all nervous and sweaty. His hands would shake and he couldn’t talk. I always knew when he had to grab me. I read the signs and made it easy for him. I’d usually go near him and practically stick my boobs or my butt in his face. I’d take a quick grope and act all embarrassed and upset. Once we had our talk, and he knew I was trying to help, he began to relax. He doesn’t shake anymore, and he gives me a good long squeeze. He even acts a little aggressive, at least for Dad. Mom really gets off on it when he acts aggressive. Well, honestly, I do too, sort of.”


    “Has he ever grabbed your vagina.”


    “No, I think he’d die. I’d let him. I told him he could. Last week, Mom told him he had to put his finger in me. She wants evidence, you know, she wants to be able to smell it!” Terry shyly covered her face with her hands, saying, “God! This is so embarrassing.”


    Steve rubbed her leg, saying, “There’s nothing for you to be embarrassed about. Vaginal lubrication and the accompanying scent are a normal, healthy part of our biological makeup. I’m curious, why didn’t you offer to wet his finger for him. I don’t mean by using his fingers, but by wetting yours and transferring it to his.”


    “Oh, this is embarrassing. Okay, I should be honest. I thought about that, but I wanted Dad to do it on his own. He needs to act more manly. That’s why I figured Mom was pushing him - to make him be more like a man. And he was coming along so well. I figured I could help by making it easy, but still making him take the initiative. I pretended like me and Mom were working on a joint project to make Dad a better lover for her. That’s the only thing that made any sense to me.”


    “That’s understandable.”


    “Yeah, and when Mom started buying me these sexy clothes and underwear, it fit right in. I figured they were to excite Dad. I wore them mostly at home. I even started walking around in my skimpy bra and panties, walking sexy like. What blew me away was that Mom kept trying to get me to wear that stuff to school and out in public, places where Dad never was. That’s when I started getting suspicious of her true motives. Yesterday, she really blew me away. She came home with a present, supposedly bought by a friend of my dead grandpa’s. It is the most obscene thing you ever saw. She told me this lame story about this oath she pledged to grandpa on his death bed, that she had to do whatever this guy wanted. Heck, Grandpa didn’t have a death bed; he was hit by a truck and died instantly. She said this man wanted to see me in that bikini. She made me put it on. It was hideous, really gross. It’s vulgar, in fact. You can’t even see the bottoms when I’m standing with my legs together. All my pubic hair was showing. She says, ‘no problem. We’ll just shave it.’ She wanted to shave my pussy! Oh, and she wouldn’t let me do it, no, she had to do it. She blackmailed me to go along. It was awful - the most humiliating thing I’ve ever had to endure.”


    “Tell me about it.”


    Terry began a detailed narrative, self-conscious at first. With Steve’s constant reassurances, and his warm comforting, non-judgmental personality, Terry was soon freely using terms like pussy, tits, clit, and fuck. She found it so easy to talk to Steve, and desperately wanted to unburden herself. She told him in long drawn-out detail about being masturbated, but did not relate the oral sex scene.


    Steve knew all about the shaving scene, having received a call from April right afterwards. Throughout her narrative, Steve observed the signs of growing arousal as Terry recalled her experience. Her leg welcomed the feel of his hand. Towards the end, she used the foulest language, unnecessarily. She was still up on her elbows. Her skirt had slid up her thighs several inches, caused by her constant movement. He knew that at that pace, she’d take another twenty minutes to air her cunt—her obvious objective.


    Steve leaned forward and said, “Having your pussy shaved must have been quite traumatic for you. That’s a risky procedure. I better have a look.”


    Steve deftly flipped her skirt back over her middle and pushed her knees out wide. Terry sucked in a deep breath and stared with her mouth open as Steve studied her beaver with professional detachment. He leaned close, clinically moved parts with his index finger, and announced, “Well, it looks like she did a good job - no nicks.”


    Steve sat back and looked into Terry’s surprised face. She kept her knees out wide as he’d expected. He said, “I know all of this appears strange to you, but from what you told me, I have new hope. At least she didn’t put her mouth on your vagina. If she’d done that, then we would have a serious problem.”


    Terry bit her lower lip impishly. She said, “Dr. Wayne, I didn’t tell you everything. I was too embarrassed. She did do me with her mouth.”


    “Terry, I told you how important total candor is. Your mothers life may depend on it. Didn’t I make that clear?”


    “Her life?”


    “Yes, her life. Have you any idea how many women with her condition commit suicide? The numbers are staggering. You can read about it everyday. Of course they never tell you what led up to it. Without proper diagnosis and treatment, you could be reading about your mother one day. Is that what you want?”


    Tears welled in Terry’s eyes. A serious, worried look came over her. She cried, “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize.”


    “All right. Now, tell me what happened. Tell me every single detail.”


    Terry proceeded and quickly turned herself on. Juices seeped from her cunt. Her labia lips swelled and opened like a red orchid. Recalling her mother’s oral assault and not being able to touch herself had Terry in a sexually frustrated tizzy. Steve sat dispassionately watching her squirm. He could see that all he had to do was expose his cock and she’d be all over it. He decided to wait for the big day, make her stew.


    When she finished, Steve took her ankles and pulled them out straight. He replaced her skirt and sat back. A look of deep disappointment showed on Terry’s face. He said, “Terry, I’m going to ask you to do something that no girl your age should ever be called upon to do. Your mother can be saved, but not without your help. Are you willing?”


    “Yes! I’ll do anything.”


    “I was hoping you’d say that. I’ve grown fond of April. Okay, here it is. Your mother is like a pressure cooker. All her life she’s been supressing her sexuality. This builds the pressure. Now, there’s too much pressure built up. She’s about to blow. What she’s doing that seems so strange to you, is venting some of that pressure. She’s desperately trying to hang on. She wants to live, see you grow up, bounce your babies on her knee. She has no idea why she’s doing these things, but she instinctively knows she has to do them. Can you understand that, Terry?”


    “Yes. It is like she’s letting off steam. She seems so calm afterwards.”


    “Here’s the hard part, Terry. You are the one person in the world that can vent enough steam to relieve enough pressure so that April can return to a normal life.”


    “Me? Why me?”


    “Because you are the center of her sexual fantasies. When she first started having these feelings, her self image couldn’t take seeing herself doing these filthy things. As a defense, she projected them onto you. Over time, she has built an elaborate fantasy life with you as the star. She has imagined you doing every kind of perverse sexual act imaginable. Mostly, she has imagined you having intercourse with your father.”


    “She imagines that?”


    “It’s her favorite scenario. Now, Terry. Can you imagine what you’ll have to do to vent a lot of pressure?”


    “Let my dad fuck me?”


    “You do understand. You are a bright girl, Terry. Can you do it?”


    Terry thought for a moment, then said, “I’ve never done it. I’m a virgin.”


    “That’s not what I asked.”


    “Yes. Yes, I can do it if I have to. I can do it for Mom, but Dad would never fuck me. I can’t even get him to put his finger in my pussy.”


    “Let your mother worry about that. I just want to know if you’d be willing to sacrifice your virginity for this cause.”


    Terry giggled and said, “It’s better than giving it away for nothing. That’s what most girls my age end up doing. The only thing that bothers me is this thing tomorrow night. I’m not sure I can go through with it. I don’t even know these guys. Suppose she wants me to let them fuck me? I’ll freak; I know I will. Men scare me anyway. Well, not you, but you know.”


    “I understand, Terry. Look, you do what you think is right. I honestly doubt that April would force anything on you. In fact, by all indications, she is getting your permission for everything she does. Isn’t that right?”


    “Well, yeah, I guess so.”


    “It would be out of character for her to force things on you, other than to exert pressure. She will honor a flat no.”


    “That makes me feel better. What do you think is going to happen tomorrow night?”


    “I don’t know. I have a hunch she intends to shock you and your father. I think you may see her having sex with these men.”


    “Mom would never do that, never. She’s never cheated on Daddy. It isn’t in her.”


    “Terry, can I be completely candid with you? Can I trust you to keep what I say strictly between you and me?”


    “Yeah, honest. I’ll never tell a soul.”


    “I’m going way out on a limb here, but this is too serious not to. Terry, I’ve been screwing your mother.”


    “WHAT?”


    “I only do it to help stave off a total breakdown. It’s not much, but it is something I can do. It does seem to help.”


    “You and Mom…did it…when…where?”


    “Right here every time she visits. Right where you are sitting, in fact. Terry, I wouldn’t blame you if you loose all respect for me as a professional, even as a man. I only wanted to help.”


    “I don’t blame you, Dr. Wayne. You might have saved her life. I think that’s noble of you. I’m just surprised at Mom. Do you really think she’d do it with me and Dad in the house?”


    “I think she’d do it in the same room. I think this whole thing is a declaration of independence.”


    “But where do I fit in. Why is she dragging me into this?”


    “Can you think of anything dirtier than using your beautiful, sexy, teenage, virgin daughter to sexually excite your lovers, then have sex with them in front of her and your husband.”


    Terry blushed at the string of lewd compliments. A smile appeared and she said, “Wow, that is pretty nasty. So I’m supposed to make them horny, is that it?”


    “Yes, but that’s not the biggest reason. It’s the lewdness factor she’s feeding on. Involving you is sick and perverted. That’s what she needs to vent steam.”


    “I better warn Daddy.”


    “No, don’t do that. She wants to see genuine shock on your faces.”


    “She’ll see plenty of that if she just kisses one of them. I honesty can’t picture her doing it in front of us, though. Maybe she might take them in the bedroom.”


    “You’ll soon find out, won’t you?”


    “Yeah. I’ve decided to help her. I’ll wear the stupid bikini. I want to make them so horny that they’ll fuck her right in front of me.”


    “That’s the spirit. Look, here’s my card. Keep me informed. Remember, I want details.”


    “Don’t worry, I’m not bashful anymore. At least not around you, now that we have a secret. Dr. Wayne, are you going to fuck Mom today. I really think she needs it bad. She’s acting really horny.”


    Steve smiled and said, “My, but you do adjust quickly.”


    Terry blushed and said, “I was just thinking about Mom.”


    Steve looked at his watch and said, “I’m a little pressed for time. She probably is in worse shape now, though. She’s probably out there thinking that I’m fucking you.”


    “Do you think so!”


    “Terry, your mother has dropped so many hints that she wants me to screw you. Yes, I think so.”


    “Why didn’t you try?”


    “I’m a doctor, Terry. There are limits. Don’t think for a minute that I wasn’t thinking about it, though.”


    “You were, really?”


    “Why do you think I exposed you?”


    “Didn’t you like what you saw?”


    “I loved it. You have the sexiest pussy I’ve ever seen.”


    “I do. Did you notice I didn’t put my legs together after you let go.” Terry, once again, drew her legs up and laid them out.


    “Yes, I noticed. Look, we’re wasting time.” Steve, once again, laid them out, pulling her skirt down. “I suppose April isn’t wearing panties. I could just bend her over the desk and give her a quick poke.”


    “God! You’re making me all horny. I love the way you put that, ‘give her a poke.’ That sounds so nasty. I like it when you say nasty things. Can I watch you fuck my mom?”


    “It’s fine with me, but it’s up to her. I want you to go out there and give her this message: If you want the usual treatment, get naked, leave your clothes in the waiting room, and bend over Dr. Wayne’s desk. Tell her I told you to say those exact words and don’t worry about who hears. There are a couple of men out there, but they are close friends of mine.”


    “What about the lady?”


    “Marsha? She’s no lady, but she’s cool. Don’t worry about her. Go on, your mother will get a big kick out of it.”


    “Okay, if you’re sure. I’ll do it.”


    “Go, before I change my mind.”


    Terry left the office, growing more nervous with each step. In the waiting room, April sat alone across from two men in business suits. Marsha eyed Terry with intense interest, looking at her legs for tell-tale semen trails. She looked disappointed on seeing none. Terry went up to her mother and whispered the message after telling her that Dr. Wayne made her say it. After hearing the message, April smiled and pushed Terry away from her ear, saying, “I can’t understand a word you’re saying. And how many times have I told you that whispering in public is rude?” April addressed the men, saying, “I’m so sorry. Kids.” She turned back to Terry and said, “Now, young lady. What was that again? And speak up clearly.”


    Terry blushed crimson. She knew that her mother understood every word she’d spoken. She hesitated for a few seconds, then said, “Dr. Wayne said that if you want the regular treatment, you’ll have to get naked, leave your clothes out here, and bend over his desk. I’m sorry, Mom, but you made me.”


    April feigned shock at the message. She covered her face with her hands, crying, “You should have warned me that it was personal. I’m so embarrassed.” April stood and said, “Well, the damage is done, but I’m not going to be the only one humiliated. Maybe this will be a lesson to you, young lady.” April took Terry’s hand and dragged her to the center of the room. They stood together, facing the smiling men. April said, “You are going to strip with me, Terry. If that’s all right with these gentlemen.” They eagerly nodded.


    “Oh, Mom, no, please!”


    “Strip, Terry. Strip off everything, this instant. I’ll wait until you’re done.”


    “Mom, please don’t!”


    “I said strip! If clothes don’t start coming off in three seconds, I’ll let them do the job. One, two…”


    Terry reached for her blouse buttons crying, “Okay. I’m doing it.” Terry was methodically undoing buttons, fasteners, and zippers. The garments fell off of her body, one by one, until she was left with only shoes. Those she kicked free. She stood cowering in a crouch, hiding her breast and crotch with both arms. April placed her arms at her side and made the anguished teen stand straight, staring blankly forward. April then removed her own clothes and walked around Terry, enjoying the eyes going from her to Terry and back. Before leaving, April said, “I have a better idea.” She turned Terry around and kicked out Terry’s feet a good yard. She pushed hard on the back of her neck until Terry had her head between her knees, looking back at the grinning men from between her lewdly parted legs. April placed Terry’s hands on her ankles, stood and said, “Good. Now you stay that way until I get back, and think about what you did. Don’t move your feet or your hands.”


    Terry stared at the floor in abject humiliation. April said to Marsha, “See that she doesn’t move an inch.”


    Marsha came around the counter and joined the men on the couch, smiling broadly. After April entered Steve’s office, Marsha said, “Didn’t I tell you guys this would be worth it. Aren’t those two something? Look at that adorable little cunny—a virgin, too, I hear. You a virgin, sweetheart? Ever had a cock in that cute, bald pussy of yours?”


    The fire, ignited between her legs in Steve’s office, quickly rekindled. The vulgar exposure excited her, but Marsha’s lewd words stoked the fire. She felt her pussy fill with blood and open. Her clit throbbed. She said, “No, I never have. I’m a virgin.”


    She heard one man say, “Look how her cunt’s juicing up.”


    The other man said, “Look at those tits, would you. Those nipples could scratch glass. Hey kid, we can see you’re getting off on this. Why don’t you reach around your ass and pull that pussy open. Show us some pink meat.”


    Terry looked at them, but couldn’t speak. Marsha taunted, “Come on, girl, show us your hymen if you really are a virgin.”


    Terry found her voice, saying, “I am. I really am.”


    The first man said, “She just needs a little more encouragement. Hey kid, think about your mom in there getting her twat stretched by Steve’s cock. Did he show it to you?”


    “No, he didn’t.”


    The second man said, “Do you want to see ours?”


    Terry said, “I guess, if you want.”


    Both men freed their hard cocks and put them on display, fisting their erections. The first was thick and bulky, the second was long, thin and arching. She imagined both entering her pussy and pictured her mother bent over Steve’s desk with his big cock buried to the hilt. She was inclined to give them what they wanted, but longed for more of the lewd inducements. The long cock with the flaring purple crown held her fascination. Marsha launched herself from the couch and came up alongside Terry’s right side, facing the men. She placed her hands on Terry’s tight ass with her fingertips framing her slit, saying, “I’m tired of waiting on her. I can handle this.” With that, she pried Terry’s cunt lips wide open and declared, “I’ll be damned, there it is. Isn’t that a sweet sight guys?”


    The two excited men got up and knelt behind Terry, staring into her pussy. Terry liked being examined so obscenely. She felt the cool air on her hymen, warmed by their hungry stares. While they were absorbed with her pussy, she got a close-up look at both of their cocks. Both men were fisting their weeping dicks in her face. Long Dick noticed Terry staring at his cock. He went around to her front and knelt at her head. Terry looked up in time to have her vision filled with throbbing cock. He pumped, aiming his dick at her mouth. He said, “Here. Get a good look. Like it?”


    “It’s really big.”


    “See that clear fluid coming from the tip. Do you know what that is?”


    “Pee?”


    “No, it’s not pee. That’s precum. It’s a sweet, honey-like lubricant.” Before she could react, he swiped the head of his cock across her lips, depositing his precum. Terry jerked back, startled. He said, “Taste it.”


    She licked her lips and found the taste agreeable. He said, “You like that, huh? Want more?”


    “Okay, I guess.”


    “You’ll have to suck it out. Open wide.”


    Terry opened her mouth and took in the big head. She began sucking as he jacked off. Behind her, Thick Cock stood and brought his cock to her pussy. Marsha said, “Don’t fuck her. You know what Steve said.”


    “I’m not going to fuck her. I just want to give her a sample. I’ll just dent it a bit.”


    “Steve’s going to be pissed if you take her cherry.”


    Terry listened closely to their exchange. She put no sinister motive on Steve’s involvement. She saw this as concern for her welfare and respected him all the more. The cock in her mouth excited her greatly and she sucked hungrily. She waited with expectant anticipation for the feel of the stubby cock at her opening, eager to feel the lewd contact. She felt the rubbery head push at her inner membranes. He rubbed the hot cock up and down her slick slit. Terry was afraid that that was all he planned to do. She eased off the cock in her mouth to say, “You can stick it in if you want. My mom doesn’t care.”


    Thick Cock said, “Hey, the bitch wants it!”


    Marsha said, “Steve wants it too.”


    “Don’t worry. I ain’t going to take his precious virgin. Hey, sweetpus. I’m going to put the head inside. You tell me when to stop, okay?”


    “Uh huh!”


    Thick Cock grabbed her hips after centering his cock. He pulled gently. Terry grunted with the increased pressure, feeling the crown wedge in. He pulled harder and the head popped past her vaginal ring and pressed against her hymen. She squealed and cried out, “Oh, you’re inside. That feels weird. I like it.”


    “God Damn! This is the tightest, sweetest pussy I ever felt. Damn Steve anyway. He gets all the cherries. The son-of-a-bitch ought to share.”


    Marsha said, “He is sharing. Why do you think he invited you. All he wants is first crack at the virgins. You guys get plenty of young pussy. You should be grateful.”


    “Yeah, I know. I’m just having a hard time convincing my cock. Hey, sweetpus, after Steve takes your cherry, I get dibs on being number two, all right?”


    Terry got her mouth off the cock and started to speak. With her mouth open, a thick, long rope of cum shot to the back of her throat. She swallowed reflexively. While swallowing, another strand caught her across the nose. She fought to get her mouth over the spewing cock, taking another jet on the lower lip. It ran down her chin as she fastened her lips around the cock, sucking and swallowing. Thick Cock was jacking off with the head buried, beating his fist against her vulva on the upstroke, driving Terry wild. Marsha had to hold her in place to prevent her from impaling herself. Terry came while nursing the spent cock. Thick Cock came right after and doused her ass and cunt with his hot spend. The three adults disengaged and stood back, admiring their handiwork.


    Marsha went for two towels and tossed one to Thick Cock, saying, “Hurry, lets get her cleaned up before her old lady gets through. They don’t need to know about this. While she wiped Terry’s face, and Thick Cock attended her loins, Marsha said, “Let’s not mention this, okay?”


    Terry nodded, thinking it was an excellent idea. When they finished, she looked as before, only a little raw between the legs. The men returned their cocks. All three were back on the couch when April made her dramatic entrance. She sauntered over to Terry, dripping cum from her pussy, both legs heavily streaked. She paraded around Terry, saying, “Well, I see you’re still in one piece. Do you think you learned your lesson.?”


    “Yes, Mommy. I’m sorry.”


    April smiled to the audience, then went in search of a towel. She found Marsha’s stack and brought one back to Terry, who was still holding her ankles. April said, “Get on your knees, Terry.” Terry instantly knelt at her mother’s feet, looking into her drenched beaver. April handed her the towel, spread her feet out and said, “Here, you clean this mess up.”


    Terry started low and dabbed at the semen trails, moving steadily towards her mother’s crotch. April was playing to the audience. She stood with her hands on her hips. lewdly offering her soiled loins to her daughter’s ministrations. She said, “Terry, do you know what that stuff is?”


    “Yes, it’s sperm.”


    Terry was at her inner thighs. “That’s right, and where is it coming from?”


    “Your vagina.”


    “Don’t use clinical terms.”


    “Your pussy.”


    “Tell me how it got there.” Terry took her first swipe through the inflamed lips, fascinated by the view. She said, “Somebody put his dick in your pussy.”


    “Who?”


    “Dr. Wayne.”


    “That’s right, and what’s that called?”


    Terry used her fingers to open the lips in order to get at the semen seeping from her mother’s hole. She said “Fucking! You were letting Dr. Wayne fuck your pussy.”


    April laughed, pleased with Terry’s response and the way she boldly handled her pussy. She realized that Terry was also putting on a show for the three adults, and it filled her with pleasure. She said, “Are you going to tell your father I’ve been unfaithful to him?”


    “No, never.”


    “Yes you are. In fact, as soon as we get home, I’ll sit you down with him and listen while you do it. You will tell him everything that happened and what I made you do, won’t you?”


    “If you want me to.”


    “Terry, that towel hurts my tender pussy. I think I need something soft and warm. Can you think of anything you could use?”


    April was hoping that Terry would take the hint and say, ‘My tongue.’ Their eyes locked and April tried to send a signal that said, ‘Don’t make me suggest it.’ Terry surprised her by saying impishly, “I could use my mouth and try to suck it out.”


    April beamed, saying, “That is an excellent idea. You should have thought of it sooner.”


    Terry dropped the towel as April waddled into position over her up-tilted face, centering her hole over Terry’s lips. Steve stepped out of his office, leaned against the door frame and smiled on the scene. April and Steve exchanged smiles as Terry’s hands came up from behind and grasped April by the hip bones, pulling her face in tight, exaggerating the sucking of her mother’s pussy. April addressed her aroused audience, saying, “She makes a marvelous fuck rag. I should have thought of this years ago. What a waste.”


    Terry caught Steve’s presence out of the corner of her eye and stepped up her efforts. She moved her mouth over her mother’s clit and sucked hard. April said, “Why are you sucking my clit? There’s no sperm there.”


    “I thought if I could make you have an orgasm, it would wash down more sperm.”


    “Oh, excellent idea. Then by all means, make me cum. Isn’t she a doll. When she was a baby, I used to let her nurse on my clit as a pacifier. Her father used to have fits about that. I never should have stopped. I wish he could see her now. Oh yes, honey. You’re almost there. Flick your tongue on it. That’s it, baby. Oh yes! Oh yes! Get your mouth over my hole and rub my clit with your finger. Oh fuck yes. I’m drowning the little bitch. Drink it down, baby. Oh yeah!”


    After April’s orgasm passed, Terry continued to lick and suck her mother’s pussy. Her hands softly and reverently ran up and down her mother’s legs. She moved her hands up April’s front and molded them to her tits, massaging them gently. April allowed the show of affection and devotion to go on for a long time, then stepped away, leaving Terry in the middle of the room. She said, “Get dressed. Let’s go have a talk with your daddy so you can tell on me.”


 


    “Good Doctor Wayne—Part IV” BY TIFFANY


 


    April studied Terry, sitting quietly in the passenger seat, staring off into space. She said, “You played that very smart back there. You surprised me. I didn’t really expect you’d stay in the position I put you in. That must have been very humiliating for you.”


    “I got used to it. I guess you can get used to anything.”


    “Like your mother being a slut.”


    “You’re not a slut, Mom.”


    April laughed and said, “You sucked my lover’s sperm from my twat and then tell me I’m not a slut. Come on, Terry, lets have a little honesty.”


    “Okay, you’re a slut, but I still love you just the same.”


    “Isn’t that sweet. You know what I think. I think you love the idea. I think it makes your pussy wet and juicy. It does, doesn’t it?”


    Terry remembered Steve’s advice. She hung her head and quietly said, “I can’t help myself. It just gets that way.”


    “I knew it. No girl could eat my pussy the way you did unless she was really turned on to it all along. Did you ever in your wildest dreams think you’d be sucking sperm from your mother’s cunt?”


    Terry could see her mother becoming more and more excited by the lewd discussion. Her mind tried to look past the bizarre, unfamiliar mother to see the mother she knew growing up, a mother crying out for help in venting her repressed passions, a mother desperately trying to hang on to life. Terry did not doubt Dr. Wayne’s assessment of the situation. She understood the wisdom of his advice. She impulsively offered, “No, never. I’ve thought about licking you there before, though. I think about it all the time.”


    “You’ve been secretly lusting after me and your father for years, haven’t you?”


    Terry blushed and bashfully forced an affirmative nod. Her mother smiled, saying, “Of course you have. You can’t wait to wrap those innocent virgin thighs around his hips and take his stiff cock up your twat, can you?” Again, she nodded through a deepening blush. April laughed menacingly and said, “You fucking little whore. When I think off all the time we’ve wasted, I could slap your face. I hope your father takes a belt to you. If I ever catch you acting like an innocent school girl again, I will take a belt to you. Is that clear?”


    “Yes, Mother!”


    “You ever lick a pussy before?”


    A shy smile crossed Terry’s lips. She said, “Mom, you won’t believe this, but just last month, I licked eight girls’ pussies in one night, and that was my first and last time until today.”


    “What! There better be a good story that goes with this.”


    “There is, want to hear it?”


    “Of course I want to hear it.”


    “Well, remember when we had that slumber party at Cindy Hamilton’s house?”


    “I remember.”


    “Well there were nine of us girls, mostly from the swim team. We got to talking about sex and boys as usual. We all got super turned on swapping sex stories. Jennifer Gordy suggested we all play a game of poker and the first one that lost all of her chips had to be the sex slave of everyone else. Most of the girls liked the idea, but me, Cindy, and Toni were against it. I didn’t want to play poker as the game, because I don’t know how to play poker. Cindy and Toni were just plain chicken. The others finally forced us to agree to play, but we set up rules. One was, if the loser was a virgin, we couldn’t stick anything up her pussy. Another was, no hurting. Spanking was okay, but nothing that might leave a mark. Another was we all swore never to ever tell anyone outside our group who the loser was.


    “To make a long story short, I lost, and quickly. They never explained the rules of the game very well, and you couldn’t drop out of a hand. You had to bet no matter what you had. I thought I’d die when I lost that last hand. Patty Griswald jumped up and said, ‘Let’s strip her.’ All those girls attacked me. I was naked in seconds. They spread-eagled me and felt me up. I had sixteen pairs of hands on me and mostly between my legs.”


    “How exciting! Tell the truth, you loved it, didn’t you?”


    “Not at first. At first, I was scared to death. They pulled my legs up over my head and forced me into the splits. They pulled my pussy lips wide open then took turns looking into my pussy, poking at it, and making fun of my cherry. Me, Cindy, and Toni were the only virgins in the group. They were really disappointed to find that I was. They wanted to play fuck games, you know, fucking the loser with stuff like hair brush handles and vegetables. Anyway, they worked me over but good. They fucked my ass since they couldn’t do my pussy. That was one night I hated being a virgin. Taking a large cucumber up your butt is no fun.”


    “This is fucking beautiful. I love it! What else got shoved up your ass?”


    “You name it, if it looked phallic, up my butt it went. Thankfully, they gave me a whole series of enemas before they really got serious. I was totally empty. I was passing clear water. They got hornier and hornier. All but Cindy and Toni stripped naked. That’s when they tied me on my back and took turns squatting on my face. They held my head still while girls rubbed their twats all over my face. Girls that were at the end of the line amused themselves teasing my pussy. That’s when I got turned on. I licked the pussies without being ordered to. They thought that was great and teased me mercilessly about being queer. They didn’t have to hold me after that. I licked their pussies anyway they wanted me to: standing, sitting in a chair, lying down, doing the splits over my face. That’s all I did for the rest of the night was lick pussies. Mom, I even had to eat two girls that were on the rag.”


    “I was going to ask about that. There’s no way that at least one out of eight girls wouldn’t be menstruating. How was it?”


    “Not bad, really. Sarah Brewer made me pull her tampon out with my teeth and suck on it. That was gross. That grossed everybody out.”


    Did you ever go down on Cindy?”


    “Yes, and Toni. Cindy took her panties off and Toni finally stripped right before dawn. Cindy was neat. She went ga ga over having me eat her out.”


    “Some best friend, huh?”


    “She likes to tease me about that night. She’s been hinting like crazy that she’d like me to do it again. Heck, they all do. They call me lezzy, and I’m always getting naked beavers shoved in my face. So far, they seem to have kept their word, though. Nothing about me is getting around, thank god.”


    “Too bad.”


    “Too bad? Mom, if that ever got out I’d be ruined. Everybody is talking about Cindy’s slumber party. Everybody is speculating about who the loser was.”


    “Don’t tell me Cindy’s brother could keep that secret.”


    “He couldn’t, but Cindy would never tell Mark.”


    “I could.”


    “Mom! You wouldn’t, would you?”


    “When we get home, I want you to get Mark on the phone for me.”


    Terry’s face fell, all the color drained. She cried, “Mom, I’m begging you. Please don’t do that. I’ll do anything you want.”


    “We’ll see. As soon as we get in the house, I want you to strip naked, go up to your father, and take out his cock. Don’t take no for an answer, just do it. If you can get him to cum in your mouth, I promise I won’t tell.”


    She whined, “But Mom, Daddy won’t let me do that.”


    “I know you are stronger than he is. If you can’t suck his dick, it means you aren’t trying.”


    Terry sat back and stared out the window, watching her driveway draw near with increasing anxiety. With so many things to consider, the one overwhelming consideration was that of helping her mother with her problem and the awful consequences of not helping. Weighed against that, Terry finally set her mind on one goal - following her orders to the letter. When they walked in the door, Charlie was in the living room, reading the afternoon paper. April stood behind Terry just inside the entryway, watching as she removed her clothes. She followed as Terry padded into the living room, then took a station by the fireplace.


    Charlie set the paper aside, prepared to welcome his family. One look at Terry’s naked body making directly for him froze his speech. Terry walked right up and knelt at his feet, reached for his belt, and said, “I have to do this Daddy, please don’t fight me.”


    Charlie, however, could not relax. He struggled to keep his pants. Terry tried to force him to yield, but it was more difficult than she anticipated. In exasperation, she placed her hands on his knees and pleaded, “Daddy, listen to me! If you don’t let me suck your penis - in fact, if you don’t ejaculate in my mouth - Mom is going to see that I am ruined at school. She can do it with one phone call. I could never show my face outside this house again. You know she’ll do it. I’m begging you; let me do this!”


    Charlie turned his frightened eyes on April, while still defending his belt. He cried out, “April, please! Don’t force her; don’t force me. I know how much you want this. I understand, but not like this. Honey, stop and think about what you’re doing. You are going to destroy our relationship with our only daughter. She’ll end up hating us and will probably run away, or worse.”


    April shot back, “Charlie, I think I know my daughter better than that. I know how much she can take, and she wants me to push. She secretly wants me to expose the real Terry.”


    “April, the real Terry is exposed. The Terry you are thinking about is a product of your imagination. You created the bad Terry.”


    Terry observed the exchange like a fan watching a tennis match. With her secret knowledge of her mother’s problem, and with her father’s confidences, she felt she could moderate the argument from a higher level of understanding. It was a strange position to be in with parents. She could say nothing, though, only listen.


    April said, “Bullshit! If you were a real man you’d see right away that Terry is a natural born whore. She’s addicted to semen. She has to have it, and she’ll go to any lengths to get it. She wants to get fucked so badly she can’t stand it. She’s a slave to her hot pussy and there’s nothing she won’t do to satisfy it.”


    Terry blushed at her mother’s words. She wanted to tell them that she’d only had her first taste of semen less than an hour earlier. She bit her tongue as Charlie said, “That’s pure nonsense, April. I dare say she’s never seen or tasted semen.”


    “Forget about the phone call for the time being, Terry. I think it would be instructive for you to tell your father about your afternoon. Start with the message you gave me in Dr. Wayne’s waiting room in front of all those people. Tell him how you humiliated me in front of nearly a dozen people, many of them my coworkers. Go on, Terry, and be sure to tell him what I did to you as a punishment.”


    Terry picked up on the clue to exaggerate. Though it bothered her to lie to her father, she went along. She gave an accurate description of the event, taking this opportunity to let her mother know what actually happened to her while she was with Dr. Wayne. She also put faces to the fictitious numbers. Charlie sat in numbed disbelief, glancing frequently to his wife to get her confirming smug smile. April enjoyed the way Terry narrated the incident, giving April another perspective on one of the most exciting sexual adventures of her life. From time to time, April interrupted to offer a lewd detail, or prompt Terry in a certain direction. Terry seemed to read her thoughts, picking up hints and elaborating. As happened in Dr. Wayne’s office, the telling of a sex story rekindled her vaginal fire. Before Terry was through, she had one hand between her legs, the other fondling her breasts, and was using a steady stream of the most vulgar terms.


    When Terry concluded her story, April folded her arms curtly and said, “Well, what do you think of our little angel now.”


    “Damn it, April. What planet are you from. You committed adultery, publicly stripped and humiliated my daughter, forced her to perform cunnilingus on you afterwards, also in public, and have the audacity to point an accusing finger at her. You cheated on me, April. You’ve been with another man. Why? I want an explanation. Forget about Terry.”


    April pretended to ignore his tirade. She said, “Look at her, Charlie. She’s so hot she has to masturbate. The girl is shameless. It’s a good thing I noticed the signs early. Now I can guide her. There’s nothing we can do, a whore is a whore. It’s genetic. Probably from your side. Your mother was strange, you have to admit that.”


    “Don’t change the subject. I want to know about this guy you’re having an affair with.”


    April marched over, saying, “It’s not an affair; it was a fuck. And where do you get off talking to me in that tone. When did you grow a pair of balls?”


    April loomed over him, standing beside Terry. She reached behind Terry and propelled her onto to Charlie’s lap. As Terry fell forward, she turned and sat on his lap. Charlie held her protectively as a shield from April’s wrath. His right arm crossed over both breasts, his left hand rested low on her tummy. Terry settled in, sitting up, her back against his chest, her legs outside his, sitting directly over his groin. While Charlie was focused on April, Terry placed her left hand on his


left hand and gently moved it between her legs. Terry guided her father’s finger through her moist slit. April maintained her tirade, shouting invectives and demeaning his manhood. Charlie cowered, but Terry felt his manhood awaken beneath her. The more demeaning threats and insults her mother threw at him, the harder he got. Terry wanted to pass this news bulletin to her mother, but could not. In addition, her father’s fingers began moving through her slit on their own. This she passed on by moving her hand off of his. When April first noticed, her face lit up.


    April said, “Charlie, you’re pathetic. You sit there all sanctimonious, talking morality and fidelity, and have the nerve to finger-fuck my daughter right in front of me while playing with her tits.”


    His fingers stopped moving, but he kept then in place, saying meekly, “I thought that’s what you wanted. I just want to be a good husband to you.”


    “Do you want to be a good husband, Charlie?” He nodded. “Then find me a big-dicked stud to fuck. While you’re at it, get a few for your little angel. And by the way, you need to throw in a few cunts for her. She has a fondness for pussy, too. Tell your father how many little girls you have licked between the legs.”


    Terry turned her face to her dad’s and said, “Not counting Mom, eight.”


    “Some angel, huh! From now on, you address her as slut, whore, tramp, bitch, cock-sucker, or cunt-lapper. When you refer to her, don’t ever use her name or the word daughter alone. It is whore daughter, or slut daughter, is that understood?”


    Charlie nodded. Terry squirmed over his stiff cock and yawned her legs wide. Charlie moved two fingers into her cunt. Terry snuggled back and lolled her head on his shoulder, turning to face him and saying impishly, “What are you going to call me, Daddy?”


    “All of them, I guess.”


    “No, I want to hear.”


    “You are our whore daughter. You’re a slut and a cunt-lapper. You are my tramp daughter, a cock-sucker.”


    “Ummmm, Yes. That sounds better than plain old Terry, especially when you say it. I want to suck your cock, Daddy. Please! Please can I!”


    Terry slid to the floor while turning to face him. She settled between his legs and reached for his belt. This time, he sat passively and watched her open his pants. She freed his stiff member and stuffed it into her mouth, sucking hungrily and jacking his shaft. April took a seat beside her husband. Her arm went around his shoulder. She took his left hand in her left hand and squeezed. Together, they watched Terry sucking like a sex fiend. April turned and gave Charlie a passionate kiss, the first in months. She whispered in his ear, “I love you, you know that don’t you?” He nodded. “You know I’m doing the right thing with her, don’t you?” Again he nodded. “You’ll support me from now on. You won’t give me a hard time?”


    He gave another silent nod and they both settled back to watch the climactic finish. Minutes later, Charlie’s loins lifted, he strained, grunted, and pumped a copious load into Terry’s hard-sucking mouth. He cried out, “Oh, yes! Oh, Jesus! Look at her go, sweetheart. Swallow it down, baby!”


    Terry swallowed as fast as she could, nursing on the spurting cock. After he settled back and relaxed, Terry kept sucking, trying to make him hard again. April tapped her daughter on the shoulder and said, “Time out, slut. He’s a one-shot cannon. Why don’t you lie back on the floor and masturbate for us. Tell your father about Cindy’s slumber party. He’ll like that one.”


    Terry reclined on her back, spread her legs wide, and proceeded to narrate her adventure. When she finished, and after two orgasms, she looked to April with a self-satisfied smile. April returned a smile and said, “That was very good, slut. Now get Mark on the phone.”


    Terry sat up, astonished. She said, “What? But I did what you said!”


    “I know. I’m not going to tell him you were the loser. I want to talk to him; now, do as I said.”


    Terry painfully got to her feet and went to the phone. She paused after picking up the hand-set and said, “Please! I beg you. Don’t say anything to Mark. Don’t make me call him.”


    “Dial!”


    Charlie cast concerned eyes on April. April merely smiled down on him as she got up to move to the phone. Terry dialed with trembling fingers. Cindy’s mother answered and called Mark. Terry sheepishly said, “Mark, this is Terry. My mother wants to talk to you.” Terry handed April the phone, pleading with her eyes, shaking her head and mutely mouthing the word, ‘No’.


    April turned her back to Terry and said, “Hello, Mark, how are you? You did a great job edging our lawn, but that’s not what I called about.” Terry was back in April’s face pleading with prayerful hands. April again turned away. “Mark, this may sound a bit odd. I shouldn’t be doing this. I have to punish Terry. She’s done something very bad. It’s so shocking and disgusting, I couldn’t say it over the phone.” Terry got on her knees in front of April and prayed earnestly. “No, I’d rather not say. Just a moment, Mark.”


    April cradled the phone in her neck, reached down and lifted her skirt, spread her legs, and shoved Terry’s face hard up against her crotch, saying, “Now stay there until I’m done.” She dropped her skirt over her daughter’s head and smiled at Charlie who was looking back from the sofa. She leaned back against the telephone stand, widened her stance, and maneuvered Terry’s head by pressing her skirt-shrouded head. She crossed her eyes, licked her lips, then bit her lower lip demonstrating to her husband just how much she enjoyed what she was doing to their daughter. Charlie merely shook his head with an uneasy smile, but kept watching.


    She could feel the tears running down her inner thighs as she said, “Okay, Mark. As I was saying, I need to punish her severely, but I can’t bring myself to hit her as hard as she deserves. I thought I might gain the impact I need by adding an element of humiliation. That way, I wouldn’t have to physically hurt her. You always seemed to take an interest in Terry. I got to thinking, maybe if you came over and watched.”


    “Heck yeah, Mrs. Jennings,! I’d love…I mean sure, I’d be willing to help you out.”


    “Mark, I should warn you, I usually make her strip naked for punishments. I suppose I could let her wear her swimsuit.”


    “No! Please, you don’t have to change anything on my account.”


    “Do you think I should ask your mother if it’s okay?”


    “NO! Uh, she left, besides, I’m sure it’s okay with Mom. She thinks like you do. She lets me look at Playboy and Penthouse. It’s no big deal seeing a naked girl.”


    “If you’re sure. I didn’t think you’d mind seeing her naked, but I thought the punishment part might bother you.”


    “No, it won’t bother me at all.”


    “I won’t hurt her, I assure you. It’s her pride I want to hurt. Say, do you know of anyone else that might be willing to help out. How about Cindy?”


    “Cindy will want to see, for sure. I can get lots of guys.”


    “I think six, maybe ten would be plenty. Be sure to warn them and tell them to get their parent’s permission.”


    “No problem, Mrs. Jennings.”


    “Can you get them here in say, an hour?”


    “Sure.”


    “See you in an hour then. Oh, and Mark. I hope no one brings a camera, because I’ll have to be stepping out of the room from time to time and there’s no way I could stop her from being photographed.”


    “Jerry can bring his Instamatic and Cindy has a Poloroid.”


    April smiled and said, “Mark, I don’t think you got my drift. I don’t want to know.”


    “Oh, yeah, right.”


    “Thanks again, Mark. See you in an hour.”


    April hung up the phone and stepped away from Terry. Terry sat with her head hung, sobbing quietly. April lifted her face by the chin and said, “We’re going to have some fun, whore. Aren’t you excited?”


    “Mom, how could you? How can I go to school tomorrow, or ever?”


    “You’ll go. Look at it this way. You’re a whore. It pays to advertise. What’s the use of having a whore for a daughter if nobody knows she’s a whore. If I had my way, I’d have it tattooed on your forehead. I want everyone to know that my daughter is a cunt-sucking, cock-sucking, butt-fucking whore. Do you know how you’re going to help me with my goal?” Terry’s head shook, no. “During this mock punishment ordeal, you are going to let it slip that you were the loser at Cindy’s slumber party, and that you lost on purpose.” Terry just stared numbly. “I want you to think of a clever way to expose yourself. You have less than an hour. Now go put on your bikini and throw a robe over it. Take some time to fix your face and hair and put on lots of makeup.”


    Terry broke down in tears and slowly got to her feet and left the room. April walked over to Charlie and said, “She’ll be all right after we get started. It’ll be better this way. Why drag this out over months.”


    He said, “Inviting those kids is a big mistake, April. What you’re considering is child abuse. Those kids will talk. Those pictures will be all over. The police are going to come knocking on our door.”


    “I doubt that. I’m not going to hit her with anything, just my hand. Spanking in this state does not constitute child abuse. There’s no law that says we can’t go nude in our own home. I’ve warned my guests. If they stay voluntarily, there’s nothing anyone can do but bitch. I’m not going to get into any sex play, it will be a straight punishment session. Of course, I’m going to punish her for acting like a whore, buying that bikini, and shaving off her pubic hair. What they do when my back is turned is their business.”


    Terry went straight to her bedroom phone and called Dr. Wayne. “Hello! Steve, this is Terry, Terry Jennings.”


    “Terry, you sound like you’ve been crying.”


    “Mom’s gone off the deep end. She made me suck dad’s penis and now she has invited a bunch of kids from school to watch me get punished, naked. She’s even going to make me wear that bikini and make me admit to them that I’m a whore. They’re even going to take pictures. What am I going to do? They’ll be here soon.”


    “Terry, when you made the commitment to help your mother, did you think you’d actually keep it a family secret?”


    “Well, no, but…”


    “I told you she wants a whore, you, to vent through. You volunteered. I told your mom to go ahead and get it out of her system, make the announcement to the world. I thought you were serious about helping her.”


    “I am, but…”


    “There’s no but’s’. Either you are, or you’re not. If you are, then you go down and act like a fucking whore for your mother. This isn’t make believe, Terry. You’re actually going to have to become a whore to satisfy her.”


    “But I’m not a whore.”


    “You’d have a hard time convincing my two buddies of that. Pete is still going on about that blow job you gave him. Dave can’t get over your tight cunt. Marsha has talked of nothing else. They’re still here.”


    “They told you?”


    “They weren’t going to, but they couldn’t hold it in.”


    “Steve, when they were talking, they said you had dibs on my cherry. Is that true?”


    “I stake my claim on every female that comes through my office if I can get her, yeah.”


    “Oh. So, when are you going to claim me?”


    “You are sounding like a whore, Terry.”


    “I’m trying to, only how can I be a whore if I’m a virgin?”


    “Good point. It sounds like you’ve accepted your lot in life.”


    “Yeah, I knew I would. You know what? I was scared to death, and I cried a lot, but it was out of nervousness. I really think this is exciting. I mean, if I have to do it anyway, and Mom is going to see that everybody knows I’m a whore, this is a pretty neat way of getting started. I was hoping you’d talk me into it.”


    “I’ll bet your pussy is wet, isn’t it?”


    “I’m flooding my thighs. Look, I better get moving. I have a show to put on.”


    “Break a leg, kid.”


    Terry had the obscene bikini on and was adjusting the patch nested between her legs. She made the top edge show the beginning of her vaginal crease. While adjusting the front ties, her phone rang. Her friend, Cindy, was on the line. Cindy said, “Terry, what’s going on?”


    “Oh, Cindy. I don’t know what to say. My mom is wierding out.”


    “No kidding. Is she really going to punish you naked in front of Mark and his buddies?”


    “Yes.”


    “Holy shit! What did you do?”


    “I can’t say.”


    “Wow, it must be really bad. I’m coming too. You won’t be mad, will you?”


    “Would it matter?”


    “Look, I’m really sorry, Terry. I feel real badly for you, honestly, but you understand, don’t you? I can’t pass this up. You’d be over here if it was me, and you know it.”


    “I suppose.”


    “Terry, Jennifer Gordy was with me when Mark told me. She’s coming too.”


    “Oh, no, not Jennifer!”


    “She wants to talk to you.”


    Terry started to protest, but found herself protesting to Jennifer. “Hi, lover. I hear you’ve been a bad girl. Did Mommy catch you going down on one of her friends? My pussy has been missing you something fierce. It’s always crying, ‘I need my Terry!’” Terry heard the viscous laughter coming from both girls. Her face fell. She listened as Jennifer taunted, “We’re bringing Cindy’s Poloroid. We girls had a meeting. We decided that you’ve been stingy with your vaginal favors. We kind of like having a lezzy in the group. Even Cindy is pissed at you for not taking her hints. Toni is the only one that feels sorry for you, but even she’s coming around. We’re going to bring her along. If your Mom leaves us alone like she hinted she would, we’re going to hold Toni down for you. You know what you better do, don’t you?”


    “Please, Jennifer, not in front of those boys. Look, I’ll start being extra nice to you guys. I won’t give you any problem, I promise.”


    “I know you won’t. Say, your mom won’t get pissed if she walks in and catches us, will she?”


    “I doubt it.”


    “Could we get away with stripping Toni?”


    “Knowing her, she’d probably like that.”


    “Yeah! Is Mommy a lezzy, too?”


    “I’m not a lezzy, Jennifer, and neither is my mom.”


    “Yeah, right. I’ll bet you two lick each other’s pussies, don’t you? Don’t you?”


    “Jennifer, please. Why are you being like this? I thought you guys were my friends.”


    “We are, and we can be better friends as soon as you learn your place.”


    “Which is?”


    “On your knees with your face between our legs, sucking our cunts. Now, do you understand?”


    “Yes.”


    “You don’t sound very convincing.”


    “I understand, Jennifer. You’ll get your way; you always do.”


    “That’s right, and you better remember, we only promised not to divulge the loser’s identity. Nothing says we have to keep this or the pictures to ourselves. If you don’t want to be famous, you’d better learn how to be a good friend. See you in a few minutes, lover!”


    The phone went dead. Terry’s heart beat rapidly as she hung up the hand-set. She turned as her father poked his head in the door. Their eyes met. She saw his eyes wander over her skimpy bikini. He said, “May I come in, sweetheart?”


    “Yes, Daddy, you know you can.”


    He eased inside and closed her door. They stood facing each other, exchanging somber looks. Terry burst out, “Oh, Daddy!”


    She feel into his warm hugging embrace. Charlie tried to ignore her exciting body pressing him full front. His hands timidly stroked her smooth back in a soothing, fatherly manner. He said, “There, there, precious. It’s all right. I’m so sorry, Terry.”


    Terry leaned back in his arms and studied his face. She said, “You can’t call me by my name anymore, remember?”


    “Your mother is taking a shower.”


    “Yeah, well, it’s a bad habit to get into. One day you’ll slip. I know you don’t like calling me those names, but I don’t want you to get in trouble.”


    Terry had her arms around his lower waist and applied undue pressure keeping their loins in tight contact. Terry could feel his manhood stirring against her mound. She reached back and guided both of his hands down from the small of her back to the lower slopes of her ass cheeks. She smiled as he cupped her moons and returned the pressure. Terry lifted to position his cockhead at her clit and shamelessly rolled her pelvis as he dug his fingers into her ass crack, pulling her tight. Terry said, “She expects me to act like a whore, and expects you to treat me like a whore. We may as well practice.”


    He nodded and rubbed against her. She said, “That feels good, Daddy.” They rocked against one another for several moments, then Terry said, “Daddy, Mom is sick. I talked with her therapist. She has to vent these passions or she’ll break down. She could kill herself.”


    Charlie eyed her curiously, immediately suspicious. He did not pass those suspicions to Terry, however. He said, “I’m glad she found professional help. Did the doctor suggest you go along with her?”


    “Yes. He said I had to. He said it’s a matter of life and death. Daddy, he only screwed mom because she needed to vent pressure. He’s a real neat guy, Daddy.”


    “I’m sure he is.”


    “Daddy, Mom wants him to take my virginity. We are both willing. I think it’s all set up.”


    “I see.”


    “I know she wants to see you and me fucking.”


    “Yes, I know. I hear about it all the time.”


    “You’ll have to do it. You know that, don’t you?”


    “Yes. Sweetheart, I could do it right now.”


    Terry looked down her front at her father’s loins dry humping her crotch and said, “I can tell. You almost are. You’ll have to wait your turn, though.” She was delighted at his reaction. He pounded against her cunt. She took the lewd abuse with a passive smile, adding, “Besides Dr. Wayne, there are two other men before you.” He humped wildly against her cunt. “There may even be more that I don’t know about. I think they’re drawing lots.” He slammed his loins into her repeatedly. “Does it bother you to have to wait in line to fuck me, Daddy?”


    Charlie groaned, stiffened, spasmed, and drenched his pants while clinging tightly to his lusty daughter. Terry felt the warm wetness spreading over her crotch. She hugged his neck and whispered sexily, “I can’t wait to fuck you, Daddy. I wish they’d let you get a number.”


    Charlie couldn’t speak. He held her tightly, embarrassed at his lack of control. Terry said, “I have to finish getting ready, and it feels like you need to change your pants.”


    They eased apart, slowly. They both looked at the spreading wet spot over his groin. Terry smiled, patted the spot and said, “You shouldn’t have much trouble treating me like a whore now, huh?”


    He smiled self-consciously and said, “Or calling you one. I’m sorry. I don’t know why I said that.”


    Terry laughed and brushed hair from his brow, saying, “You said it because you know I am one.”


    He studied her pretty face and said, “Are you really, Terry? I mean do you really see yourself that way?”


    “I do now. I certainly will after this little get together. And you called me Terry again. The next time you slip, I’m going to tell Mom. I mean it.”


    “All right. You asked for it, slut. From now on, you are a fucking whore and I’m going to treat you like one.”


    Terry smiled, leaned up and kissed his forehead. She turned him towards the door and pushed gently, saying, “Good, now leave this whore to her business. I have a show to get ready for.”


    He paused at the door to say, “Break a leg.”


    Terry said, “You’re the second person today that told me that. This whore business is beginning to sound dangerous.”


 


    “Good Doctor Wayne—Part V” BY: TIFFANY


 


    Terry applies the finishing touches to her full lips by applying thick red lipstick. Her mother enters the room carrying a grocery bag. Terry stands and presents herself for April’s inspection. April studies Tiffany wearing only the tiny string bikini and likes what she sees. She sets the bag on Terry’s bed and advances on her, kneeling at Terry’s feet and dropping the two front ties to the suit. The crotch pad falls away and dangles between Terry’s legs held by the one string secured to the chain belt in back. April brings her middle finger to Terry’s vaginal opening and says, “You better bite down, this might sting a bit.”


    Before Terry had time to absorb the instructions, her mother’s stiffened finger went fully into her pussy, tearing through her hymen. Terry went to her tip toes and cried out, “Ouch!”


    April kept her finger deeply embedded and said, “There, that pesky membrane is history. I can’t very well accuse you of being a whore if you are a biological virgin now can I?” Terry shook her head and wiped tears from her eyes. April said, “I had hoped to offer it to Steve Wayne, but I think he’d approve. He’ll still be your first fuck, and you’ll find it will go much better if his big cock isn’t the first foreign object you’ve taken.” April withdrew her finger and examined it, saying, “Good, at least you don’t bleed like a stuck pig the way I did.” She went to the bag and withdrew a rubber cock eight-inches long and thickly veined. It looked to Terry like a lopped-off penis. April brought it to Terry’s pussy and wet it in her juices. She fit the cock into Terry’s opening and worked it in, twisting and turning as Terry squirmed and groaned. Terry had a difficult time taking it as April wanted to insert the entire thing. She finally managed to get the base past her vaginal ring of muscle tissue then sat back and smiled, saying, “There, feel stuffed?”


    “Oh God, Mom! It feels like it’s going to pop out of my mouth.”


    “This is nothing, Terry. Pussies are incredibly elastic. I’ll have you taking foot long monsters that are thicker than your forearm inside a week. I can also teach you exercises that will keep you tight like a virgin. You will be able to fuck a horse but still be able to squeeze down on a pencil.”


    “Can you do that, Mom?”


    “Don’t be silly. I’m no whore. Why would I want my vagina turned into a toy for any cock that comes along. Turn around and bend over. I have one other surprise for you. Grab your cheeks and smile for me.” Terry followed orders. “No! Grab your ass cheeks you dumb cunt, and get that silly grin off your face.”


    April went to the bag and returned with a plastic butt plug. April rudely inserted it in Terry’s ass while Terry groaned. She slapped her ass and said, “Stand and turn around. Now walk up and down.” Terry took baby steps but gradually adjusted to the novel sensation. After a few trips around the room, she walked fairly normal. April said, “Perfect, now retie your bottoms, throw on the robe, and be prepared to make an entrance at my call. Oh, and Terry. If I’m not satisfied with the way you act, and you know very well what I want, I’ll take a belt to you. Don’t think that because I’ve never laid a hand on you that I won’t. Things are different, now. Is that understood?”


    “Yes, Mother. I’ll put on a good show, I promise.”


    When April left Terry alone, Terry fell forward onto her bed and began crying. Though resolved to her fate, she none-the-less had her normal inhibitions and true self-image to contend with. The thought of her life after the session filled her with dread. She slowly gathered courage and fought the impulse to call Dr. Wayne for more support. She listened carefully for noise from downstairs and soon heard her front door receiving guests. She recognized every voice and shuddered at the awareness that practically every neighborhood boy between twelve and sixteen-years-old was in her house. There were eight in all, not counting Cindy, Toni, and Jennifer, bringing the total to eleven. Terry had grown up with those kids and fought a running battle with the boys to protect her modesty. They were all friends of Mark. Mark was, in fact, the ring leader. They went to elaborate extremes to steal her secrets, often with Cindy’s help. Cindy would distract Terry so that a few boys could get low behind her and gaze up her skirt. Sometimes, Cindy arranged to hide boys in her room then talked Terry into trying on clothes. As a consequence, Terry was forever on her guard. They’d get their fill today, she mused.


    Terry had her ear to her door, waiting with anxious anticipation for her mother’s call. Five minutes after the last boy arrived, she heard, “Terry! Come down here.”


    Terry took a deep breath, hugged the robe tightly and made her exit. She took the stairs on trembling legs and advanced into the living room. The kids sat in a semi-circle around April with the three girls standing in the back, smiling. Terry was flushed red as she timidly went to stand beside her mother facing the center. She noticed that Mark had the best seat, front and center. The Robinson twins, the same boys that got into trouble for placing a ladder at her bedroom window and spying on her, sat on either side of Mark. Brad, Steven, and Jeff were on Mark’s left. Jerry and Brady were on Mark’s right. They were all looking up at her with hopeful expectation.


    Terry gulped as April began, saying, “As you all know, my daughter is here to be punished. Her humiliation is her punishment, so feel free to look and comment. I trust that you all secured your parent’s permission and that you informed them that Terry would be in the nude.” They all nodded vigorously. The little liars, thought Terry.


    April continued, “Very well. Terry has been doing things that I personally find immoral and disgusting, but a picture is worth a thousand words, as they say.” With this, April reached for Terry’s robe having to almost pry Terry’s paralyzed fingers from it. With agonizing slowness, it parted fully and was pulled away. A collective gasp came from the boys at the sight she presented. She may as well have been naked. Her breast were bare save for the tiny triangles that barely covered each nipple. The right triangle had, in fact, slipped off revealing most of that nipple. They saw a simple gold chain belt securing two strings that dipped between Terry’s legs. They could see that the strings tied to a patch, but the patch was between her closed legs. They gawked at the bare pubic mound and at the beginning of Terry’s crack. Their eyes devoured her body from her head to her high heel clad feet.


    April let them absorb the vision for a few minutes, then said, “This is what Terry spent my money on when she asked to buy a swim suit. Is this the type of swim suit a nice girl wears, Mark?”


    Mark said, “Heck no!”


    “Mark, what kind of girl wants to wear a suit like this?”


    “Do you want me to say for real?”


    “Yes, be honest.”


    He smiled and said, “A slut, I guess.”


    “How about whore, or tramp, or cheap slut?”


    “Yeah, all of those.”


    “Cindy, would you ever wear something like this?”


    “No way, I’d die.”


    “Jennifer?”


    “Shit no! I’m not a slut like Terry. I’m sorry, Mrs. Jennings, but you said be honest.”


    “Oh, I agree with you one hundred percent. I appreciate your honesty.”


    Addressing Toni, she said, “Aren’t you Toni Talbert?” Toni nodded bashfully. “Do you agree with Jennifer?”


    “I guess. I know I’d never be caught dead in something like that. My Mom and Dad would kill me anyway.”


    “I wouldn’t blame them, Toni.” Terry took all this while staring blankly off in space on the verge of hyper-ventilating. April said, “I caught her standing in her open window doing a bump and grind with her hands between her legs, flashing people that walked by on the sidewalk. Did any of you kids catch her act?”


    A sea of heads shook in wonder. “Well some of your parents did, I’m sure. Terry, remove that suit this instant. It disgusts me to look at you in that thing.”


    With trembling fingers, Terry untied the top and let it drop. She reached behind and released the one tie in back. Her crotch pad hung between her legs. She released the two front ties and it fell away leaving her naked except for the chain belt and high heels. April stopped her from removing the belt and said, “Now, stand with your feet wide apart since you like displaying your body so much.”


    Terry moved her right foot out with an anguished moan. April wasn’t satisfied until Terry had her feet a yard apart. The boys strained towards the center looking up between Terry’s legs. The three girls laughed nervously at Terry’s embarrassment and at her shaved pussy. Jennifer said, “God, what a slut! She even shaves her pussy. What’s the matter, Terry? Isn’t regular naked good enough for you?”


    Jennifer looked to April to see if she’d gone too far. April smiled and said, “Well, at least one person knows how to humiliate a girl. What’s the matter with you boys? I never thought you guys would be this quiet?”


    April then had to tolerate a barrage of lewd, nasty insults, along with crude descriptions of what they were seeing. Despite her anxiety, the exposure made her pussy swell and lubricate. Her clit poked out dramatically. As yet, no one noticed the tip of the butt plug. This was partly because Terry had her cheeks clutched tightly over it. April dropped a stack of pornographic magazines at Terry’s feet and said, “I found these under her mattress.” The boys scrabbled to examine the full glossy pictures of people fucking and sucking. April then emptied the contents of her grocery bag between Terry’s feet. An assortment of dildoes, vibrators, and marital aids shocked the young spectators. April explained, “I found these disgusting things hidden in her closet.” Terry looked down and groaned in further embarrassment.


    The kids went nuts, passing around the lewd devices. More lewd comments followed. April said, “This calls for a sound spanking, Terry. Turn around and spread your legs wide. Now bend over and place your palms flat on the floor between your feet.”


    This act brought an instant declaration from several quarters. “Hey, Mrs. Jennings. Terry has something up her butt.”


    April feigned shock and dipped down to look. She grasped the end and slowly removed the plastic device, saying, “Oh my Lord. Is there no end to your decadence, Terry? You knew you’d be showing yourself before these kids. Are you really that desperate to get the word out? Is that what you want? Do you want these kids to spread it all over school and the neighborhood that you are a horny slut?”


    Terry took this as her cue, nodded meekly, then said, “I’m sorry. It all started after I lost that stupid poker game at Cindy’s slumber party.”


    April picked up on her cue and the two feel right into an impromptu act. “You, lose at poker! I can’t believe that. You’re an excellent poker player.”


    “I lost on purpose.”


    “Why, for heaven’s sake?”


    “I wanted to be their sex slave. I figured they’d make me lick their pussies, and they did.”


    Jennifer said, “I figured as much. She’s lying, though. We never made her. You should have seen the slut, Mrs. Jennings. She was insatiable the way she kept attacking our cunts. She made a pest of herself, crawling around and trying to lick us between our legs. She begged us to let her lap our beavers. We only let her because we felt sorry for her. She was so pathetic.”


    “I’m sure she was, and I don’t blame you young ladies one iota. Well, Terry, what have you to say for yourself. Is Jennifer telling the truth.”


    “Yes.”


    “Well, for lying, you’ve earned additional punishment. I might as well begin.” With that, April began spanking Terry with hard slaps to her white ass cheeks. Her slaps became centered over Terry’s vulnerable crotch and eventually, April turned her fingers down and delivered wet slaps to her daughter’s pussy. After a dozen or so, April paused and said, “I feel something hard where nothing hard should be.” She knelt and pried open Terry’s cunt lips exposing the buried dildoe, exclaiming, “Oh Jesus!” She reached in with finger and thumb and pinched the base of the fake cock, withdrawing it deliciously slow. She held the shiny, slick cudgel for everyone to see and said, “This is unbelievable. I have a good mind to put this back and make you wear it. In fact, that’s exactly what I will do.” With that, April fucked the dildoe back into Terry’s wet beaver and left an inch sticking out. She resumed her spanking, spanking that tip in the process and driving Terry to wiggling her hips in invitation. April got up and said, “I need to have a long talk with your father, Terry. Will you kids excuse me. Terry, don’t you move an inch. Jennifer, I’ll leave you in charge. I’m sure you can keep Terry in line.”


    Jennifer came forward with a big smile, slapped Terry’s ass hard and said, “Take your time, Mrs. Jennings.”


    April smiled and left the room. Jennifer, came to stand at Terry’s head overlooking her naked haunches, grabbed a hand full of blond hair and lifted Terry’s head, forcing her to look up. She said, “You were smart not to call me a liar, bitch! So you like sucking out twats, huh? I’ll bet you like sucking your mom’s, too. Your old lady’s getting her jollies. She’s probably back there whacking her clit right now. Are you two sucking each other off?”


    “No, Mom’s not like that, Jennifer. It’s just me, I swear.”


    “Bullshit, Terry! I know a con when I see one. You can act, but she can’t act worth shit. She put you up to this, didn’t she? This was all her idea. I’ll bet she even put those things up your ass and cunt, didn’t she?”


    “No, I did that on my own. She didn’t know anything.”


    “You two are pathetic lezzie sluts, but who cares as long as we get ours. Ain’t that right, Cindy?”


    “Yeah, I guess. Hey, Terry, how come you never let on about your mom? I think it’s neat. Did you think I’d get upset? I thought we were friends.”


    Mark said, “I’ll bet she was afraid you’d tell me. You would have, wouldn’t you?”


    “Yeah, probably. Sorry, Terry, but he is my brother.”


    Terry could think of nothing to say. They’d figured the situation fairly accurately and she knew it was pointless to continue trying to defend her sick mother. She wanted to plead or bargain with them to keep everything a secret, but feared her mother was eaves dropping. April was, in fact, eaves dropping.


    Jennifer released Terry’s hair and went to Toni. She and Cindy caught her by the arms and together they removed the struggling girl’s panties. They dragged her to Terry and sat her on the floor behing Terry. With the help of several boys, they moved her legs through Terry’s legs until Terry was looking at Toni’s crotch just below her head.


    Toni struggled mightily as her skirt was pulled up and her legs were forced apart. When she heaved and bucked, her pelvis came dangerously close to hitting Terry in the face. It was obvious what they expected of Terry, so Terry grabbed Toni by her small hips and buried her face in Toni’s crotch. Toni stiffened at the obscene contact, but as Terry teased her with her tongue, Toni’s body grew limp. Hands released her as Toni gave herself over to Terry’s impassioned sucking. She finally went as limp as a rag doll, remaining limp even as the rest of her clothes were removed. The kids sat all around, mesmerized by the sight of the two adorable teens engaging in such a perverse act. Terry got into the performance and wallowed her face in her friends naked loins. Toni’s thin legs widened so far that they eventually were stopped by contacting Terry’s shins.


    Jennifer saw this and got inspired. She removed her pantyhose and ripped them in half at the crotch. She tied Toni’s legs at the knees to Terry’s knees. Toni offered no resistance. She rested on her shoulders and gazed up at Terry’s crotch wiggling overhead. She watched the dildoe gradually working its way out. Just before it fell, Toni reached up and pushed it back in. She did this twice more before keeping her hand on it. As her passions grew, she began working the dildoe in and out and was soon briskly fucking Terry to drive her to more passionate mouthings. April walked in on this scene and stood looking down with her hands on her hips, saying, “Well, I see my slut daughter has won herself a convert. I’m surprised. Toni seemed like such a decent young lady. You just can’t tell by looking at a girl. My Terry is proof of that.”


    Jennifer went over and put her arm around April’s waist, hugging her close. She said, “I was afraid they’d try to scramble apart before you got back. I thought you should be aware. Did I do the right thing, April?”


    April looked into the girl’s mock pouting face, brushed hair from her eyes and said, “Of course you did, darling. That’s why I put you in charge.”


    Jennifer placed her left hand over April’s heart, laid her head on April’s shoulder, and with impish eyes said, “You’re such a neat Mommy. I wish I had a Mommy like you. April, can I call you Mommy?”


    April felt the girl’s hand subtly slide lower over her left breast and noted the increased pressure. She didn’t quite know what to do with the impetuous girl, but she knew she liked the girl’s style. She found Jennifer’s masculine manner extremely attractive, and she liked the way Jennifer looked. Athletic females with large breasts had always turned April on. One of those large breasts was making a warm impression in her side.


    The situation reminded April of junior high dances when two girls tried to dance a slow dance. The awkward first moments would slowly dissolve as one assumed the lead and the other began to follow. Until this moment, April felt as though she were in control, she was directing. After going away, it was clear that Jennifer had her own agenda. April found herself gradually following Jennifer’s lead. She had no idea where Jennifer was leading, but feared that if allowed to continue, she and Jennifer might end up like Terry and Toni. The thought of making love to a young girl in front of a room full of minors thrilled her. Her mind tried to weigh all of the possible consequences, including arrest. She imagined a defense based on her being under therapy, and could envision Dr. Wayne supporting her. Maybe they could blame her act on medication. Maybe nothing at all would come of it. In the end, April decided to follow Jennifer’s lead regardless of where it led.


    She looked into Jennifer’s eyes and said, “I’d love for you to call me Mommy, sweetheart.”


    Jennifer smiled a victory smile and let her hand slide over April’s breast. She gave it a firm squeeze, looking for April’s reaction. When April took a deep breath and thrust her chest out, Jennifer gave her a much harder squeeze, making April bite her lower lip. The eyes of the group wandered from Terry and Toni, to April and Jennifer, and back. Terry had brought Toni to two orgasms and had one herself. She licked Toni casually while taking frequent glances at her mother succumbing to Jennifer’s seduction. This more than anything had Terry worried. She wanted to tell her mother to run before it was too late. Her mind raced with lurid images of Jennifer dragging her mother through filth and degradation for her personal amusement and to assuage her giant ego. In a near panic, Terry tried to think of a way to lure her mother back.


    Impulsively, Terry cried out, “Look, Mother! I’m sucking a girl’s pussy and I don’t care who knows or sees.” She then buried her face in Toni’s cunt and rubbed her face all around. She raised up to see Jennifer and her mother smiling down on her wet face. She saw that Jennifer had unbuttoned her mother’s blouse and had reached her hand into the cup of her bra over her mother’s right tit. She also saw April reach under Jennifer’s arm and cup her big left titty. Terry said, “I’m a whore, Mother, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me. I want everyone to know.”


    Jenny released April’s bra from the center snap and folded back the cups, tweaking the nipples to hardness. April squeezed Jennifer’s breast and offered her lips for a kiss. As they kissed, Terry cried, “I hope they take pictures and spread them around. I’ll pose anyway they want.”


    Terry watched with anguish as Jennifer released her mother’s skirt. April wore no panties and gingerly stepped free of the skirt at her feet, then shrugged free of her blouse and bra. Terry said, “I’m going to let Daddy fuck me, Mother!”


    Jennifer’s fingers took possession of April’s pussy. Terry saw that her words had only excited her mother and driven her further under Jennifer’s control. She watched as Jennifer leaned up and whispered something in April’s ear. She saw the smile form on her mother’s lips. She hung her head in surrender as her mother came over and sat under her, bringing her ass up tight to Toni’s. April drew her legs back and out and presented Terry with two gaping snatches.


    Jennifer took up a camera and began snapping pictures, directing Terry and April. Terry followed the directions, slavishly licking her tongue through both cracks. Jennifer took several pictures of April straddling Toni’s face with her face in Terry’s ass. April took the end of the dildoe between her teeth and used her head motion to fuck her daughter, driving Terry to fits as her mother’s face mashed her fevered cunt on every in-stroke. The boys lined up to offer their small cocks to Terry’s mouth. She sucked each one in turn to the tune of a clicking shutter. Mark and the twins fucked April while April sucked Jennifer and Cindy in turn.


    Before departing, Jennifer arranged for Terry and April to get dressed in their finest evening gowns, redo their hair and makeup, then perform a mother/daughter act in the center of the living room. As the last kid left, April and Terry disengaged their mouths from each other’s pussies. Each laid, sprawled naked on their backs in opposite directions. April was the first to raise up and speak, saying, “Well, fuck it. What’s done, is done. Congratulations Terry. You are now a whore and there’s no going back.”


    Terry raised up on her elbows, looked at her mother and said, “Mom, I hate to tell you this, but so are you.”


    April sat up further, resting on straight arms and said, “You may be right. Oh well, it could be worse. Suppose we didn’t enjoy it. You did enjoy yourself, didn’t you?”


    “Yes, I did. I’m not going to enjoy school tomorrow though. Mom, can I please drop out and do home study or take a GED?”


    “No way, Terry. What are you trying to do, ruin my fun? Haven’t you guessed by now that I get off on humiliating you?”


    “The thought did cross my mind.”


    “Yeah, well wait till you see the outfit you are wearing to school tomorrow. You’ll be sent home, I’ve no doubt, but not before several hundred students and faculty get a good look at your intimate secrets.”


    Terry smiled and said, “Mom, your awful. I don’t have to quit; I’ll get kicked out.”


    “Don’t be too sure. I think Dr. Wayne might be able to come up with a mental condition for you. Not just simple nymphomania, no, I want something exotic like nympho-exhibitionistic-saphic-mania with a clothing phobia. He’s good at that sort of thing. If you have a disability the school will be forced to deal with you not as a disciplinary problem, but as a medical problem. It could prove very interesting, don’t you think?”


    “For you, yes. I think I’m going to want to crawl into a deep hole and die.”


    “Nonsense. No one can see your cute little pussy in a deep hole, much less fuck it.”


    “Mom, speaking of fucking my pussy, when is Dr. Wayne going to free me of my virginity. I’m still techniquely a virgin, you know.”


    “Soon, very soon. Don’t act so anxious. You’ll spoil my fun. I’d like to pretend that I’m sacrificing you against your will. You could at least act like a virgin.”


    Terry smiled, leaned forward and kissed her mother tenderly on the lips, settled back with a wry smile and said, “Would you like lots of kicking and screaming?”


    “That would be a nice touch if you don’t over do it. I’ll be the one to strip and bind you in position. If you put up too much of a struggle, I may have to slap you around a little.”


    “I kinda like that idea. You could even slap me hard, make it look real, make me cry real tears.”


    April’s face twisted in confusion. “Would you actually want me to do that, Terry?”


    “Sure. I think it would be exciting.”


    “I’d slap you as hard as I could, even in your face.”


    “I know. I can take it as long as I know you aren’t really angry with me.”


    “Honey, if you’d do that for me, I mean really let me slap you around, I’ll kiss your ass and give you twenty minutes to draw a crowd.”


    “Mom, after you get me all tied up like you want, why don’t you whip me with a whip or a belt or something, maybe even a thin switch. Make me beg to get fucked.”


    “Well, well, is my baby a closet masochist?”


    “I don’t know. Nobody ever hit me before today. I really loved it when you started slapping my pussy really hard. I wanted you to hit harder and use a belt.”


    “On your pussy?”


    “Yes, especially on my pussy. All I’ve been thinking about is you whipping my pussy as hard as you can. It would kill me, I know, but I think I might cum while you’re doing it.”


    “Those are the classic signs. You probably will. It’s settled then, and from now on, young lady, the slightest infraction will get you the belt, you know where.”


    Terry smiled and reclined, spreading her legs. She said, “Mom, I stole five dollars from your purse last week and used it to buy beer.”


    April got up and said, “Why you little bitch! Get that ass up in the air and split those legs wide. I’m going to get the thinnest belt your father has and beat your cunt raw.”


    As April stormed off in a mock rage, Terry assumed the position and cried, “No Mommy, please don’t hit my pussy with a belt! I’ll never do it again; I promise!”


    April returned waving a thin belt by the buckle. She stood over Terry’s head looking into her daughter’s vulnerable spread. She said, “Maybe this will teach you to be a descent girl.” She lightly swung the belt overhead and brought it down between the parted lips of Terry’s sex.


    Terry jerked her legs together, but yelled, “Harder!”


    April said, “Get those legs out and keep them out!” Terry threw her legs out and lifted her loins in offering. The belt swung down and made a sickening wet thwack in her mushy pussy. Terry cried but held her legs open. After three more swats, she urged, “Harder!”


    April had been holding back, but slowly increased her power, amazed that Terry could stand the pain. She saw Terry’s crotch take on a brilliant pink hue and become increasingly wet. She was ready to quit after delivering ten strokes. Inspired by Terry’s obvious desire for more, she continued. She appeared to want them harder, so she hit harder. She put all the force she could into twenty more strokes, drawing blood. On seeing the first drops of blood, April targeted the spot with a wild fury. The last five were delivered while Terry begged for mercy, her legs flailing the air.


    April stopped when Terry collapsed. She stood looking down on the mess she’d made of her daughter’s beautiful pussy. Terry kept her legs apart, trying to get her breath. April looked up and saw Charlie by the dining room entrance, standing in open-mouthed horror. April went into her bedroom without a word to her astonished husband.


    Charlie rushed to Terry and took her in his arms. She relaxed and melted into the embrace. Her father kept saying, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”


    Terry whispered, “Daddy, I asked Mom to do that.”


    He pushed back to look in her face and said, “I don’t understand.”


    “I don’t think I do either.”


    “Terry, she looked like she was killing you.”


    “She was. It hurt terribly. She sure did a good job.”


    “Terry, I can’t believe what I’m hearing. Look at your vagina, sweetheart.”


    Terry sat back and peered between her legs. Her pussy looked swollen and raw. Welts decorated her smooth mound and thin lines of blood trickled from those welts. She traced a delicate finger over every welt and said, “Wow, this is awesome. I’m so tender and sensitive. This will take days, maybe weeks to go away, I’m sure. I wonder if it will swell up some more. Do you think so, Daddy?”


    “Yes, I definitely think so.” Terry rubbed hard on the most damaged area around her clit. Charlie said, “Doesn’t that hurt when you do that?”


    “Not much; I’m pretty numb. It looks neat too. These little cuts are nothing, but look how gruesome it looks with the blood all smeared around. My pussy looks like raw hamburger, doesn’t it?”


    “It looks worse. I wish you’d stop toying with it, Terry. You need to clean yourself with a medicated soap and apply an ointment. You don’t want an infection, not there especially.”


    Terry threw her arms around her father’s neck and pouted, “Daddy, doctor me. Doctor my poor pussy, please!”


    Charlie shook his head and carried Terry to the dining table. He laid her out and said, “You just relax. Daddy will take care of your pussy for you, sweetheart.”


    “Daddy, don’t do too good of a job.”


    “Why not, for God’s sake.”


    “Mom can’t very well put this on display, can she?”


 


    In the bedroom, April was not masturbating to the memory of a deliciously wicked first experience with sado-masochism. She stood before her mirror looking into a reflection she did not want to recognize. A thin belt slipped from her fingers as tears slipped past her lids.
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    “Good Doctor Wayne Part VI”


    By: Phil Phantom


 


    The first call to Dr. Wayne was from Terry. She said, “Steve, she did it. Boy did she do it!”


    “Did you enjoy yourself?”


    “Parts were fantastic, but something happened that I don’t think is good. Jennifer Gordy, one of my friends on the swim team, got Mom all hot and horny and made her do all sorts of nasty things. Mom even had sex with some of the boys.”


    “That’s not good, Terry.”


    “I know, especially not in front of Jennifer. She’s a real bossy bitch. She’ll blackmail Mom and me. She took lots of pictures, too. She has pictures of Mom and me making love like lesbians and of Mom getting screwed by young boys and sitting on a young girl’s face.”


    “Shit! Tell me about this Gordy girl.”


    “Well, she lives with her elderly grandmother. She gets away with a lot. Her grandmother is the sweetest lady, but she’s so gullible. Jennifer walks all over her.”


    “Is she a virgin?”


    “Not hardly. She brags about her fucks. She uses people to build up her ego. She’ll be trouble, Steve. I’m worried about Mom. Jennifer has never had a grown-up to boss around. She’s capable of anything.”


    “I want her phone number.”


    “Sure, it’s 555-5648. What are you going to say to her?”


    “Never you mind. Let me handle this. Where is your mother now?”


    “She’s in her room. She went there an hour ago. She hasn’t been out since they left. Oh, there’s one other thing. Mom was going to send me to school with a super short dress and no panties. She wanted everyone to see my pussy. I freaked. I got her to whip my pussy real hard. She got sort of carried away and messed it up pretty bad. It’s not serious, but it looks real bad. It was worth it though. She won’t want anyone to see it now. This gives us time to help her vent more steam. She sure vented a lot today. Maybe she’ll be cured before I have to wear that dress.”


    “Oh, Terry, you shouldn’t have. That was stupid. Why do you keep resisting me on this? I’m the doctor, remember?”


    “I’m not resisting, only stalling. I panicked; I’m sorry.”


    “Look, you keep your vagina clean and let it get fresh air. Don’t touch it or let anyone else touch it, you hear?”


    “Yeah, sure.”


    “And for God’s sake, don’t let anyone see it. I’ll give your mother an hour to call me, then I’m calling her. In the meantime, you stay away from her.”


 


    Steve Wayne had to wait thirty minutes before he received the expected call. April sounded distraught. “Hello, Steve, this is April Jennings.”


    “I’ve been expecting your call. I just spoke with Terry. You fucked up, you know that, don’t you.”


    “I didn’t mean to hit her so hard. I don’t know what came over me, Steve. I went crazy. I feel just terrible, awful.”


    “I’m not talking about that. That’s no big deal. Terry’s fine about the whipping. I’m talking about you getting involved with those kids. You told me you’d stay out of it. Are you trying to get yourself thrown in jail?”


    “I’m sorry. I lost control. There’s this little vixen that just took over. She melted me. I was putty in her hands. I think I’m losing my mind. I think I might really be sick, Steve.”


    “Nonsense. Let me handle diagnosing mental illness. You’re fine, trust me. Now, as for that Gordy bitch, I talked to her right before you called. I put the fear of God in her. I spoke with her grandmother also. Granny will be bringing little Jenny in for counseling and observation. I’ll have her from Friday morning until Sunday night. Don’t worry about Jennifer. By the time we finish with her, she’ll make someone a good pet. As for those other kids, they left your house and swore an oath of secrecy. Jenny swears that no one will ever breathe a word. She will be bringing in the undeveloped film and all the instant pictures taken. She’s probably on the phone right now, reaffirming their oaths. She thinks she’ll be going to juvenile detention if this leaks out. This could be a blessing in disguise. You could have two little whores in your stable.”


    “Steve, I’ve been thinking; I don’t like this fantasy anymore. This isn’t right. All I ever wanted was to open our family up sexually. Terry and Charlie love each other so much, I just wanted them to freely express that love without leaving me out. This has gotten out of hand. I was trying to please you. I don’t want my daughter becoming a whore, really, I don’t. You put that notion in my head. I just went with it; but now, I know it’s wrong. I want this to stop, Steve. I’ve thought hard about it. I hate myself for what I’ve done to my husband and my daughter. I need to heal things. Please understand.”


    There was a long silence, then Steve said, “April, you’re just over-reacting to an experience that got out of hand. Everything is going along just fine. Terry completely accepts that you are sick, and that she is helping you. She wants to help you. She wants a sexually open a free family life just like you do. She wants to be able to express her love for you and Charlie, physically as well as emotionally.”


    “Terry told you in those words?”


    “Yes, I swear. She told me that when she was making love to you in front of all those kids, she pretended that you two were alone and actually making love. She said she has fantasized that for years. She wants to be your lover. She adores you, April.”


    “She actually said that?”


    “Yes, and furthermore, she has the hots for her father. She told me that she wants to have his baby.”


    “No! She didn’t! Did she say that?”


    “Yes, she said it in my office this afternoon. Why do you think she so readily went along with that waiting room scene? It was because I told her that if she went along with everything I said, she’d become her father’s lover and mistress. She wants that more than anything.”


    April’s hand strayed to her crotch and her finger slipped effortlessly between her rapidly moistening slit. “She wants to be his mistress. She said that before we did any of this?”


    “That’s right. If you back out now, you’ll destroy her. She’ll feel rejected. She may withdraw, become depressed, maybe even suicidal.”


    April’s finger entered her wet cunt deeply. She said, “I don’t want that.”


    “Of course you don’t. We must go forward. You see that, don’t you?”


    “Yes, I suppose so, but not like before. I don’t want this whore business to continue. Only her father. Really, Steve. I don’t want Terry used by other men.”


    “Well, now, April. I do believe you owe me. You did promise to make Terry available to me twenty-four hours a day. You promised me her cherry and even offered to deliver her if I helped you. You do remember saying that.”


    “Well, yes, but that was before.”


    “I’m sorry, April, but that was the agreement. If you want my help in straightening out this mess you got yourself into, I expect you to stand by our agreement.”


    “But Steve…”


    “No buts. Unless I get involved with the Jennifer girl, you are in for trouble. Those pictures alone can get you twenty years.”


    “Dr. Wayne, this is blackmail.”


    “This is business. We had an agreement.”


    “Will it just be you?”


    “It will be me and anyone I choose to share her with.”


    “Please, don’t do this, Steve!”


    “I’m sorry, April. I insist. If you don’t want the whore, I do.”


    “She’s not a whore, Steve. She really is a good kid.”


    “She’ll be a whore when she’s with me.”


    “I’m not going to pretend that I want her to be a whore. I can’t, not anymore. I can’t act, Steve.”


    “Yes, Bud did mention that. Okay, I’ll tell you what, I’ll think of something. You go ahead and be yourself, act any way you like, but remember our agreement. When I call; you deliver.”


    “I understand. What ever you come up with, don’t involve me, okay. I’m telling Terry that I’m cured.”


    “I may come up with a scenario where you are forced to participate. Will you go along with that?”


    “Well, I guess, if I have no choice, and Terry knows that.”


    “Leave it to me. Oh, and see that no one sees those welts on her cunt.”


    “You didn’t have to tell me that. I’m so ashamed of what I’ve done. Oh, no! Those mechanics are coming over tomorrow night. Monica is out of town and I don’t know who they are.”


    “Don’t run out, they might get nasty. You started this; you finish it. Just make sure that you get all the attention, not Terry.”


    “No, this is terrible. I don’t want this now. They’re expecting sex with me tomorrow with the promise of having Terry later in the week if they leave her alone tomorrow night.”


    “Sounds like you have a problem. I’m sure you’ll think of something. Stay in touch and let me know when my little whore is all better.”


 


    After hanging up with Steve, April freshened her make-up and brushed her hair. She put on a modest dress and went to Terry’s room. She knocked timidly. Terry said, “It’s not locked.”


    April opened the door and saw her daughter lying naked on her bed reading a book. She had her legs apart with a small fan blowing on her beaver. April eased inside. Terry said, “I spoke with Dr. Wayne. He suggested I give it air. This feels good.”


    April came and sat at Terry’s left hip. She looked down at the medicated cream covered welts and winced. She looked to Terry and said, “I’m so very sorry, sweetheart. Can you ever forgive me?”


    Terry rose to her elbows and said, “Mom, don’t worry about it. I asked you to do it. It was great. I loved it. I just need time to heal, and we can do it again.”


    “Never, never again. Terry, I’m not sick anymore. You healed me; I’m cured. I just spoke with Dr. Wayne, too. It worked! His therapy worked, and he gave all the credit to you. He told me what you did. Oh sweetheart, I love you so much. You saved my life.”


    Tears formed in both their eyes as they fell into a tight embrace. Terry squeezed her naked chest to her mother and cried, “Oh, Mom! I was so worried about you. That was awful. Oh, Mommy, I love you so, so much. I would have done anything for you, anything at all.”


    “I know, and you almost did. Can you ever forgive me for the things I said to you, the names I called you, and things I made you do?”


    “Don’t be silly, Mom. You were sick. That’s like apologizing for throwing up when you get the flu. Do you really feel normal again?”


    “Yes, one hundred percent, back to my old self, same old tired, boring Mom.”


    “Wow, that was a quick cure. Suddenly I feel naked.”


    “Honey, you are naked.”


    “I know, but if you’re back to your old self, being naked in front of you feels funny.”


    “Sweetheart, we can’t pretend that the things we did never happened. I don’t want to go back to the way things were. We broke some barriers that needed breaking. You should feel free to go naked in your own home, so should me and your father. We should feel free to express our love for each other, physically and emotionally. If anything good comes of this, that must be it. Sometimes, I just want to hold you and feel you close to me. Sometimes I want to kiss you, not a motherly peck, but a genuine kiss. Do you understand?”


    Terry studied her mother’s face, trying to detect signs of the old April. She nodded, a little unsure. She said, “I think I’d like that too.”


    “I know your father loves you, Terry. He loves you physically as well as emotionally. He desires you as a man desires a woman. I think you desire him too. I think that’s healthy. I want you to know that if you and your father want to develop a physical relationship, you’ll get my complete support.”


    “Mom, are you sure you’re all right?”


    “Yes, I’m being honest. I’m dead serious about this. I felt this way long before my sickness surfaced. I just never had the courage to say it. Don’t worry, I won’t be pushing you and your father together, not ever again. I just want you to know, you have that option with my blessing. I’ll tell him the same thing. Where you two go from here is completely up to you guys.”


    “Wow, Mom. That’s heavy. I doubt that anything will come of this. You know daddy. I certainly won’t start anything. If he wanted to, you know, do it with me, I think I’d let him.”


    “He may surprise you. I’d like to see you two get together.”


    “What, to watch?”


    “No, silly. I told you, I’m cured of that. I mean, I’d be happy knowing that you two were having a sexual relationship. I wouldn’t even mind if he got you pregnant.”


    Terry jerked back in surprise, staring hard at her mother. “What? Mom,you can’t be serious.”


    “I’m full of surprises, huh?”


    “I’ll say.”


    They looked hard into each other’s eyes. Slowly, April brought her face closer. Terry held still. Inches separated their lips, then millimeters. Their lips touched softly. Terry’s lips were passive, but April’s lips encompassed hers and increased the pressure. April’s hands moved around Terry in a lover’s embrace. The kiss grew stronger. Her breathing increased. Terry became limp as her mother lowered her back to the mattress. April’s hand delicately, lovingly flowed over her face as her tongue slipped out and teased at her lips seeking entry. Terry’s breathing increased as April’s hand went to her breasts. Terry let her mouth fall slack, allowing the tongue to enter. Soon, that tongue danced in her mouth and swabbed her tonsils while her mother’s fingers rolled her nipples.


    Terry’s mind raced trying to keep up, trying to put things in perspective. She couldn’t decide who was making love to her, her old mom, or the new mom. April kept the mouth contact while shucking off the dress. The kiss was awkwardly maintained while April stripped completely. She then got on the bed, bringing her nude body against Terry’s, running her hands all over, but avoiding her injured crotch. Terry warmed to the sensuous touch and passionate kiss. Her tongue soon gave as good as it got, and her hands freely explored her mother’s body.


    April broke the kiss and started planting tender kisses all over Terry’s face and chest, stopping to suck her nipples. She paused between kisses to say, “I’m not shy. I want us to be lovers, Terry. I love your body. I adore it. I can’t wait until your pussy heals so that I can love you properly. I want to taste you so badly.”


    April quickly reversed her position lying on her side with her head over Terry’s crotch. She planted tender kisses on every welt and breathed in her daughter’s vaginal musk. Terry glanced to her left and saw her mother’s vagina at her left shoulder. Her mother brought her right leg up, opening herself to Terry’s eyes. As the kisses became more feverish, the crotch came nearer and the gap grew wider. Terry saw her mother tilting her pelvis provocatively in open invitation. Terry wasn’t sure she wanted to carry on a lesbian lover’s relationship with her mother, especially if things were supposed to be normal. Her mother’s need and hunger was most obvious. She thought she should at least return the tender kisses she was getting. She leaned over and pressed her lips to her mother’s nether lips.


    April rolled atop Terry at the first contact and straddled Terry’s astonished face. Terry looked into her mother’s wide open wet gash as it descended to her mouth. Terry held steady as April used her sensitive cunt to feel around for her mouth. On finding it, she began humping her cunt on it. April used her hands to push her way up Terry’s torso until she knelt upright, looking down on her daughter’s cunt smothered head. Terry surrendered and applied herself to getting her mother off, literally. She knew that the sooner she came, the sooner she’d go.


    Terry tongued her mother’s cunt as she’d done in the waiting room, this time, putting on a show for her mother. April watched and said, “Oh, yes, baby. You love sucking Mommy’s pussy, don’t you. Oh, Honey, that feels so good! Eat me, baby. Eat Mommy’s cunt! I wish I could do you, sweetheart. You must be suffering so. Oh, yes! Suck on my clitty. Yes! YES!”


    Terry drove her mother to a great climax and followed her heaving bucking pelvis. She lapped at the flowing juices afterwards as April returned to Earth. After several minutes of hard breathing, April slowly disengaged herself and sat looking down on Terry’s wet face. She bent forward and kissed Terry’s cunt-soaked lips, and said, “I’ll have to owe you. You keep track; I’ll pay you back, two for one. That was wonderful, sweetheart. I love you so much, darling.”


    “I love you too, Mom.”


    April sat up and took on a more serious countenance, saying, “We have a little problem, Terry. Those men are coming to dinner tomorrow night. They aren’t friends of Grandpa’s, but I think you knew that. I can’t undo it. They’ve been promised sex with me tomorrow, and sex with you later in the week. Monica warned me that these guys are tough characters and that they’d hold me to it. I don’t know what to do.”


    “Can’t you just call it off?”


    “I can’t reach them. Monica is out of town.”


    “Let’s go out.”


    “They’d come back, and be real pissed. Who knows what they’re capable of.”


    “Well, I don’t know what, then. I don’t want them fucking me if you’re all better.”


    “I don’t want them fucking either of us.”


    “Maybe they’ll take money instead. Maybe you can reason with them.”


    “I’ll try, but I may have to put out. Don’t worry, you won’t, even if I have to put out twice or three times and pay money.”


    “Mom, if there’s no other way, I suppose I could. I mean, I’ve gone this far, right? I’m not really a virgin, not after that dildoe. If they’ll use condoms, I’ll let them do it.”


    “That’s sweet, dear, but this is my problem. I’ll handle it. I’ll feed them, then take them somewhere, maybe to a motel or something. Don’t think about it, okay?”


    “Okay, but if you can’t get out of it, remember, I’ll help.”


 


    April received a call from Dr. Wayne at noon the next day. “Hello, April, this is Steve. I’ve got good news to report.”


    “Great, I could use it.”


    “You can forget about the Jennifer incident. We have everything under control. I have all the pictures and the film.”


    “How did you do it?”


    “It was too easy. I’m good, what can I say. I told her that she came between a doctor and patient, exploited a sick person, and bent that person’s illness to satisfy her perverse desires. I told her that if word of that got out she could spend her youth in juvenile detention, probably until she was twenty-one. She was already feeling guilty about what they’d done. She believes everything I say. I turned her over to Marsha for training. She has her till Sunday. Right now, Jennifer is buck naked, bound hand and foot, and being kept under Marsha’s desk. Marsha’s not wearing panties. She’s been drinking coffee all morning and hasn’t made a pit stop since she got Jennifer. You figure it out.”


    “My God, is Marsha urinating on Jennifer?”


    “She better not be. I just had this place carpeted. No, I happen to know that Marsha is a piss freak. My guess is she has Jennifer drinking from the tap - recycled coffee.”


    “Jesus. That’s sick.”


    “Hey, I’ll decide what’s sick. I’m a doctor, you know.”


    “So I’ve heard.”


    “I just called to let you know, I’ve got it all figured out. It’s so simple, it’s beautiful. Blackmail, plain and straight.”


    “I need it simpler.”


    “Look, I’ve got the pictures. All I have to do is threaten to expose you by turning these over to the police. If I did, you’d go directly to jail. When you bring Terry to the office, I’ll confront you with the pictures, make my threats, list my demands, bingo, I’ve got a whore. You’ll do what I say to stay out of jail; Terry will do what you say to keep you from going to jail. It’s beautiful.”


    “She’ll be devastated to learn that you are a blackmailer. She admires you.”


    “Yeah, well, she’ll admire me more when I get eight inches up her twat. Besides, who gives a shit if a whore admires you. She’s just a fuck.”


    “Come on, Steve. I know you are deeper than that.”


    “All right. Look, it’s the best I can come up with. I’ll just tell her that I had to have her no matter what, even to the point of stooping to blackmail.”


    “That might soften the blow. It is rather flattering. I still can’t act, you know.”


    “Okay, I’ll make it easy for you. Let’s just make it real blackmail. You just have Terry in my office next Friday night at eight. She should be healed nicely by then. Just be yourself, but don’t think I’m kidding around. If I don’t get my whore, your ass will go to jail. Bye love!”


    April hung up the phone. She didn’t quite know how to take his threat, but for her own peace of mind, knowing what she had to do, she opted to take him seriously. Her finger slipped into her panties and she went in search of Terry.


 


    At six-thirty, thirty minutes before the men were to arrive, April put the finishing touches to her makeup. Terry was handling the dinner. April thought it best if Terry wore loose-fitting jeans and a sweat shirt. Her hair was uncombed, she wore no makeup, and her breasts were bound flat with an ace wrap bandage. They went out of their way to make Terry look undesirable. They were successful to a degree, but Terry’s natural beauty and femininity showed through. April, on the other hand, went out of her way to look attractive. Her short dress accented her fine legs, and the open bodice showed cleavage and the creamy swells of her breasts. She wore high heels and pattern stockings, applied expensive perfume liberally, and did her nails.


    She entered the kitchen and did a twirl for Terry. “How do I look?”


    “You look like you want to get laid.”


    “I suppose that is the idea. I mainly wanted to look better than you. I’m not sure I managed to do that. Maybe a mud pack on your face would even us up.”


    “Oh, Mom, stop it.” Terry smiled, then turned her attention to stirring gravy.


    April came up behind her, slipped her arms around her a cupped Terry’s breasts, whispering softly in her ear, “Terry, darling, Mommy’s horny again.”


    “Mom, you’re always horny, I’ve got to finish this unless you like lumpy gravy.”


    “I just need a little clitty suck. You can let that simmer. I’m not wearing panties. We can do it right here, just kneel.”


    “Mom, Daddy’s in the next room.”


    “So, he knows we’re lovers.”


    “Mom, I wish you’d stop using that term and calling me darling. I’m your daughter; you’re my mother. We love each other, we enjoy sex together, but we aren’t lovers, okay?”


    April backed away, hurt. She said, “Sure, whatever you say.”


    Terry took the gravy off the burner and turned to face her mother. She reached out and took her shoulders, saying, “I’m sorry, Mom. I didn’t mean it to come out that way. It’s just that I don’t like thinking that what we have is some lesbian love affair. It’s so dykie sounding. Look, let me get you off real quick.”


    Terry dropped to her knees and went under April’s skirt and soon had April’s clit between her sucking lips. April quickly forgot her hurt feelings and raised her skirts to watch. She widened her stance and thrust out her pelvis. Terry sucked voraciously, taking a big mouthful, sucking hard, and shaking her head. April cooed, “Ohhh, yesss! Oh, honey, yes! Suck Mommy’s cunt, baby. This makes twenty-two I owe you.”


    Terry stopped to say, “Nine, Mother. I told you that I don’t want two for one, and if you’re going to keep track, at least keep track properly. We did it four times last night, three this morning, one after your bath, and this makes nine.”


    “You talk too much. Go back to sucking.” Terry buried her head in her mother’s loins and sucked all the harder. April said, “I was just giving you the benefit of the doubt. I didn’t know you were counting.”


    Terry broke contact again to say, “I wasn’t counting, and I don’t want to count. I don’t want you to count either. Let’s just do it when we feel like it, okay?”


    April pulled at Terry’s shirt, saying, “Come on, get up. I can tell you aren’t into this.”


    “I was in the middle of cooking dinner, Mom.”


    “I know, I was just on edge. I thought it might help.”


    “Mom, don’t you think you should put panties on, maybe pantyhose, too? If they see this, they’ll think you want it. I thought you were going to come across as a descent woman that got a crazy idea, then changed her mind.”


    “I am. I was going to put panties on, but not before a clitty suck.”


    “You better hurry. They’ll be here any minute. Did you tell Daddy what’s going on?”


    “Yes, I told him everything. He understands. He just wants them out of here as quickly as possible.”


    “Does he know you might go to a motel?”


    “Yes, he knows. Look, I better hurry. Fix that gravy.”


    At ten after six, the door shook under a heavy fist. April rose and said, “I think that’s for me.”


    She opened the door and saw two large men in fresh work clothes. They wore embroidered name patches over their left breast. One said Buck, the other said Earl. Buck was a tall, tattooed, burly, barrel-chested man. Earl was shorter, stockier, and had a full, long red beard. They both eyed April up and down appreciatively. Buck said, “Monica said you were a fox, but you are one classy fox.”


    April extended her hand like a lady and said, “April Jennings. I see that you must be Buck, and you must be Earl.”


    The other one said, “Actually, I’m Buck, and he’s Earl. We wear each other’s shirts to throw people off.”


    “Well you sure fooled me. Look, could we talk outside for a moment?” She eased out and closed the door. She turned to face the two men and said, “Look, I’m afraid there’s been a misunderstanding. I said some crazy things to Monica, just trying to freak her out. I never intended it to go this far. It was a joke. Before I could stop it, she went out of town. I had no idea how to contact you guys. I did cook dinner. You’re welcome to stay and eat with us. I feel just terrible about this.”


    Earl, the un bearded tall one, said, “We missed out on a cock fight for this. We showered and everything. We were promised food, beer, and pussy. If we don’t get food, beer, and pussy, we are going to become very nasty, ain’t that right, Earl?”


    “I’m Buck; you’re Earl, remember.”


    “Ain’t that right, Buck?”


    “That’s right,lady. We get real mean without beer, food, and pussy, mostly pussy, hugh Buck?”


    “I’m Earl, you Idiot.”


    “Says Buck on your shirt.”


    “Fuck the shirt, I’m Earl, You’re Buck.”


    “I don’t want to fuck no shirt, Buck. I want to fuck this lady’s pussy.”


    The tall one said to April, “Well, you heard him, ma’am. He want’s to fuck your pussy. Once Earl makes up his mind about a pussy, the only thing the owner can do is get the legs out of the way.”


    April found their crude silly banter amusing. They instantly put her at ease. She remembered how taken with them Monica was. She remembered her saying they were well hung and could fuck her into a stupor. A mischievous smile spread across her face. She said, “Are you sure that’s Earl?”


    “Yes, ma’am, says so right on his shirt, there, E-A-R-L, Earl.”


    “All right, you two. You’ll get your food. You’ll get all the beer you can drink. And, yes, you’ll get all the pussy you want, but not here, at least not the pussy. I want to make it clear that my daughter is not a part of this, now or ever, take it or leave it.”


    The bearded one said, “Fair enough. You sure you got enough pussy to go around?”


    “Yes, I’m sure. After you eat, we’ll get a motel, okay?”


    “Sure thing,” said the tall one, “but we ain’t sleepy, are we Buck?”


    “Not so fast, Buck. After we drink all her beer, eat all her food, and fuck her pussy raw, we probably could use a nap in that motel.”


    “You’re right, Buck. She looks like she has a real squeeze box. Them tight pussies wear me out. Ma’am, if you’ll do the driving, we’d love that motel offer.”


    “You get the pussy at the motel.”


    “Here that Earl. We’re getting pussy at the motel too.”


    “Shit, Earl. I ain’t never had pussy in my sleep before”


    April laughed and stomped her foot. “Stop it you clowns. You know what I mean. My family is in there. You behave yourselves. Come on, lets get you guys watered and fed.”


    April led the way. Just inside the door the tall guy goosed her hard. April jumped two feet, spun around and playfully shook her finger at him. She led them into the dining room. Charlie and Terry were already seated - Charlie at the head, Terry to his right. April said, “Terry, Charlie, these are my friends, Buck and Earl. Don’t ask which is which, they don’t know and the tags don’t matter.”


    The tall guy went right up to Charlie and took his hand with both of his, shaking it hard and fast, saying, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Chuck. You’re a hell of a guy, sharing your food, beer, and pussy with a couple of bums like us.”


    Charlie sat dumbfounded. April placed a hand to cover her smile and shook her head. The Bearded one stepped up and likewise shook Charlie’s hand, saying, “I can tell by looking at you that you are a real buddy. You know what a real buddy is Chuck?” Charlie shook his head weakly. “A real buddy is one that goes out and gets two blow jobs, comes back and gives you one.” Beard slapped Charlie’s back and cried, “Ain’t that a scream?”


    Tall went around to Terry and helped her to her feet. He picked her up in his arms, hefted her, and said, “Look at this Earl, It’s a miniature version of April. Feel how light she is.”


    With that, Tall tossed Terry across the table into the arms of Beard. Terry let out a squeal as she flew through space. Beard caught her with ease, hefting her for himself. He said, “Damn, Earl, I think she’s hollow.” He held her cradled in one arm, flipped up her sweat shirt, baring her taunt belly, and thumped it like a watermelon. “She ain’t hollow, but she’s ripe.”


    April said, “Okay, put her down.”


    Beard set her down. “Just having a little fun, April. Earl’s the child molester. He’s the one you gotta watch.”


    Tall said, “That’s right, if you turn your back, Earl will have her screwed, blewed, and tattooed before you can say my Terry is not that kind of girl.”


    Beard said, “That’s right, before you can get it out of your mouth, she will be. You better keep a sharp eye on Earl.”


    April suppressed a laugh and said, “Will you two sit down so we can eat. I’ll get you a beer.”


    They took seats side by side across from Terry on Charlie’s left. Tall said, “Better put a six pack on the table. We don’t want you putting any unnecessary milage on that pussy going back and forth for beer.”


    Beard leaned over to Charlie and said, “It’s a proven fact, Chuck, with every step a woman takes, she rubs two microns of pussy away. I knew this marathon runner woman once. You could stick your head in and wiggle your ears, that’s no shit. Say, Chuck, has April done any heavy walking or running?”


    April returned with a six pack and said, “I heard that. The answer is no, but if you two don’t behave, I’m taking a few laps around the block.”


    April leaned across Tall to set the six pack between the two. Tall pulled her onto his lap on her back and shoved his hand up her skirt. April kicked, squealed and giggled as Tall wormed in under her panty legband and entered her wet pussy. He said, “Hell, we haven’t checked you out, yet. We might want you to take a few laps. Can’t stand no Black and Decker pecker wrecker chewing the skin off my weasel.” Tall ripped the panties off April and returned to fingering her pussy. April relaxed and let him have his way, enjoying the lewd attention. Tall said, “I don’t know, Buck, she’s awful damn tight. Maybe you better check.” Tall lifted April by the hips and turned her up-side- down. Her skirts fell over his arms exposing her naked ass as he passed her to Beard. Beard took the hand-off and laid April on his lap with her head resting in Tall’s lap. He jammed his thump up her twat and said, “Damn tight pussy, Buck.” He looked at April and asked, “Are you sure you’re married?”


    “Yes I’m sure.”


    “How long?”


    “Eighteen years.”


    “No way.” Tall got up and went to Charlie. He lifted Charlie to his toes by his collar, unbuckled his belt, released the pants snap and pulled the zipper down. With one motion, he dropped Charlie’s pants and underwear. Terry cupped her hand over her mouth. April got up to see what Tall was doing. Charlie’s penis was shriveled and drawn into the pubic hair, making him look like a little boy. Charlie’s face was beet red as Tall said, “Well here’s your problem, April. Your husband’s got no dick. This here is a pecker. You need a cock to properly break in a pussy.”


    With that, he set Charlie down. Charlie hurriedly gathered up his pants as Tall opened his fly. All eyes watched as Tall dramatically reached in and drew out a thick slab of man meat. He slapped it on the table by Charlie’s plate. It wasn’t even hard and was ten inches long. April got up and turned for a better look, obviously impressed. Tall said, “This is a cock, April.”


    April got on Beard’s lap and leaned over the corner on her elbows. Her eyes feasted on the magnificent cock. Her hand came down and stroked it. She curled her finger around it and lifted it free of the table. Blood pumped into the mighty member. Her hand squeezed, feeling his pulse. It grew in her fist, prying her fingers open. It rose, arching towards the ceiling as April began pumping. Tall stood tall and put his cock on proud display as it reached full erection of thirteen inches and as thick as a large cucumber with a head the size of a small apple.


    April, as though magically drawn to it stood, and leaned over the cock. She took it in her mouth, just managing to get the head inside. She pumped and moaned delicious noises as Beard fumbled with her skirts and set his cock at her pussy. He drew back on her hips and sank his head in her stretched cunt, making her groan. Tall said, “Of course, mine ain’t near as big as Earl’s.”


    April looked up as Beard drew back for another plunge. He sank eight inches in her, knocking her breath out and making her fall forward on the table. She cried, “Oh Lord!”


    Beard forced another two inches in her and had four left out. He began sawing in and out, gaining further entry with each instroke. April groaned with every thrust, but arched her ass back to meet him. Tall walked around to Terry and stood at her side with his cock in her face, bobbing under her nose. “Ever see one this big, Terry?”


    She looked up sheepishly and said, “No, I didn’t know they got that big.”


    April looked over and saw Tall rubbing his cockhead against Terry’s lips. She wanted to say something but Beard made another lunge, making talk impossible. She watched Terry gradually turn head-on and open her mouth wide. Her lips ran over the crown and she took in the massive head, bulging her cheeks. Tall placed her hands on his shaft and Terry began jacking and sucking. April’s pussy slowly adjusted to the huge intruder and she never felt anything so erotic and exciting. Her ass wiggled on the plunging shaft while she watched Terry sucking Tall. The action grew in intensity from both groups. Charlie sat between them, stunned and alarmed, feeling totally helpless.


    April came first, crying out, “Oh, God! Fuck me! Earl, Buck, whoever you are, fuck me hard, please!”


    Terry pumped faster and sucked harder. The cock swelled and burst hot sperm deep down her throat. She could feel the streams jetting up his urethra and into her mouth. She sucked and swallowed, but some leaked out at the corners and drooled down her neck. April was awed by the sight and shouted, “Suck that cock, Terry! Suck it, baby!”


    After their release. they stripped and then stripped April. They settled down to eat and drink as April fawned over them and their cocks. After a hearty meal, Tall laid April on her back on the table and screwed her silly. After Tall, Beard flipped her over and screwed her from the rear. They drank another six pack and told dirty jokes, then took April, two six packs, and left.


    Terry and Charlie were still in their seats. They got up and walked into the living room. They sat on the sofa together. Terry drew her father into her shoulder and kissed his forehead. She stroked his bangs and said, “Are you all right?”


    “I’m okay. Your mom was having fun. I don’t blame her.”


    “Mom loves you Daddy, you know that.”


    “I know, honey, but a woman needs more than love.”


    “I suppose. She did look happy.” They sat in silence, each thinking personal thoughts. Terry got up and whipped her sweatshirt off, saying, “I’ve got to get out of this damn wrapping, and these pants are chafing my you know what. I may need some doctoring. Do you mind?”


    “No, not at all. I’ll get the stuff.”


    Terry stripped and cleared a space on the table. Charlie brought out the surgical soap and cream. Terry climbed up on the table and laid on her back with her knees drawn up and spread. Charlie filled a bowel with warm water and came over. He immediately set to work, gently lathering her pussy. Terry watched him work with love in her eyes. She looked past to his crotch and noticed the bulge. She got up on her elbows and said, “Daddy, I want you to make love to me.”


    He stopped and looked up. “What?”


    “You heard me. I want you.”


    “Honey, we can’t.”


    “Yes we can. Just clean your penis with the surgical soap and put it in. I want you to do it.”


    “Are you sure, Terry?”


    “I’m positive.”


    Charlie dropped his pants, scrubbed his cock and balls, then fucked his daughter. They came together and collapsed in a lover’s embrace. Terry said, “I love you, Daddy. I want to be your mistress. I’ll never turn you down.”


    “I love you, Terry. Your mother said she wouldn’t mind. I believe her. I think I’d like that.


 


    One week later, Charlie, Terry and April arrived at Dr. Wayne’s office. They weren’t alone. Besides Dr. Wayne, there were twenty-two others, including Monica. Two chairs were centered on Dr. Wayne’s desk. He stood before the desk, leaning back against it with folded arms. He motioned April and Terry into the seats. April looked properly nervous. Terry was also nervous. The people were all around, some standing, some sitting. Terry recognized the two men from the waiting room. April saw the elderly couple from the first day. Charlie joined those standing as Terry and April took the seats.


    Dr. Wayne dropped a packet of eight by ten photos on April’s lap and said, “Look them over.”


    April was genuinely shocked at the pictures she saw. Terry looked in from the side. Steve said, “Needless to say, if the authorities ever got a hold of those, you’d be put away for many years, April. I truly hate to put this to you this way, but the fact is you have something I want, and I’ll do whatever it takes to get it.”


    “What, you know we don’t have much money.”


    “I don’t want money, I want your daughter.”


    “What, you can’t be serious.”


    “Oh I am. Let me be more specific, April. I want Terry at my beck and call ready to suck or fuck me or anyone I designate. In short, I want ownership of her body. You can maintain her, but you must relinquish her to me on demand.”


    Terry sat in stunned disbelief. April showed equal concern and put a reassuring arm around her daughter. She said, “If this is some kind of sick joke, Dr. Wayne…”


    “It’s no joke, April. I’m ready to call the police right now unless you agree with my terms unconditionally. I’m dead serious.”


    Sweat beaded on April’s brow. She looked to Charlie for support. Charlie, as usual, looked helpless. Steve said, “I want your answer in five seconds or I’ll have Marsha make the call. Once the call is placed, I’m withdrawing the offer. One…two…three…four…”


    “All right. I’ll agree.” She turned to Terry and said, “I’m sorry, Terry, but he has us over a barrel.”


    “I know, Mom. It’s all right. It’s not your fault, it’s his.” Terry glared at Steve.


    Steve took his finger off the intercom button and said, “Good, now strip your daughter and bind her to my couch. The bindings are attached. Cuff her hands at the top.”


    April stood and helped Terry to her feet. Terry stood passive as April stripped her. She let her mother place her in position but began trembling. April first secured her wrists over her head, then brought her left leg back near her shoulder and looped a velcro strap around her ankle, pining her foot in line with her head. When she did the same with her right leg, Terry let out an anguished groan. Her sex was lifted, totally open and vulnerable. April stood back and said, there, are you happy?”


    “I’ll let you know after I fuck her. I see she healed up nicely, fresh shave.” He dropped his pants as the crowd pressed in. He knelt at her ass and aimed his cock at her hole. Other men were getting out of their pants and getting in line as Steve entered her. Terry moaned as he sank in to his balls in her aroused pussy. She looked into his eyes and said, “I guess this makes me your whore now, huh?”


    Steve stroked in and out, then said, “That’s right, Terry. Do you have a problem with that?”


    “No, it seems to be my destiny.”
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    “Good Fences Make Good Neighbors” By Phil Phantom


Sue was surprised to find Gena on her doorstep, and bearing a gift. Gena said, “I heard your divorce became final. I brought you a divorce gift.”


They’d been neighbors sharing a back fence for years and never said two words to each other. They had little in common. Gena was in her mid thirties, married with four boys: ages 11, 13, 14, and 16; whereas, Sue was a newly-divorced twenty-six with a girl of eleven, Cathy. Gena was rather plain; Sue was anything but plain.


Sue prided herself on her looks and figure. She turned heads where ever she went, but Sue needed a break from relationships after her messy divorce. She was not ready to date; therefor, she relied heavily on masturbation. She could use a friend at this point in her life, especially a female friend. Naturally, Sue invited the neighbor bearing gifts in for coffee.


When Cathy saw the present, she assumed the gift was for her, so she hovered by, anxiously awaiting the opening. Sue sat with Gena at the dining table, Cathy hoping up and down by her side. Sue said, “Settle down, Cathy. This is not for you. Gena, that was a nice thought, but you shouldn’t have.”


“Hey, what are neighbors for. I never gave you a house warming gift. Maybe this will make up. I bought you something every new divorcee needs. I hope you like it. I hope we can be better friends. Go ahead, open it.”


Sue unwrapped the box, saying, “I’m sure we can be friends without gifts, but thank you anyway.” Sue’s mouth fell wide open when she opened the lid and saw a dildoe variety pack with the inside lid being a photo collage of naked women in lewd poses demonstrating the use of each item with passionate expressions. The sight stole her breath, and she quickly shut the lid, but not quickly enough. Cathy said, “Mommy, what was that?”


Gena took advantage of Sue’s state of shock to reopen the box, then held her hand on the lid to prevent Sue from re-closing it. Instead, Sue used both hands to turn Cathy’s head, saying, “Cathy, don’t look.”


Cathy strained against her mother’s grip, knowing something very special had to be in that box as the confusing pictures she’d caught glimpses of played in her curious mind. Cathy received assistance from Gena’s much stronger arm as Gena pulled Sue’s closest hand from her daughter’s head, saying, “Let her look, Sue. She’s not a baby.”


Sue had no choice, Cathy was free to turn her head toward the box and did so, staring intently at the objects and the pictures. Ôis not ready for anything like this.”


“Well, it’s too late now. She’s seen it. If you send her away now, you’ll do more harm than good. Hell, when I said I brought you something every divorcee needs, I figured you knew. When you let Cathy stay, I figured she was ready.”


Sue looked at the contents again, and studied the pictures Cathy was looking at. She let out an anguished groan, even as her clit began to awaken and throb. As an avid masturbator, Sue knew about dildoes, vibrators, butt plugs, ben wa balls, and clitty stimulators. She saw them in the movies her ex-husband liked to watch. She read their praises and testimonials in the ladies magazines. She knew they were sold by mail or from adult book stores, but she didn’t dare order them and could never bring herself to set foot in an adult bookstore. Now, everything she’d ever wanted was hers, and she wasn’t about to refuse the gift. Her pussy would never forgive her, especially after she divorced its cock and refused to get a replacement.


When Gena offered to explain the items to Cathy, Sue jumped at the offer, saying, “Please do; I can’t.”


“No problem. Cathy, this is a survival kit for divorced mommies. You know what boys have between their legs, right?”


“Uh huh.”


“They have cocks and balls, don’t they?” Cathy giggled and nodded. “And you know what girls have between their legs. We have pussies, and pussy holes. I’ll bet you know that cocks are meant to fit in our pussy holes, don’t you?”


Cathy giggled harder and said, “Yes.”


“I’ll bet you know what it’s called when a cock goes in and out of a girl’s pussy, don’t you.”


Sue said, “Gena, this is a bit crude, don’t you think?”


“Crude shmude. I’m just trying to determine what she already knows. What is it called, Cathy? You can say the nasty word.”


Cathy looked to her mother before saying, “Fuck.”


Sue felt her clit give a lurch in response to hearing her child say that filthiest of words. She would have sworn Cathy had never heard the word, or if she had, wouldn’t know what it meant. Sue watched Gena praising Cathy for saying fuck. She saw Cathy basking in that unexpected praise. She knew that to let that praise go untempered or unchallenged was an invitation to having that word become a permanent part of Cathy’s vocabulary, but at that moment, Sue welcomed the addition, and craved hearing herÔ Gena had opened her arms to Cathy for a hug, and Cathy went for Ô then turned Cathy to face her mother, standing between Gena’s knees while Gena’s hands rested on Cathy’Ô found herself adding her own praise in a subtle way by reaching out and softly stroking Cathy’s face with a smile. Cathy beamed and said, “I know guys like to fuck girls in the pussy.”


Gena said, “You’re a smart girl, Cathy. You’ve seen fucking, haven’t you?”


“Yeah, I’ve seen a cock fucking a pussy up close.”


Sue’s jaw dropped. Her clit stood tall waiting to hear how this was possible. She and Frank had always made love behind locked doors. Gena said, “Tell Mommy whose pussy you saw getting fucked by a cock.”


“I saw your pussy getting fucked a bunch of times.”


Sue looked to Gena, and Gena said, “She peeks through the fence. I caught her at it, so we moved a chaise lounger by her favorite peep hole and let her get an eyeful.” Sue made a face as if saying, “How could you?” Gena said, “Hey, she wanted to look, and I’ve got no inhibitions.” Addressing Cathy, Gena said, “You like watching me and John fuck, don’t you?”


“Yeah, fucking is neat to watch.”


“You like seeing John’s big cock, too, don’t you?”


“Yeah, he has a super big one.”


Gena settled back and let Cathy go, saying to Sue, “See, the kid knows more than you think.”


“Thanks to you and your husband.”


“You’re welcome. Now, Cathy, back to these things. When Mommies lose their cock by death or divorce, they still need something for their pussies or they go crazy. Grownup pussy must have cock, or something like a cock. That’s what these things will do for your Mommy. They’re to make her pussy happy. She’ll fuck herself with these. Some are pussy toys like these balls she can stuff up her hole. They make her pussy tingle. And this thing is for her happy button, her clitty. It vibrates real fast. This thing is for her butt hole.”


Cathy laughingly said, “Her butt hole?”


“Yes, her butt hole. She’ll stick this up her butt and turn the switch on this remote handle to make it buzz in her ass.”Ôdevices in her bedroom to put them to work. She found the instruction delightful, and marveled at the ease with which Cathy accepted everything Gena said. After Gena’s graphic instruction, Sue wasn’t sure she’d need to seek a private moment. The idea of doing these things in front of Cathy made her pussy swell and lubricate. The idea of Cathy accepting free and open masturbation as a normal and natural act all mothers engage in was quite appealing and would make her manless life easy, if not more pleasurable. For that reason, she wanted Gena to keep going.


Gena picked up on this and gave Sue a smiling wink from time to time. When Gena returned to the clitty stimulator, called a butterfly, like a sold rubber ball split down the center that nestled over the clit. Inside the rubber was a vibrating motor with a remote battery pack connected by a six-foot wire. She presented the device for Cathy to hold, then turned it on, saying, “Imagine how nice that feels on your clitty, Cathy. Do you know where your clitty is?”


“No.”


“Let me show you.”


Sue sat stunned as Gena lifted Cathy to sit side saddle on her lap with her feet facing Sue. Sue watched Gena pull up Cathy’s dress, then remove her panties. Cathy giggled nervously, looking to her mother for guidance. Since her mother said nothing, Cathy relaxed and went with the instruction, allowing Gena to place her legs wide apart while leaning back in the crook of the woman’s left arm. Gena placed her finger on the small nub of pink flesh between the lips of Cathy’s pussy, rubbed the nub, and said, “This is your clitty, your happy button. In a second, you’ll see why we call it our happy button.”


Sue could not believe her eyes. Her daughter’s immature vagina laid spread out before her with an adult woman’s finger rubbing her clit. She watched in silence as Gena placed the butterfly device on Cathy’s clit, then turned the switch. The humming vibrations sent chills up Sue’s spine and the sensations brought Cathy to a sitting position with eyes wide, staring between her legs. Gena said, “That feels good, huh?” Cathy nodded, unable to speak.


Sue was speechless as well. Never in her wildest fantasies could she have imagined such a scenario, and her silent acceptance of it. When Gena turned off the butterfly and Cathy begged her to turn it back on, Sue wanted to reach out and flip the switch for her. Gena picked up the two silvery ben wa balls—hollow chrome balls that looked like pinballs with bearings rolling loose inside. She brought them to Cathy’s pussy and used her finger to massage the excited girl’s pussy hole, saying. Let’s put these pussy balls in you and you’ll really feel great.” After relaxingÔthe other, pushing them as deep as they’d go, which was just past her vaginal ring of muscle, up against her hymen. Cathy watched the operation with great interest, then said, “They aren’t doing anything.”


“They don’t until you walk around and make the little balls inside swish and bounce. Now, roll over on your belly and we’ll putt the butt plug in your butt hole.”


Cathy’s eyes went as big as her mother’s just before Gena positioned Cathy on her lap facing down, her little white ass sticking up. Gena pulled the girl’s cheeks apart to expose the wrinkled pink muscle and an exciting view of Cathy’s pussy with a pea-sized portion of the shiny ball peeking out from between her lips. Gena pushed on the ball, re-wet her finger, then poked her finger at the rosebud of Cathy’s anus. She slowly gained entry under Sue’s riveted eyes. She took her time, relaxing the tight sphincter as she went. Once her finger was in to the palm, Gena began moving in and out, looking Sue in the eyes while saying, “Do you like the way my finger fucks your butt hole, Cathy?”


“I do now. It feels weird, but kinda nice.”


“I’ll bet you wish this were a big cock instead of my finger, don’t you?”


“Yeah, but that might hurt.”


“Not if we went slow. Your ass can take a cock bigger than John’s, lots bigger with practice. John wants to help you practice. John’s a good little-girl butt fucker; he’d make it easy for you. He wants to fuck your ass so bad. He thinks you’re the sexiest, prettiest little girl he’s ever seen. Would you like to be a good little girl for John?”


Cathy said, “Yes. I’ll do anything he wants.”


Sue could not comprehend why Gena would say such inflammatory things while looking her in the eye and finger fucking her daughter’s ass. The only explanation that made any sense was that Gena was teasing, trying to turn her on, her and Cathy, and the technique was working on both. That much was reflected in Sue’s eyes and Cathy’s voice.


Gena went on, “Would you let John fuck you in the ass, sweetheart?”


“Yes, he can fuck my ass anytime he wants to.”


“And if Mommy won’t let you, you’ll sneak over, won’t you.”


“Yes. He can even fuck my butt through the fence. He can fuck my pussy, too, if he wants.”Ôpussy. He’ll probably like to start with your pussy, and finish in it too. He’ll want to try and get you pregnant if he can. Will you let John squirt his baby cream in your pussy.”


“Oh, yes, and I want to suck the baby cream out of his cock like you do.”


“I have four boys that can fuck your pussy all the way. Would you like to have four boys fucking you every day, and four more cocks to suck?”


“Yeah, that would be great!”


Gena smiled and winked; Sue returned both. Gena eased her finger all the way out and slyly offered Sue the opportunity to put her’s in its place without Cathy being the wiser. Sue bit her lower lip, then wet her middle finger and eased Ô up her daughter’s slippery ass. Cathy’s sphincter was nice and loose, and the contents of her colon had been stirred to a buttery smoothness. Sue was impressed and delighted by the feel of her little girl’s colon.


Gena allowed Sue ample time to amuse herself, then took the eight-inch butt plug, wet the insertion end in her mouth, then eased in the hard plastic cylinder in short fucking movements until the anal ring closed tightly around the narrow middle. She fucked the plastic dong in and out, going all the way in, and all the way out, while watching Sue stare openly at the plastic dong screwing her daughter’s ass with such ease, expectantly waiting her turn.


Sue also stared at Gena’s fingers playing with Cathy’s exciting young pussy flesh. Having exchanged several winks with Gena, and with Cathy unable to see, Sue bravely leaned forward in her seat and got her eyes within inches of the action. Her nose sniffed at the scent coming from both holes. When she got too close, Gena swiped Sue’s mouth with slimy fingers. Sue sat back making a face, but licked her lips when Gena wasn’t looking.


She smiled when Gena said, “My younger two boys have cocks about like this. Would you like to see what Gary and Bruce will feel like when they butt fuck you. I’ll use the eight-inch dildoe, if you’d like.”


“Yeah, I want something bigger.”


Gena set the butt plug aside and retrieved the eight-inch rubber coch that looked like a lopped-off penis. Gena widened her own legs and reached through Cathy’s to insert the cock in her own pussy, saying, “Let me just check to see how close this is. Yeah, a little bigger than Mark, but a bit smaller than Brad. Gena withdrew the slimy cock and offered the tip of the medium size rubber cock for Sue to suck. Sue pulled back, but thenÔa minute, then left the pink rubber dong wet and shiny with her saliva.


Gena reversed the cock, offering the blunt base for Sue to bite down on. Sue did so, then laid over the table on her belly as Gena indicated, hanging over the edge, looking down on Cathy’s ass. Ô floor, under the table; her ass was sticking straight up.Ô fit the head of the dildoe in Cathy’s rectum, and twisted her head while pushing. Ô Ô Ô sphincter and gradually sink deeper and deeper, eliciting only an occasional grunt or groan from Cathy. Amazingly, to Sue, at least, Cathy took every inch without complaint, then moaned as she screwed her ass with it. Sue fucked little Cathy from the tip to within an inch of her lips, with her nose almost touching Cathy dead center in her pussy on each penetrating stroke. Cathy was unaware that her mother was head fucking her ass, though she knew her mother had climbed onto the table.


Gena said to Cathy, “You’ll have no trouble with the boys. You have a nice fuckable ass. You’re ready for John as it is. Let’s see you take it all.” With that, Gena pushed on the back of Sue’s head when she was at the end of her stroke, pressing Sue’s face into her daughter’s wet beaver and her nose fully in Cathy’s pussy hole.


Cathy knew then, and cried out, “Is that my mommy’s face in my pussy?”


Gena took Sue by the hair and made her Ô “Yes, sweetheart. Good mommies like doing this for their little girls, but if you think it’s too nasty, I’ll ask her to stop face fucking you.”


“No, I like it. I like it a lot, especially when her nose goes in my pussy. She can face fuck me anytime she wants.”


Sue was astonished by Cathy’s eager acceptance, and pleasantly surprised by the novel sensation of pressing her face fully in her daughter’s pussy. Gena did not need to force the act on Sue and released her grip. Sue pressed her face into her daughter’s pussy for long periods at the end of each stroke.


Gena said, “It looks like she really loves having her nose in your pussy, so I guess you’ll be getting a lot of mommy face fucking just so she can get her nose in your pussy. You’ll let Mommy put her nose up your twat when she needs that, won’t you sweetie?”


“Sure, anytime.” ÔSue acted upset as she let go of the cock with it still in CathyÔ SheÔ took out the cock and inserted the butt plug. Gena lifted Cathy to her feet, pressed the butterfly device against her clit, and had Cathy hold it in place with her left hand. Gena placed the two battery packs (one going to the butterfly; the other for the butt plug) in Cathy’s right hand, turned them on, then sent her on a walk through the living room. Cathy hobbled, jerked, and swayed on trembling legs, moving away inch by jerky inch, walking like a blindfolded clutz in high heels crossing an icy cattle guard.


When the girl was far enough away, and so deeply engrossed in the sensations emanating from between her legs to hear or care, Gena got Sue’s attention from the provocative yet comical sight. Gena sat forward and spoke in a whisper, saying, “Me and John are your friendly neighborhood child molesters, but don’t tell anyone.”


Sue took in the words, but could not fathom them. Her face was a question. Gena smiled and said, “It’s true. We want Cathy for a sex slave, and we’ll get her. She’s primed and ready, but we like a challenge, that’s why I’m telling you to your wet face. Fight it. I want you to.”


Sue saw she was serious, and said, “I’ll go to the police.”


“No you won’t. You don’t want this little episode to come out, and it will come out, in detail, to the media.”


“Why are you doing this?”


“Look at her. She’s adorable. You raised pervert bait and just caught two big ones. You should have warned her about people like us. We love mommies like you, too shy to talk about sex with their little girls, and too horny to interfere with their training. That makes our job so much easier, but Cathy was just too easy. If I can get her to lick my freshly-fuck cunt through a wood fence, I can get her to do anything.”


“God, that’s sick. I’ll be talking to her now. I’ll set her straight.”


“I hope you do, but she knows how good sex feels, now. Good luck keeping her cute mouth away from our fence. It is our fence, so don’t go patching any holes.”


“I won’t let her out of my sight.”


“Good, then you’ll see everything.”


“I won’t let you near her, ever.”


Gena leaned forward and gently stroked Sue’s face, saying, “Sue,Ôyou, and I think you are lovely, especially with Cathy’s pussy juices on your face. We’re not monsters, just horny people who love the young stuff. We will never use force, and we would never hurt her. I swear. We just want to have fun with Cathy, and she will have fun as well. I’d like this to be a game between us, between you and me. You try to influence Cathy toward the straight and narrow, just doing your responsible motherly duty, and I will try to lure her into sexual slavery. In order to do that, I’ll need to work on you. You’ll love being worked on, Sue. As you can see, I’m very good at it, and I know you better than you might think. I had a hard time trying to keep up with your fucking face.”


Gena’s fingers traced wet patterns on Sue’s lips as Sue sat still and permitted her to do so. Gena held the finger that had been deep in Cathy’s ass right under Sue’s nose, while resting her middle finger, still wet from Cathy’s pussy, between Sue’s slack lips. She smiled at Sue and said, “See, I do know you. I know you want to lick my fingers. Go ahead. She’s not looking; she’s cumming for the second time.”


Sue’s heart raced. She watched out of the corner of her eye as Cathy shuddered out a climax on her knees. Slowly, tentatively, Sue’s tongue emerged and touched the finger between her lips. Gena smiled and said, “I don’t need to seduce Cathy. She’ll do anything I want. I’m seducing you. When the time comes, you will bring Cathy to us and assist in her first pussy fuck, and first butt fuck.” Sue reached out with her tongue and licked the fingers. “You’ll do everything, from guiding John’s eleven-inch cock into her virgin pussy, to pulling her cheeks apart for her first ass fuck. You’ll help us get her knocked up, then train the baby to nurse at my clit.”


Sue moaned and sucked the ass finger into her mouth. “Well, Sue, will you play the game with me? Do you accept the challenge? Will you open your door to me and invite me in next time I stop by?”


Sue nodded while sucking the finger, then said, “Yes, I’ll play the game. Let’s be friends.”


Gena smiled and retrieved her finger from Sue’s mouth. She stood after kissing Sue with a quick pass of tongue through the lips. She said, “We’ll be very good friends, regardless of who wins. I like you very much, Sue. You are an absolute doll in your own right, and I want you for myself. John and the boys can have Cathy, but I want my own sex slave, a pet for my pussy. Next time I stop by, I’ll show you the pussy you’ll worship. You’re going to lick it in front of Cathy every time I stop by. You’ll lick my cunt without shame the very first time I show it to you, and your daughter will see me having to push you away to get you to stop. Be thinking about that. Enjoy your toys, sweet thing.” Ôthe short skirt as she sauntered toward the front door. Cathy was on her back, spent and exhausted. Gena stepped over her head, pausing in mid-stride to squat low over Cathy’s face. Cathy stared up with wide eyes, then raised up under the skirt. Gena rocked her pelvis to and fro several times before she stood and continued for the door. After opening the door, she paused again to say, “If, you’re curious, ask Cathy what it looks like. Toodle loo.”


Sue remained rooted to the spot for several minutes. Cathy was not inclined to move either. Sue moved first and went to Cathy. She stroked her hair while staring at her pretty face covered in wet pussy slime from chin to forehead. Cathy smiled. Sue said, “I see you like my new toys.”


“Yeah, they’re neat.” Cathy licked her lips and said, “She sure is nasty, wiping her pussy on my face in front of you, huh?”


“Yes, she is, but she’s a nice person, don’t you think? Besides, you didn’t seem to mind having your face wiped by her pussy.”


“Yeah, and I like her pussy a lot. Are you going to let me go over there?”


“No, sweetheart. I think you’re too young for sex, but I’ll share my toys with you until you are old enough.”


“Aw, Mom! I knew you were going to say that. That’s not fair.”


“Life isn’t supposed to be fair, but that’s life. You’ll thank me when you get older. In the mean time, you mind me. I’m still your mother. Now, let’s get these things out of you and clean them. We will always clean them with soap and water. Promise me you’ll do that on your own. Don’t ever put them away messy, okay? We could pass infections that way.”


Cathy presented her splayed beaver and said, “Okay. You’ll have to take the balls out for me.”


“I’ll take care of everything. That’s what mommies are for.” With that, Sue eased the butt plug out while watching Cathy’s sphincter clinging tightly to the shaft. Sue took her time, moving out by fractions. Cathy strained to see between her legs while pulling herself open by the knees. When the rounded tip reached the anus, Cathy said, “Mom, do the balls first. Save that for last, okay.”


“Okay, but I’ll have to put it back in.”


“Yeah, put it back in. Go slow, in and out like she did.”


“You mean fuck it in like she did.” Ô “Yes, sweetheart. You can use all the dirty words you want, but only at home when there’s no company, Gena excluded, of course.”


“She’s special, huh. I saw you kissing. Are you girlfriends now?”


Sue’s heart gave a flutter and she stepped up the tempo of her ass fuck, saying, “She’s very special, and I like kissing her. I’d like to kiss her all over. Would that bother you, seeing Mommy kissing another woman?”


“No, it won’t bother me. Would you kiss her pussy?”


“I might.”


“I think you should if you want to make her like you. She likes it when I lick her pussy. She loves it.”


“You’ve licked her pussy a great deal, I take it?”


“Heck yeah. Her pussy is neat. When she lies on her back on the ground, she can stick it right through the fence at the bottom. I can lick the whole thing, and get way inside where all the cream is. I love eating the cream after they fuck. They always let me eat all I want.”


“She must have a pretty pussy.”


“She does, and it tastes good. She shaves it and she has a gold ring in her…what was that thing called?”


“Her clitty?”


“Yeah, her clitty. And she has great big stretchy pussy lips. She has a giant pussy. She needs one with a husband like John. He has a giant cock. They go together. It’s sure neat watching them fuck. I wish he could fuck me like he does her.”


“He wants to, she made that clear, didn’t she?”


“Yeah, he wants to real bad. Mom, she’ll like you more if you let him fuck me.”


“I know, sweetheart. There’s other ways I can make her like me.”


“Yeah, like licking her pussy.”


“We’ll see. I think you’ve had enough butt fucking. I’ll leave it in, though. Now, let’s get those balls out.”


Cathy let out a groan, but set her feet flat far apart and raised her cunt for her mother’s digging fingers. Sue was eager to feelÔballs out. The task was difficult in the cramped space of an immature virgin cunt, anyway. The position didn’t help any. If Cathy stood with her feet widely planted, they’d probably pop right out with a hooked finger. With Cathy holding her cunt up, the task was almost impossible. Sue chased the slippery balls, all the while getting the most delightful feel of Cathy’s pussy. Cathy held her cunt lips open, not so much as to assist, but to expose herself. Sue was well aware of this. She also knew that Cathy could stop a ball from coming out by tightening her muscles with a grunt.


After numerous failed attempts, Sue, in feigned frustration said, “Damn, I’m beginning to think that the only way they’ll come out is if I suck them out.”


Cathy excitedly said, “You mean with your mouth?”


“What else? I could probably do better with my tongue than my finger.”


“I think that’s the only way, Mom. Please get them out.”


“Oh, all right. If I must, I must.”


Cathy rolled further back, bringing her pussy straight up and placing her legs in the splits. She held herself up by cupping herself at her lower back, like the riding-the-bike-upside-down exercise. Sue knew this would only make the task more difficult, but she played along, saying, “That’s it, sweetheart. I’ll need room to work and a nice big spread.”


To perform the lewd service, Sue decided a lewd position was called for. She said, “If you want me to leave your butt plug in, I’ll need to kneel astride your head and come at it from the front.”


“I don’t care. I want the butt plug to stay in.”


Sue straddled her daughter’s head, knowing Cathy was looking at her panty-covered beaver inches from her face. Sue’s skirt shrouded Cathy’s head like a tent. She soon felt Cathy’s fingers playing over her sex, testing her limits. Sue said nothing, even as Cathy pulled the leg bands to look and feel inside. Sue pulled Cathy’s lips apart, and glued her mouth to the exciting pussy, centering her mouth over the girl’s pussy hole, hoping to inspire Cathy to return the favor. Cathy’s tongue never followed her lead, however. Sue slithered her long tongue inside, and twirled it around both balls. Sue realized that she could easily lift, then suck them out, but she made the job look difficult, always letting the ball slip back just in time.


Cathy wasn’t idle. She blindly felt around the floor until she found the butterfly, then slipped it inside her mother’s panties,Ôplace as the device was designed to be used with panties. With the switch in hand, Cathy gave Sue delightful pulses that had her squirming and moaning. Sue found herself using her tongue all over Cathy’s aroused sex, because every time she went for a ball, the switch was cut off. Cathy soon had Sue sucking and licking her pussy for sucking and licking’s sake. Sue abandoned all efforts at retrieving balls and sucked pussy instead.


No words were spoken, they simply went through the transition. Cathy did not leave the switch on. In fact, the switch remained off much more than on no matter what her mother did. Cathy did not want her mother to reach a climax. If the switch was on when she went for a ball, the power went off. If the switch was off when she made the attempt, the power would remain off throughout the attempt, but come on at the instant the attempt was aborted-ªa reward.


Sue conditioned quickly and began lapping Cathy’s cunt with abandon. She’d pause in her lapping to suck on her clit, and would probe deep in the hole without being punished so long as she made no effort toward moving a ball up to the Ô even began fucking the butt plug to Cathy’s delight. Occasionally, she’d pull out the butt plug and ream her ass with a deep probing tongue. She received a long reward when she butt fucked Cathy with her stiff tongue. Sue sucked Cathy to two orgasms this way, while begging for relief by shamelessly grinding her pussy over Cathy’s idle mouth.


When Cathy had enough, she removed the butterfly. Sue removed the balls one after the other, sucking them into her mouth. Mother and daughter rolled apart and got to their knees. Cathy said, “Thanks, Mom.”


Sue spit the balls in her hand and said, “You’re welcome.”


Cathy took the balls from her mother and said, “I hope you don’t expect me to do that for you.”


“I think I can manage on my own, but why wouldn’t you do that for me? You do much more than that for Gena.”


“She’ll let me fuck; you won’t. Besides, I only like pussy that has man cream in it. I think you like girl cream. You sure liked mine.”


“So that’s how it’s going to be is it?”


“You don’t have to lick my pussy if you don’t want to. I can put the balls in on my own, but I’ll need your help getting them out. Is that okay?”


“Yes, but you’re not using that thing on me again unless I get to hold the control.”Ô “I’ll go slow enough to let you cum, but I’ll decide how slow from now on. You just want to be licked and tongue fucked.”


“So, if you want me to give up my girl cream, that’s what you have to do.”


Sue smiled and ruffled Cathy’s hair, saying, “Oh, all right you little devil. I’ll lick your pussy for you any time you want for as long as you like, in any way you want me to do it. We don’t need to play that ball game; besides, they get in my way when I’m trying to lap up your girl cream, and I do love girl cream the best.”


“I could tell. Boy, this will be great! Hey, Mom, now you can try out all you’re new toys. Can I watch?”


“If you want.”


“Will you get naked?”


“I suppose I should.”


“Will you fuck yourself with that big rubber cock?”


“Yes. I’ll give you a complete demonstration, just sit still and be quiet. I want to fantasize while I do it.”


“What’s fantasize?”


“Dreaming sexy thoughts.”


“Will you tell me what you dream?”


“No, my fantasies are my private thoughts. Just watch and be quiet, or I’ll do this in the bedroom and lock the door.”


Cathy made a zip across her mouth, and Sue smiled. Sue then demonstrated each and every device in her inventory and dreamed sexy thoughts to four orgasms. When she had enough, she sprawled with the big rubber dong still sticking up her twat. Cathy crawled over and began fucking her with it. Sue smiled weakly and said, “Having fun?”


“Yeah, are you through thinking about John fucking you?”


“What makes you think I was thinking about him fucking me?”


“Were you thinking about him fucking me? Please say yes!”


“I’m not telling.”


“You were! You were thinking that, weren’t you?”ÔYou can fantasize about that too, because for at least six more years, that’s as close as you’ll get.”


Cathy yanked out the dildoe and said, “Hey, you can face-fuck me with this, and I can pretend it’s John.”


Sue took the cock from Cathy and said, “No. I think you’ve had enough. Go wash everything and put them away neatly, or you won’t use any of my toys.”


“Gee, Mom, why do I have to clean them? You used them all. I want my own toys.”


“Go. And clean them good. Dry them, and don’t get the battery packs wet.”


Cathy carried the armful of wet and sticky pussy toys, mumbling, “Wash this. Clean that. Let me lick your pussy. Cinderella, that’s what I am, Cinderella.”


Sue smiled.


 


     *


 


Somewhere between Gena’s kiss and watching Gena squat on Cathy’s face, Sue made the decision to lose the game. She eagerly looked forward to guiding John’s cock into her daughter’s ass and pussy. She also wanted to make Gena work for it by appearing difficult, dragging out the seduction.


Toward that end, Sue sat Cathy down and had a long mother/daughter talk about sex, perverts, and child abuse. She made Cathy swear to stay away from the back fence, and never to let anyone know what they do together. She still held sway over her daughter, even though she’d lost some stature as a parent by slavishly fawning over her pussy, eating all that was offered and begging for much more.


Cathy watched TV, ate her meals, went to sleep, and woke up in the morning with her mother’s head between her legs. She couldn’t even take a piss without Sue kneeling down before the commode, prying her knees apart, and licking at her pissing slit. Cathy liked having her pissing pussy licked most of all. Sometimes, when her mother had a good seal over her piss hole, Cathy would give her a squirt wherever she happened to be. Sue never said anything about Cathy’s pissing in her mouth, so Cathy adopted the practice and would sometimes empty a full bladder in one steady stream as hard as she could make the piss flow. Sue never spilled a drop and never said a word. Actually, Sue dropped quite a bit in stature, but Cathy still saw her as Mom. She stayed away from the fence.


Gena stopped by the following afternoon, about the same time asÔanother mischievous smile. Sue met her with a mischievous smile of her own, and they kissed in the doorway, a long passionate, tongue duel of a kiss that left Sue panting for more. Gena strode confidently in and went to her chair at the table. Sue sat in the same chair she’d sat in the previous day, kitty corner facing Gena.


When Cathy saw Gena sitting in the dining room, she bounded up and went for a hug. Gena gave her a warm hug, but then pushed her at arm’s length, scolding, “I’m upset with you, Cathy. I had a cunt full of cream and you never showed up.”


Cathy made a sad face and pouted, “Mom won’t let me anymore.”


“Oh, she won’t.”


Sue smugly said, “I told you, Gena, she does what she’s told. She always has. You are not venting your perverse lust on my child.”


“Is that so? We’ll see.” Turning to Cathy, Gena said, “I saved the cream in my pussy, and got four more loads after the boys came home from school. They all jacked off in my pussy, and I clamped my lips shut. If you can’t come to me, I thought I’d come to you.”


With that, Gena stood and raised her skirt above her waist. Sue saw a bald fleshy pussy squeezed tightly in the jaws of a wide spring clamp. Sue reached out and pulled Cathy to her and they both watched Gena squeeze open the jaws of the clamp. When the clamp came free, her pussy burped up a thick blob of white drool that poured down both inner thighs. Other smaller burps followed as the pussy drained in rivers down both legs. Those rivers quickly passed her knees as Cathy struggled to get free, crying, “Mom, let me go, let me go!”


Gena said, “The rules state no force, only persuasion. If you use force, I’ll use force. I’m stronger than you.”


Sue let go but shouted, “Cathy, you stand right where you are and don’t you dare move.”


Sue was in mid-sentence when Cathy caught the right leg run just as the creamy mass was sliding over Gena’s heel. She slurped a long stretch, then quickly caught the left. She darted back and forth between the two legs until she got caught up with the flow above the knees. Sue stared in open-mouthed awe, watching her daughter lap sperm like a hungry wolfhound mascot lapping pastry cream off a cheerleader’s inner thigh.


Gena grinned victorious, then rolled back her fleshy cunt lips, pinching them to the sides Ô gash five inches wide and eight inches long. When Cathy sawÔtongue swam in semen.


Sue quickly knelt at Gena’s right hip and peered in close to watch her sex-crazed daughter lapping from the well of Gena’s cunt. Sue brought her left arm around Gena’s hip, and reached across the front with the right. She took over the job of holding Gena’s cunt lips open, looked up and said, “Okay, I can’t stop her from licking your cunt. You win this round.”


“If I win this round, what do you concede to me?”


“All right. When you need this service, call me on the phone. I will lead her to the fence.”


“That sounds reasonable, but not good enough. After she cleans me of sperm, you suck me to a climax, then clean the mess I make. She is my due, but you are my reward.”


“If that’s what you want.”


“That’s what I want, starting today, as soon as she’s finished.”


Sue gave the reward but Cathy took a long time cleaning up the mess five males made of Gena’s pussy. Gena took a long time to cum, and made a big mess doing so. Between the two, they spent forty-five minutes servicing Gena’s pussy and both had aching jaws.


Sue managed to hold out for three more days. In those three days she lost steady ground, having to make frequent trips to the fence to suck cocks, eat pussy, take cocks up her ass and cunt, and watching Cathy do everything but take cocks in her ass or cunt. On the forth day, she brought Cathy to Gena’s door dressed for screwing.


Gena opened the door to them and said, “Well, look who’s here. Come on in and take your clothes off. John and the boys will be with you in a moment. They’re all out back, taking down the fence.”


 


—
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“Good Sport”


    By: Phil Phantom


 I married my high school sweetheart and moved to the big city three years ago. Pam has grown more beautiful each year. We met in the pre-schooler’s Sunday school and married in that same church fourteen years later. I learned a good trade in the heating and air business. I landed a great job with a company that stays busy and pays well. After a year with AAA Heating and Air, Pam and I decided to start a family. Unlike many of our peers, we remained virgins until our wedding night. That first night was awkward. We were both uptight, and I was clumsy and over-excited. Gradually, we’ve become less inhibited and sex is much better. At least now I can usually last long enough to get Pam off. Sex was still a topic we couldn’t discuss easily. We knew one position, the missionary, and the subject of oral sex was never broached. We both blush easily, so company get-togethers were always trying times for us. I work in a shop of fifteen men. I’m the youngest, the new kid. Most of those men have been with Jake Barnes from the day he opened shop six years ago. They are a tight-knit group and rather rowdy at parties. Our work shop is not open to the public, so pictures of naked women are everywhere. It has a men’s locker room atmosphere. Pam has, on occasion, brought my lunch to me. She creates quite a stir when she walks through. She acts like she has blinders on and stays red-faced the whole time. Jake Barnes is a tough guy to work for but he pays well. Two things can get you canned from the company: poor work and not fitting in. My year of probation was up. I’d been accepted. Our future looked secure. As long as I continued to fit in, I knew I’d have a job. Pam and I decided to buy a house. The ink wasn’t dry on the paperwork when Jake called me into his office one day. He said he was disappointed because I never offered to host a Friday night poker game. I’d heard about the games, an institution at AAA, but I didn’t gamble. He said the games were low stakes and friendly. He said I’d learn. I had a house, so I could not claim that the apartment was too small. From the stories I’d heard, I did not want Pam exposed to their bawdy poker games. What was even worse was that the wife of the host was to serve as hostess of the game, serving drinks and snacks. The way Jake put it, I had little choice but to volunteer. I said we’d host the next one. Jake smiled. As I departed, Jake called out,


“See that Pam wears something sexy. We don’t want a hostess that looks like a Tomboy.”


 I grinned uncomfortably and scrapped the idea of having her wear jeans and a sweat shirt. Pam was not pleased to hear about the poker party. She disapproves of gambling and she hates being around drinking and smoking men. When I told her what Jake said about wearing something sexy, she threw a fit. I let her rant and rave, but she knew as well as I that we were in no position to alienate Jake Barnes, not with a sixty-thousand dollar mortgage over our heads and the possibility of there being a baby on the way. She came to her senses on her own after stewing for a couple of days. Together, we picked out the dress she’d wear. You may think this odd, but after three years of marriage, I’d never seen Pam naked. She is very shy and wears PJs to bed. We made love in total darkness. I saw her in bra and panties for the first time as she changed outfits. I sat on the bed, trying to act nonchalant about it. I could see that Pam was aroused. She grew more aroused as she tried on various outfits and modeled them for me. None suited her. I almost choked when she suggested that going braless might help. She removed her bra right in front of me. I stared at the nipples I’d sucked on but never seen. They were tight, puckered, reddish caps on bullet-shaped mounds of firm flesh. She took her time donning the dress and paraded her tits before me with her shoulders back and chest out. As she moved about, those breasts vibrated with each footfall. I broke out in a sweat when she decided the panties were all wrong and shimmied out of them. She went through her things in the nude, presenting me with a visual feast of her unguarded sex, mostly rear views of her pouting vaginal pouch tucked neatly at the top of her creamy thighs. Pam’s pubic hair is so light and fine that it is barely noticeable and hides nothing. Her wet slit seemed to wink at me when she’d bend over. Her clit hung from between the lips like a tiny cock, just begging for someone to walk over and kiss it. She waved that pink flag in my face one second too long. I went over, knelt behind her, and planted a wet kiss right on her clit. Pam shot upright and spun around as though a snake had bit her. She looked down on me like I was sick, saying,


“Jerry, what on earth has gotten into you?”


 I stood and apologized, feeling like a pervert. She said,


“I thought we could be mature adults about this. Just because I agreed to dress like a tramp doesn’t mean you can treat me like one. Now, you go sit down, behave yourself, and don’t get up until we’re through.”


 I slinked back to the bed and sat. Remarkably, Pam turned back to the dresser in a wider stance than before. In addition, she bent low to open the bottom drawer and began rummaging through it, giving me a most provocative display. It was then I realized that her tease was intentional. She was looking for panties in her sweater drawer and taking her sweet time doing it. After searching another bottom drawer, bending over with straight legs, her tits showing between the inverted V of her legs, she stood and faced me, hands on hips, flustered. She still had her high heel shoes on and walked about, gathering her dresses, holding up one after another. She tossed all to the bed and stood with a hand on her cocked hip and said,


“Jerry, none of my dresses are sexy. They’re all too long.”


 I tried not to look between her legs or at her tits, but she made it most difficult for me. She stood right before me. She picked up a light summer dress with an open bodice and said,


“If I wear this one without a bra and shorten the hem, I suppose it might look sexy. What do you think?”


 I nodded. She slipped it over her head and folded up the hem to mid thigh, saying,


“Is this short enough?”


 I nodded. She folded it up another inch and said,


“How about this? Is this too much?”


 I said,


“You’d be inviting trouble if you cut it too short. Remember who you’ll be wearing that in front of.”





“I haven’t forgotten, Jerry. Jake said sexy. He expects sexy. This might be a test, you know. Suppose he lets you go because I wasn’t wearing a sexy enough dress. What would we do then?”





“All right, if you’ll wear it that short, I’ll go along. He can’t say it isn’t sexy.”


 Pam folded under another two inches of material until the hem was just below her crotch. She said,


“Maybe we should go all out just to be sure.”


 I gulped. I said,


“Pam, you’d never wear anything that short in front of a bunch of men and you know it.”


 She said,


“With our future at stake, I might go topless wearing a g-string. Don’t forget the baby. I am due to ovulate this week. I can endure a little embarrassment if I have too. I’m not that weak and fragile, Jerry.”


 Pam’s attitude surprised me. She shortened that dress a little higher than mid thigh. She looked very sexy in it, especially in her high heels. When she modeled the dress, I noticed that she had also cut back the top. The square-cut top exposed the swells of her upper breasts and showed a great deal of cleavage. When she stood straight, the top edge just did hide her nipples. If she’d bend over, it dropped away and exposed her hanging tits. I made no comment about the modification; she offered no explanation. With the puffy sleeves and ruffled short hem, the dress looked like something a little girl might wear. On Pam it looked sexy as hell. Eight guys showed up on Friday night. Since we figured there would be other poker nights, we bought a large round table with eight matching chairs. Nine of us just barely fit around the table. I had to sit on a bar stool. Pam was a big hit. The guys made a fuss over her every time she entered the room. She was nervous and scared, but she looked stunning. They embarrassed her by staring openly down her top when she had to bend over. Those that were not in a position to look down her top would lean back and look up her dress. They kept the ash tray in the center of the table and requested she empty it often. The first time Pam tried to empty the ash tray, she reachout out and brought it to her. Jake said,


“No, No, No. If you’re going to do the job, do it right. Here, set the ash tray back where it was. Now, don’t ever carry an ash tray over people. Do like this.”


 Jake had Pam lean back over the table as he was doing. Their heads converged near the center as Jake tutored her on the professional way to service an ash tray. Pam listened attentatively, mindless of the scene taking place behind her. Tommy Drew and John Blazek were on their knees pinching the hem of her skirt and lifting. Two others were leaning in to watch the operation. They were either very good or Pam was very absorbed in what Jake was telling her. I could not see what they were seeing, but from the looks on their faces, it was a sight. I tried to get Pam’s attention, but she would not look up. She watched as Jake laid a paper towel down after first making sure that every butt was out. He then poured the contents into the paper towel, folded it neatly, then used the folded package to swab the inside of the ash tray. It all looked very neat and professional, but would also be time consuming. Before Jake was done, Tommy had Pam’s dress laid back over her back. I could not see how she did not notice the draft. Just when I thought the show was over, Jake emptied the napkin back into the ash tray and told Pam to give it a try. This allowed the guys more time to visually feast on my wife’s ass and make crude jestures. When Pam did back away, she bumped right into John’s face with her ass. She acted surprised to find herself exposed and John at her ass, but she playfully admonished him and pranced into the kitchen. To service the ash tray required Pam to squeeze in between two chairs in order to reach it. Two guys would scoot back from the table to let her in, then while she laid over the table, they’d boldly look up her skirt from the rear. Each time Pam had to clean the ash tray, she’d find a new hole open up for her. Pam amazed me. She caught on quickly to what they were doing. On her third visit to empty the ash tray, she went to the third set of guys and waited for them to make a hole. Then, she would rest on her elbows, her tits fully exposed, while emptying and wiping clean the ash tray. The guys on either side of her were not content to simply look. Their hands roamed up and down her legs. Pam took her sweet time, her face as red as a rose. The fourth set took even longer. Being the odd man, I got skipped the first time around. I got included on the second go round. I scooted back with Benny, who sat on my left and had been in on the first round with the guy who sat on his left. When Pam leaned over, I decided to act like all the others and take a peek up her skirt. What I saw blew me away. Pam had on a pair of frilly pink panties I’d never seen before. They were so sheer and thin that only a narrow strip passed between her legs. I could plainly see her labia lips and I could see that she’d shaved them clean. A dark pink spot caused by wetness marked the place where her clit pressed out against the material. While I sat in stunned awe, Benny ran his hand up her left leg right up to her crotch, pressing the edge of his hand between her lips. Pam did not react, even when he took the panty material between thumb and forefinger and made it wedge between her lips. Her labia lips closed over it. When she stood, she just smiled and walked off with a sexy sway to her stride. This time, my face was red. The game went on like this for several hours. Pam worked the table, bringing fresh beer, keeping the snack food bowels full, and frequently emptying the ash tray. Hands reached for her legs, tits, and ass whenever she passed by. Pam never jumped or flinched and never pushed a hand away. She kept track of which set got to feel her up and never balked at the hands that went between her legs. The cards got sticky and so did my shorts. After four hours, I was down three hundred dollars. I was learning to play poker the hard way. After buying the house and the table set, our savings was tapped out. Fifty dollars was all we had to our name with payday two weeks away. While Pam was out of the room, Jake said,


“Jerry, I’m going to give you a chance to recoup your losses at two to one. You interested.”


 I sat up and said sure. He said,


“I’m going to bet you six-hundred bucks that Pam will let me take her panties off right here at the table and not say a word while I do it. If she does, she’s mine for twenty-four hours. If she so much as makes a peep, you get six bills.”


 I felt sure Pam wouldn’t stand still for that, not quietly anyway. I also knew she’d be pissed if I put her ass on the table as part of a wager. I said,


“Jake, I can’t give you Pam. I’m her husband not her keeper.”





“I’ll handle Pam. All I need is your acceptance. What do you say, kid? I know you could use the money. I’m just trying to make things easy for you.”


 I thought hard for a few seconds, then we shook hands. Pam was due to stop between Jake and Tom on her next ash tray stop. All eyes watched when she got between Jake and Tom and leaned way over. Jake got right behind her and ran both hands up the sides of her legs clear up to her hips. We could see the impression of his fists as they curled under the waistband of her panties. Pam froze; her eyes shot wide open. Jake slowly drew her panties down, giving Pam ample opportunity to say something.


She knew we were all looking at her ass and most of us could see her panties come into view below her skirt. Still, she said nothing. Jack slowed his progress, pausing when her panties passed over her ass cheeks. Pam had plenty of time to finish cleaning the ash tray. Instead, she rested on her elbows, doing nothing, breathing heavily, waiting. The two men seated to her front actually got up and went to stand behind her. The rest were leaning towards her rear, looking at Jake’s index finger hooked over the thin crotch band, waiting. Jake looked at me and shrugged as though to say,


“Hey, kid, I’m trying not to win.”


 Pam was incredible. It was obvious that she intended to wait, how ever long it took, for Jake to remove her panties. Jake was in no hurry, enjoying the tension. He inched those panties down her legs by fractions, pausing often. It took several minutes for those panties to hang limply at her ankles. Pam lifted one foot free, then the other. Jake reached down and held the flimsy garment aloft like a trophy. The guys let out a cheer. This snapped Pam out of her catatonic lethargy. She stood and backed away from the table, covering her face with her hands. Jake reached out and took her left hand, drawing her to his side. He placed her panties on the table and said,


“Pam, you just made me a very happy man.”


 Pam looked to me with questioning eyes. I couldn’t speak. Benny said,


“Jake bet Jerry that he could remove your panties at the table, and you wouldn’t make a peep. There’s the panties, and nobody heard a peep. Jake now owns your ass for twenty-four hours.”


 Pam looked right at me, stunned. I shrugged and shook my head, still unable to speak. She said,


“Jerry, how could you make such a bet? You had no right. I’m not your property.”


 I found my voice and shot back,


“I never thought I could lose. Why didn’t you say something?”


 She didn’t have an answer for that. Jake said,


“What’s done is done. You’re mine now, Pam, at least for twenty-four hours. A bet is a bet.”


 Pam looked defiant even in defeat. She stared daggers at me and folded her arms. Jake said,


“Let’s have a look at the merchandise. Why don’t you get those clothes of, Pam?”


 Pam shot him a dirty look and said,


“I’ll do no such thing. If you want to collect your stupid bet, you’ll do it in private.”


 Jake said,


“Pam, you don’t tell me how to take my winnings. Your ass is mine to do with as I see fit for the next twenty-four hours. If I say strip, by God, you strip!”


 This shook Pam. Jake ordered the table taken away. The guys pitched in and lifted it over our heads, setting it off to the side. We gathered our chairs in a circle centered on Jake. Pam was in the middle looking like a trapped animal. Jake shouted,


“Don’t stand there, get the fucking dress off!.”


 With a beet red face and clenched jaw, she drew it over her head, revealing her total nudity. She kicked off her heels and stood defiantly before Jake and said,


“There, are you happy, now?”


 Jake smiled and said,


“Start here on my left and go around to each guy so they can get a good look at your charms.”


 Pam stomped over to the man on Jake’s left and stood glaring down on him with her hands on her hips, daring him to look. Jake grabbed Pam roughly by her elbow and jerked her to her knees at his feet. He shocked everyone by yelling,


“Listen to me, you little cunt! You lost; I won. The bet was fair. I gave you every opportunity to win, but you wanted those panties off so we could finger-fuck you without them getting in the way. If you had only made a squeak, I’d have handed over six-hundred bucks to Jerry with a smile. He would have taken it, too. Well, you didn’t make a squeak. You lost. I’m going to get six-hundred dollars worth out of your ass if I have to hog tie you, toss you in my pick-up, drive you to Jefferson Street, and sell your ass for twenty bucks a pop.


 


    


“I happen to be in a sharing mood and just want to have fun with my friends in the comfort and privacy of your new home. Now, if you don’t want to party with us here, maybe you’ll like partying downtown. Either way, you are going to party. Do you understand me?”


 Jake’s words had a sobering effect on Pam. We both knew he was dead serious. She nodded her head meekly. He helped her to her feet, saying,


“Now, let’s see a little enthusiasm on your part. If I don’t see any, I could use six-hundred bucks.”


 Pam stepped over to the man she’d been pulled away from. This time she ran her hands up her sides and cupped her breasts in sensuous offering. A slow sway started in her hips as she moved her left foot out. She drew his eyes to her crotch by trailing her painted nails down her front and teased it through her loins. She thrust her pelvis out and ran a stiff finger through her wet lips. I was directly behind her and could see that red nail dip between those sexy vaginal peach halves, curl in, and disappear up the front. Her white moons swayed provocatively as she did a sexy grind for him. The guys were awe-struck by her beauty and sexuality. She turned slowly to present him with her rear view. Our eyes locked as her hands went behind to stroke her ass cheeks. Her eyes seemed to say,


“I hope you’re satisfied.”


 My eyes drifted to her crotch. She had shaved off all of her pubic hair. Her pussy lips were wet and swollen. Her clit stuck out obscenely, pink and shiny. Pam went to the next man and repeated the performance, putting more into her act. As she went around, she grew hotter and hotter. Her fingers delved repeatedly into her wet sex. Her stance grew wider. The fourth guy was treated to her bending from the waist with her ass in his face and feet wide apart. She held this pose and pulled her cheeks apart. She held steady as he leaned in and buried his face in her beaver. The fifth guy was on my right. When she got to him, she looked at me and lifted her left foot, placing it on the top of his chair near his right ear. I looked at her yawning sex as her fingers played through and entered it. She bent her knee to bring her pussy closser to his face. He leaned in to suck her clit. She pressed her crotch to meet his lips. She pulled her labia lips apart for his clitty suck. She looked at me with passion-glazed eyes while he sucked on her clit. She let him suck for several minutes, then turned her ass to him, spread her legs wide, and dipped low. Her head looked back at me from between her knees as her hands came up from the inside and framed her sex. Her index fingers laid on each cunt lip and pried out, making a coral-pink oval of her vagina. He leaned in and lapped that oval like a dog. She swayed gently under the tongueing, never taking her eyes off me.


    She left him in mid lap and stood before me, looking down. I looked up sheepishly. A mischievous grin appeared on her face. She leaned down and whispered in my ear,


“I’m ovulating tonight.”


 She stood and went to Benny, on my left. This time, her right foot came up to the chair back by his left ear and she turned to face me. Benny entered her cunt with his two middle fingers and finger-fucked her while Pam ground her cunt on his fingers. She bit her lower lip while staring hard at me. Sex between her and Jack was a foregone conclusion. After her rounds, it was obvious to everyone that she’d willingly have sex with anyone. By reminding me of her fertility, she was sending me a message, but I didn’t get it. Did she expect me to do something to protect her? Would she protect herself? Would she at least let Jack know? Should I speak up before it got that far? She laid that problem in my lap, as though divorcing herself from the responsibility. I had to wonder if it really mattered to her whose baby she had. Could she be happy with just anyone’s baby? Could I? These thoughts never left me as I watched my horny wife return to Jake. Jake pulled her to his lap and positioned her so that her ass rested on his thighs with her legs outside his. He pulled her back to his chest and told the two men sitting beside him to each take a leg and make a wish. They eagerly reached down and took a foot, drawing Pam’s legs into the splits. Pam seemed to enjoy the lewd exposure, showing off her newly shaved pussy, a pussy she was obviously proud of. She had every reason to be proud. It was the cleanest, sexiest pussy anyone of us ever saw. Everyone marveled and fawned over it, leaning in for a closer look. Even her asshole looked cute and sexy, pink and clean.


    Pam shamelessly basked in her exposure and the lewd attention. Her pussy hole looked tight, wet, and inviting. Her clit was completely in the open and standing tall. Jack brought his hands to her crotch and manipulated her aroused flesh. His fingers delved into her hole and teased over her clit making her loll her head on his shoulders and swoon. Jack said,


“Well, now that we’ve gotten to know the physical Pam, let’s get up close and personal. We don’t want any secrets between us, do we, Pam?”


 She shook her head. He went on,


“Did Jerry know you shaved your pussy?”





“No, I did it this afternoon.”





“Why did you shave it?”





“I wanted to look sexy.”





“Why? Did you plan on showing it to us?”





“I wanted to be ready, just in case.”





“Did you masturbate thinking about this game?”





“Yes, constantly.”





“What were your thoughts? Tell us what you imagined might happen.”





“I pictured Jerry losing and having to bet my clothes. I pictured him losing my clothes. Then, I had to serve you all naked. When Jerry got a great hand, he showed it to me and asked if he could bet sex with me for the pot. I said yes, and he lost. I pictured you winning the hand and carrying me upstairs to our bedroom and making love to me.”





“Well, you weren’t far off, were you?”





“No.”





“You do realize that we are all going to fuck you, don’t you?”





“Yes!”





“I hope you’re doing something about birth control.”


 Pam looked to me and waited. I don’t know why, but I froze. After several seconds, Pam said,


“It’s all right; I’m on the pill.”





“Good. Pam, how would you feel about becoming the new company whore. The last one we had ran off and got married. It pays five-hundred a week. There’s light office duties, some typing and book work. Other than that, it’s just taking care of fifteen horny men.”





    Pam looked to me for just a moment then nodded her head. Jake patted her pussy then set her on her feet. He said,


“You run on upstairs and get comfortable. We’re going to have us a pussy drawing.”


 Pam ran upstairs as Jake shuffled the deck. We all drew a card. I drew the two of spades. I waited and watched as seven of my coworkers and my boss made the trip upstairs. They came down singing her praises. Each left after patting me on the back and saying something like


“Better luck next time,”


 or


“You’re a good sport, kid.”


 Jake remained behind after his turn. We sat together waiting for Benny to finnish. It was four in the morning. Jake intended to take Pam with him after my turn. He shook my shoulder and said,


“Face it, kid. You married a whore. We didn’t make her that way. All we did was expose her for what she is. Make the most of it. Think of the money you two will bring in together.”


 Jake peeled off five one-hundred dollar bills and said,


“Look, here’s an advance on her salery. I know you’re tapped.”


 I said,


“Thanks,”


 as Benny came trudging downstairs. He said,


“She’s all yours kid. You better hang on tight, she’s awfull slippery.”


 He laughed, grabbed his coat, and left. I went up with great trepidation. Pam was sprawled on our bed on her back. The bed was down to bare mattress. Pam was literally covered with sperm. It was in her hair, on her face, pooled between her tits, and she lay in a big puddle of it. She turned her head and smiled weakly. I sat by her side, looking into her glazed eyes. A strand of fresh cum draped her nose. One run reached her lips as I looked on. She calmly licked at it. She reached between her legs and scooped a handful of cum on her fingers, stuffing it up her cunt. She said,


“I think I’m pregnant.”


 I looked at her sperm-drenched pussy and said,


“I think you are too.”





“Do you want to place any bets on who the father might be?”


 I shook my head.


“Why didn’t you say something? I gave you the opportunity.”





“Why didn’t you?”





“If you didn’t care, I didn’t either. You had your chance.”


 I pulled out the money and said,


“Jake gave you an advance on your salery.”


 She took the money and smiled. She sat up and thumbed through the bills. She said,


“I forgot about that. I’m the new company whore.”





“You are if you take that money.”





“I’m taking the money, Jerry. I earned it. Don’t be mad, okay.”





“I’m not mad. You win some, you lose some.”





“You’re a good sport, Jerry. I’m glad I married you.”





 


    THE END
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    “Happy Campers” (Part one of three) By Phil Phantom


Jerry Spratworthy gave his two daughters a glance in the rear view mirror. Neither looked like happy campers. Spunky little spitfire, Angie, least of all. She had to drop out of a swim meet to make the trip and was a top swimmer, sure to bring home medals. Angie was fifteen and she had many more opportunities to demonstrate her swimming prowess, but only one to impress the management of Honeycut, Howell, and Stevens.


Stephanie, at sixteen, was upset about a two-week camping trip, period. Camping, even in a thirty-five foot luxury motor home, was not her thing. Stephanie was a hang-around-the-house and read-a-big-book type. Stephanie did many things alone, and she was not happy about being cooped up with her kid sister, her diametrical opposite.


The two girls were as opposite as the poles on a bar magnet. Stephanie took her mother’s light features but her father’s small stature. She was feminine grace personified, obsessively clean, and guarded her modesty and virtue. Angie took her father’s dark features but was statuesque and large-breasted like her mother. She played rugby and studied karate, liked no-holds-barred wrestling with boys, and would skinny dip in a mud puddle at a church social. Stephanie brushed her ass-length long, silky, ashen hair daily for one-hundred strokes. Angie prefered to comb her short dark hair a time or two every day or two.


Stephanie liked classical music; Angie liked hard rock. Stephanie planned a professional science career and dreamed of finding a cure for cancer; Angie wanted to drop out in her sophomore year of high school and do body painting on the beach, or join the U.S. Marines if she graduated. Stephanie cleaned the house; Angie messed it. Stephanie was quiet and submissive; Angie was anything but. Stephanie was totally heterosexual; Angie was anything but.


The girls fussed at each other like cats and dogs, but loved each other in a pinch. Barbara Spratworthy loved both girls equally, and saw a bit of herself in both. She sympathized with them about being forced to camp with people they didn’t know. Barbara also liked her fine home, new car, and freedom from having to work so that she could carry on affairs with little risk of discovery. When Jerry explained that his boss didn’t exactly invite the family camping, but ordered them, she gave her support to Jerry. They were going camping, and that was that.


The camping trips were a well-known testing device for those being considered for advancement. The campout gave top level managers, and especially the chief executive, Harland Honeycut, whose motor home they would share, the chance to size-up not only the candidate but his entire family. They were all under the microscope, and Barbara made it very clear to each girl how terribly important the trip was. They liked their nice things as much as Barbara did, and both wanted to drive new cars when they got licenses. If their daddy earned a big promotion, they might. That little bit of bribery ended their whining, but they were still not happy campers.


Jerry said, “Come on kids. Cheer up. Let’s see happy faces. We’re almost to the plant where we’ll meet up with the caravan. Let’s see that we make a good impression.”


Angie shouted at Stephanie, “Get your fuckin’ leg off me. Are you queer for me or something?”


Stephanie cried, “I am not touching your stupid leg because I want to. This is your stuff that has us crowded together. I will gladly throw that dumb boom box out the window. Mom, can’t you do something about her mouth? If she says the ‘F’ word in front of those people, she’ll blow it for us.”


“Angie, Stephanie is right; and besides, I have told you and told you—young ladies don’t use filthy language like that. Especially the fuck word.”


“Mom, what am I supposed to do? She’s over here rubbing off on me like some horny mutt. Am I supposed to offer my leg and smile.”


In exasperation, Barbara said, “Stephanie, why didn’t you place the boom box between you. You know how Angie is about touching.”


“I know she likes to make a big deal out of nothing just to get attention and embarrass me. I placed the boom box by the door because I didn’t want to be sandwhiced between two sets of hard, cold objects with knobs. Unlike Angie, who is obsessively paranoid about her repressed homosexuality surfacing, flesh contact with other females doesn’t bother me. Even her leathery skin is better than cold plastic.”


“Hey, fuck you, Stephanie; fuck you in the ass with a big dick.”


Barbara reached to slap Angie, shouting, “God damn it, Angie, you foul-mouthed fucking little bitch!”


Jerry intervened, blocking Barbara’s slap, “Hey! Hey! Girls. Enough already. Look, we’re here. Everybody can get out and stretch. Please, for God’s sake, smiles everyone.”


Jerry imposed an uneasy calm. The two sisters kept a distance between themselves. After exiting the car, they wandered about the six RV’s as the drivers gathered for final trip checks. Jerry and Barbara put away the family’s gear in the Honeycut’s RV as Emily Honeycut directed and played the gracious host.


Jerry knew Emily remotely, but Barbara and Emily had never met. Emily looked to be in her early fifties, the same age as her husband, Harold. She was in remarkably good shape, and showed her class and breeding even in shorts and a loose white blouse. She wore tennis shoes without socks, and no gaudy jewelry as Barbara had expected. Barbara found Emily easy to talk to, but she felt like they would be close friends.


Jerry was as nervous as twenty-fingered clutz with a slippery vial of nitroglycerine around the Honeycuts. Just being in their RV made him nervous. He was sure he’d break something expensive, or spill something messy. He walked in measured steps and spoke when spoken to.


The trip to the remote mountain lake campsite was quiet and uneventful. Emily and Stephanie read books. Barbara thumbed through women’s magazines. Jerry studied work related manuals, and Angie rode the whole way with her boom box headset on, bouncing and squirming to heavy metal funk rock.


The camp site had no facilities, but each RV had its own self-contained power, water, and bathroom facilities. Harold lectured the Spratworthys on conserving water, as they had to replenish their supply by carrying buckets up from the lake. He also requested that everyone do their pee in the trees, as the sewage had to be carried away in buckets, at least one-hundred yards into the woods, after the tank filled. “The bathroom is for number two,” he explained, “the trees get number one.” After the lecture, and when he was out of earshot, Angie said, “I’ll bet Emily doesn’t squat in the bushes.”


Barbara said, “Angie, don’t start. This is her motor home. I wouldn’t expect her to squat and pee. It’s because we’re here that the tanks will fill quickly. You girls do your pee in the woods. Don’t even give them cause to think you aren’t. Make certain they see you slipping away from time to time with toilet paper in hand.”


Angie said, “I’ll slip away, but I’m pissing in the shower. They let shower water run on the ground. It all sinks in.”


Jerry jumped in, saying, “There won’t be any showers. You heard what Mr. Honeycut said; they need to conserve water. We can all take sponge baths; and besides, we’ll be swimming all day. We won’t be getting dirty. Come on. Get your suits on, and let’s go mix and mingle. Remember why we’re here. Smiles, lots of big smiles.”


The girls were a big hit with the campers. The men appreciated Stephanie’s graceful beauty (cover girl beauty), and Angie’s hard-bodied, animal sexuality (Hustler centerfold beauty) equally. The girls stood out in their matching new bikinis, as they were the only young people along. Stephanie hated her bikini because it barely covered the essentials and was loose; Angie loved hers for the same reason. Besides Emily and Barbara, only four other women were on the campout. One RV had four men, all from plant management, so men outnumbered women two to one. Angie liked those odds; Stephanie didn’t.


The older men were especially fond of the uninhibited Angie. They tossed her back and forth in the water, played grab ass games, and teased her with off-color humor that made her laugh. Angie didn’t get upset if a man’s hand accidentally slipped inside her top or bottom, and the girl was accident prone around the men. Angie only laughed when her top got pulled off her titties, or her bottoms wound up being used to play keep away. The guys would use her bottoms to lure her out of the water. Angie lured easily and would run after them all through the camp- -sometimes bottomless, sometimes topless, but many times with nothing on at all.


Stephanie had no sense of humor, and saw to it that accidents did not occur. Stephanie stayed away from the men who were acting like fools over her sister and her mother. She detested the speedo trunks they wore, and Harold’s was the worst. His was obscenely small and thin, showing his huge organ in detail. He was a big man anyway, but men with paunches, and lots of body hair should not wear so little, she thought.


Angie angered Stephanie because she took delight in giving Harold erections by sitting in his lap. When she’d get up, Stephanie had to look away. She was also upset by her mother’s obvious flirtations, and thought her bikini was obscene and worse than being naked. Barbara’s bikini was little more than knitted patches connected by string that sometimes covered her nipples and vagina. A good portion of her shaved pubic mound showed and her ass was completely bare, the crotch string going inside the crack. Even though the suit was a gift given to Jerry by the Honeycuts when told of the campout, Stephanie thought wearing it in public would be improper and might be a test they would fail if her mother actually wore the suit. Barbara laughed her prudish daughter’s concerns off.


Stephanie spent much of her time talking with Emily and helping prepare the evening meal. She cleaned the RV for her. She talked to the other women in camp and offered her help with their housekeeping chores as well. She apologized to everyone about her mother’s bikini, and explained that she thought she had to wear the suit as it was a gift of the Honeycuts. She made excuses for Angie’s outrageous behavior as well. She didn’t have to make excuses for her father. He was never around.


Jerry just couldn’t mix well with any group. The men shunned him, and the women gave him scant attention. They preferred their own groups. The women talked about soaps, and gossip, and their stupid husbands making fools of themselves over the young stuff in camp. He knew his acceptance would depend solely on how his family was received. His strategy was to keep a low profile and let the girls do their thing. He took long walks in the woods.


No one seemed upset with Barbara over the suit she wore. No wife said anything to him or her about flirting with their husbands. Jerry agreed with Stephanie, the suit was too obscene and being naked would be less obscene. He also agreed with Barbara—Harold Honeycut wanted to see her in the suit, only the suit, and nothing but the suit. Barbara came prepared to wear nothing but the suit for two weeks if that was what Harold wanted.


As soon as they arrived at the camp, Barbara put the suit on and received confirmation that her analysis was correct. Harold and Emily praised the suit, and her in it. Barbara told Jerry that one of the wives took her aside and suggested she get friendly with the guys—very friendly if she wanted to make a good impression. Barbara took that advice to heart, and Jerry gave his approval after watching the wives react to a few test flirtations. They were amused, but no one looked upset—no one except Stephanie.


After Barbara got the nod from Jerry, her actions floored Stephanie. Stephanie saw her mother french kiss the VP of marketing while he squeezed her bare ass. Late in the afternoon, she saw her mother enter one of the RVs with the owner. They stayed inside for over an hour, and everyone in camp saw the vehicle rocking in a steady rhythm. When she emerged, sweaty, with parts of both nipples showing, and the crotch patch stuck to her pussy with gooey white cream, she got applause on exiting. Thankfully, her father was not in camp.


When nightfall came, and everyone turned in, the Spratworthys learned how a one bedroom RV slept six. The small dining table dropped to bench seat level and cushion sections turned the platform into a small bed. The sofa, across from it, made another small bed when the back cushions were placed on the dining table. A narrow walkway ran between the two beds.


Naturally, Jerry and Barbara took one, the sofa bed, and the girls had to sleep together in the other. Barbara knew the shit would start the first time skin touched skin in the cramped space of the three foot wide bed. Harold would not run the power all night. With no air conditioning, they all slept with as little on as possible and no cover. Jerry wore only PJ bottoms. Barbara wore nothing at all. Angie wore only her father’s T-shirt, no panties, and Stephanie wore a PJ top with panties and PJ short bottoms.


The Honeycuts retired to their private quarters in the rear, and slept in a king size bed with a battery operated fan blowing cool air on them all night long. Surprisingly, the girls drifted right to sleep. Stephanie was an easy sleeper anyway, and Angie was exhausted.


Jerry and Barbara curled up spoon fashion with Barbara on the aisle. They snuggled close, looking at their sleeping beauties by the light shining in from several Coleman lanterns hung from tree limbs. They talked in whispers. Barbara said, “I wish I had a picture of this to show Angie. She’d shit.”


Angie was sprawled with her arm across Stephanie’s breasts. Her cocked left leg rested above Stephanie’s mound and had pulled up Stephanie’s PJ top getting there. They laid cheek to cheek, like lesbian lovers, and both parents could see that Angie wore no panties. Their heads faced in opposite directions from the girls, so they had a good view of Angie’s pussy. Jerry said, “We must get a picture before we leave, but we can’t be digging through our stuff now.”


“Jerry, look at Angie’s pussy. That has to make you horny.”


“Barbara, I’m shocked. What kind of man do you think I am? Besides, I saw it three times today, and I wasn’t in camp that much. The girl is asking for it, and there are plenty of men here willing to give it to her.”


Jerry had a growing hardon that he slipped out through the slit in his PJs, then pressed to Barbara’s pussy, his signal that he wanted in. Barbara said, “Jerry, I wouldn’t, unless you like sloppy seconds.”


“What? You had sex?”


“You said it was okay to be friendly. Well, someone wanted to get very friendly.”


“Who?”


“Steve Clements.”


“Where?”


“In his RV.”


“How? Didn’t anyone notice?”


“Jerry, I’m afraid everyone noticed, even Stephanie. She’s pretty upset with me. I see you’re still hard. You can’t be too upset.”


Jerry reached between her legs and felt the slimy wetness, then eased his cock inside. Barbara said, “Easy, Jerry. Every move in this rig jostles the thing. I don’t think we’re going to get any real fucking done here, but it feels nice just having you inside me.”


“You would be content with this; you already got yours.”


“Don’t be jealous, Jerry. I fucked him for us.”


“I don’t mind telling you it is a bit disconcerting feeling another man’s semen in my wife’s pussy.”


“I don’t mind telling you, I like how that sounds. Look on the bright side. Steve made my pussy nice and slippery for you.”


“A lot of good that does me when I can’t move.”


“You can move a little; just go very slow. I think this feels wonderful, like your cock is soaking in my lover’s sperm. Would it upset you if I frigged off?”


“Yes, damnit. If I can’t get off, you can’t.”


“Jerry, stop. I heard something. I think…”


The two laid still feigning sleep as the door to the bedroom creaked open. Through slitted eyes, they watched Harold move cautiously down the aisle. When he came near, they saw he was naked, sporting a formidable erection. He glanced their way, then studied the girls. He bent from the waist, putting his naked ass inches from Barbara’s face, then stood with Stephanie’s limp body in his arms. He turned and carefully made his way to the bedroom, eased inside, then closed and locked the door.


Barbara and Jerry sat up and looked at each other, unable to believe what they’d just seen. Stephanie’s muffled outcry tore right through them. “Jerry, do something.”


“What?”


“I don’t know, but we can’t let him do this. Jerry, what are we going to do?”


“I don’t know.”


“You don’t know? Are you prepared to let him rape Stephanie?”


“You tell me what to do, Barbara. Are you prepared to return to the work place? Do you know what my chances are of finding another local job in the next two years. Zilch, Barbara, zero. Tell me what you want me to do, and I’ll do it.”


They heard a bare ass spanking, a hard spanking accompanied by Stephanie’s muffled cries. Barbara said, “Damn, they’re beating her.”


“It’s just a spanking.”


“If it were your ass it would be just a spanking. The nerve of those two. Who do the think they are? The must know we hear everything.”


“Yeah, you’d think he owned us.”


Barbara shushed Jerry and said, “Hold still. Be quiet. Feel that? He’s fucking her, Jerry.”


“No shit. God damn, is he nuts? Emily must sleep like a rock.”


“Or she’s holding Stephanie’s legs apart for him. Hey, stop fucking me, you asshole. Our daughter is getting raped.”


“If we’re not going to stop it, they sure won’t notice our movement. Angie is dead to the world.”


“How can you even think of sex at a time like this?”


“Barbara, a time like this is during a rape. How can I not think of sex. Didn’t you see that man’s cock?”


“I saw. Still, it doesn’t seem right, screwing through our daughter’s rape.”


“Come on, Barbara, I’m horny as hell. We may not get another chance like this.”


“Jack off, then. No one will feel that either.” Barbara pulled her cunt off Jerry’s cock and said, “Shush. I want to listen.”


They both listened, and they both heard Stephanie crying as the rocking motion intensified. Jerry’s cock wilted, but he soon became aware that Barbara was rubbing her clit. He said, “What the fuck are you doing? Is this any time to think of sex?”


“I thought you were going to jack off.”


“Not if I can fuck.”


“You can’t. Jack off. I can’t pay attention if you’re fucking me.”


“Jesus Christ. My wife goes out and screws her ass off in front of everyone. My boss and his wife are raping my daughter, and I have to jack off next to my wife who is frigging her cunt to my daughter’s rape.”


“Jack off quietly.”


“Shit!”


Jerry and Barbara both achieved their orgasms, then went for another as the motion of the RV became a hard rock and roll. They listened to the activity going on in the bedroom for over an hour, then assumed sleeping poses when the noise and motion stopped. Seconds later, the bedroom door opened, and Harold emerged carrying Stephanie. When they got close, the stunned couple saw that Stephanie was nude and shiny. Harold set her on the bed and accidently woke Angie. He quickly made his return, and got behind closed doors.


Angie got up on one arm and looked at her sister. Stephanie was on her stomach, crying softly in the pillow. Her skin looked wet all over. Angie said, “Oh, shit, you reek. Yuck, you’re all slimy. Oh, shit, you’re disgusting. You’re getting that shit all on the bed, you dumb slut.” With that, she pushed on Stephanie’s ass with a stiff finger, and Stephanie rolled off the bed, landing with a hard thud on the floor.


Barbara sat up and swung her legs over the edge, mindful not to step on Stephanie who was lying on her back, sobbing softly. “Angie, sometimes, you can be the coldest bitch. Can’t you see your sister has been raped?”


“No, I can’t. I wasn’t about to look between her legs. All I know is she smells like low tide and is covered in slime.”


“Stephanie, get up, baby. Come on, let’s get you in the bathroom and get you cleaned up.”


Jerry said, “Do you think that’s wise? They might hear.”


“I hope they do. They might expect us to keep quiet about this, but they can’t expect us not to clean her up. Stand up, Stephanie. That’s a girl. Oh, God, Jerry, she’s wet with…with, sex fluids, I think. What the hell were they doing in there?”


Barbara and Stephanie disappeared into the small bathroom, and emerged twenty minutes later. Barbara found her a T-shirt to wear and laid her back in the bed. Angie was asleep, and Stephanie drifted off shortly thereafter. Jerry waited to see her rhythmic breathing to whisper, “What happened?”


“She wouldn’t say. She got raped. I know that much. Raped good, too: ass, mouth, and pussy. Emily was in on it. Her cunt juice was all over Stephanie. I mean, all over. There wasn’t a dry spot on that kid.”


“Did Stephanie say anything?”


“Not a word, Jerry. She was like catatonic. You would hve enjoyed giving her that sponge bath. I could place her in any position and she’d stay that way. If you think Angie has a cute pussy, wait till you see Stephanie’s. I was sorely tempted to come and get you.”


“I’m glad you didn’t. I don’t think she needed that added humiliation.”


“I don’t think she would have known. She was out of it, Jerry. If you get this promotion, a big chunk will probably go for therapy or an abortion, possibly both. He has two weeks to get her pregnant. He isn’t using a condom, and we can’t get Stephanie any protection out here. Chances are, we’ll be taking home a pregnant teenager, maybe two.”


“I suppose we’re resolved to let that happen?”


Barbara reached for Jerry’s cock and felt its rigidity, then said, “Yes, it would appear so. She can’t get more fucked than she already is. He picked the right one. I shudder to think what Angie would have done.”


“He might get her tomorrow night.”


“You’re right. We’d better have a talk with her.”


The following morning, the girls were up and about when Barbara awoke. They were in their bikinis, headed for the lake. Barbara woke Jerry and said, “Look, Jerry, Stephanie looks okay.”


“She looks damn fine, if you ask me. Do you think she’s repressing?”


“How the hell should I know?”


Emily emerged from the bedroom wearing a loose-fitting robe. She came into the kitchen and smiled, saying, “Sleep well?”


Barbara smiled and said, “Snug as a bug. You?”


“Never better. Are you coffee drinkers?”


“Cream and sugar; Jerry takes it black.”


Emily said, “I’ll brew; you fix. I take mine with one cream; Harold likes two sugars.” After getting the pot brewing, she sauntered off.


When the door closed, Jerry said, “What nerve? Treating you like a servant.”


“Jerry, that’s called class. That’s what you can do with money. You can have your way with a young virgin, then be waited on in the morning by her mother, confident that she’ll kiss your ass and say nothing.”


“The coffee’s almost ready. You’d better pucker up.”


(end part one of three)
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“Happy Campers” Part two of three


 


Day two was almost a repeat of day one, but Stephanie avoided Emily. She avoided everyone, in fact. Angie was just as frisky, and Barbara got screwed by three more campers, one while Jerry was in camp. When the family turned in, Barbara pressed her naked, slimy pussy against Jerry’s hard cock, and was slyly entered with the girls still awake. Angie and Stephanie were fighting over who had to sleep on the aisle. Barbara never did get a chance to have that talk with Angie, but Angie seemed to know what an aisle berth might bring.


Stephanie refused to give up the wall, and hugged her back to it, fighting off Angie’s attempts to dislodge her. They were rocking the coach, and getting loud, so Barbara had to intervene. Before she spoke up, she turned her head to whisper to Jerry, “How do we handle this?”


“Beats me.”


“I mean it. Do we sacrifice the one who is already ruined and traumatized, or offer fresh meat that might blow it for us.”


“I think you just answered your own question.”


“You’re no help, Jerry. Would you like the honors?”


“I can’t. Sorry.”


Barbara slipped her cunt off Jerry’s cock and said, “You’re sorry, all right.” In a firm voice, Barbara said, “Stephanie, get back in your spot and let Angie have hers.”


“Mom, that’s not fair. She slept here last night. It’s only fair we take turns.”


“Stephanie, don’t argue. This is your place, and that is hers. Don’t make me get up. I mean it, Stephanie. Get away from that wall. NOW!”


Stephanie reluctantly changed places, and once they were settled, Angie said, “This time, wash before you get back in bed.”


Barbara said, “Angie, honestly, you can be such a bitch sometimes.”


“Well, I don’t want that pussy slime on me. She’s the lezzie. She’d wear it all night if you let her.”


Stephanie rolled to her stomach and buried her face in her pillow, too ashamed to respond. Barbara started to berate Angie again, but Jerry nudged her and whispered, “Let her go. I want to hear if she has more to say.”


Barbara reached back and felt for his cock. She closed her fingers over his throbbing erection and gave it a sympathetic squeeze. They didn’t wait long. Angie, still hovering over Stephanie taunted, “You should sleep in the nude. They never returned your PJ’s. At this rate, we’ll run out of things to wear to bed.”


Stephanie shrugged hard and pulled down on the hem of her T-shirt when Angie tried to push it up her back. “Come on, Stephanie. I don’t know why you even bothered putting panties on. Take them off, at least.”


Jerry eased his cock back inside Barbara’s pussy, and received a warm, wet reception. Together, they watched Stephanie trying to keep her panties up as Angie tried to take them off. Everyone froze when the bedroom door creaked open. Stephanie froze with her panties at her knees and her T-shirt rucked up to her shoulder blades. Barbara and Jerry exchanged genital squeezes and held their breath as Harold came to stand over the girls.


He stood staring for a full minute, then bent down and shoved a finger up Stephanie’s ass. The terrified girl’s knuckles shone white as she clutched the cushion and groaned into the pillow. When Harold straightened up one minute later, he had Angie in his arms. On their way down the RV, they heard, “So, do you come here often? What’s your sign? Hey mister, take me back; I left my teddy bear.”


Barbara and Jerry could not hold back their laughs after the door shut behind Angie. They were muffled laughs, but Stephanie heard them and said, “It’s not funny.”


Barbara stopped laughing, and said, “I know, sweetheart, but you have to admire Angie’s spunk.”


“Yeah, well we’ll see how spunky she is when he brings her back.”


They all remained awake, listening to and feeling Angie’s ordeal. Barbara and Jerry tried to hide their screwing, but when Barbara came, Stephanie knew. Afterwards, Stephanie said, “I’ll bet you guys did that while I was in there, too. That’s sick.”


Barbara said, “Mind your own business, Stephanie. You’ve been giving me dirty looks for the past two days. If you disapprove of the way I act, look the other way.”


“I’ve still got ears, Mother.”


“Then cover them. See no evil; hear no evil. That’s your motto, isn’t it”


“Yeah, and speak no evil. That’s what you’re good at.”


“Why you little bitch. Take those clothes off. You heard me. Take them off, everything.”


“Mom, no. I’m sorry.”


“I said, take them off. NOW, Stephanie!” Stephanie reluctantly pulled her T-shirt off, then kicked the panties down her legs. “Now, roll onto your back.”


“Mom, please don’t do this.”


“Stephanie. Do as I say.”


Stephanie slowly rolled against the wall onto her back, her tits and pubic bush shined in the subdued light. Jerry got up on one arm to look. Barbara said, “Now, you stay that way. They might want you again, and I want you to be ready. If he does take you, we’re going to fuck. That’s right, Stephanie, I said fuck. We’re going to fuck to your rape, and then we’ll be silent about it, because that’s what we’re good at.”


“Mom, please don’t do this. I said I was sorry. I am truly, truly sorry. I can’t let him find me like this. He’ll think I want it.”


“That’s the idea, Stephanie. I want him to think you want it. I want to get fucked again. Fucking to Angie’s rape isn’t as much fun as fucking to yours. She probably does like it.”


Stephanie gave up. Barbara gave up her torment as well. They all listened and rocked to the rhythm of rape. One hour and thirty minutes later, the bedroom door opened. Stephanie let out a tense squeal, and stiffened. Barbara and Jerry watched through squinted eyes as Harold laid Angie’s wet and glistening body beside Stephanie. He stood looking at Stephanie, then reached over to finger her pussy. He fingered her for several minutes, then stood erect and departed. When the door shut, Stephanie pushed Angie off the bed. She landed on the floor with a thump, then slowly sat up, saying, “All right, I deserved that. Sorry sis.”


Barbara and Jerry sat up as Angie struggled to her feet. Barbara said, “What happened in there, Angie?”


“I don’t want to talk about. I just want to get this fucking slime off of me.”


“Angie, what did I tell you about using that word?”


“Look, I’ve just had all my cherries popped by the biggest dick I ever imagined. I should have the right to say fuck. In fact, I’m going to say fuck all the way to the shower.”


Barbara got up and said, “I’ll help you wash, Angie.”


“I can wash myself, Mother.”


“You can’t get everywhere with a sponge bath. At least let me do your back.”


“I’m not taking no fucking sponge bath. I’m taking a fucking hot shower, a long, hot, mother fucking shower. If they don’t like it, they can go fuck themselves. I’ll fill the fucking tank myself. I earned this shower.” With that, Angie entered the bathroom.


Barbara turned to Stephanie and said, “She looks pretty spunky to me.”


“I’m not surprised. She finally indulged her secret lesbian desires and got rid of her cherries at the same time. Trust me. She earned a shower.”


“Stephanie, do you really think Angie has lesbian urges? Seriously.”


“I know she does. Mom, she is always trying to get at my vagina, and she rubs hers on me. It’s not the other way around. That scene in the car came when she tried to get her hand up my skirt. When I pulled her hand out, she started that scene to teach me a lesson. I guess she figures that if she keeps up, I’ll eventually stop stopping her and let her have her way.”


Barbara said, “I think that’s great. I think you should let her have her way with you.”


“Why doesn’t that surprise me?”


“I could order you to cooperate.”


“You don’t have to. I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately. It really wouldn’t put me out any, and I know how much she wants it. I almost gave in on the ride over to the plant, but you and Dad were in the car. If it turns you on, and I can make up to you for acting bratty, I’ll cooperate. I’ll let her do what she wants whenever we’re alone. You have my word, and you know I won’t lie.”


“Yes, but will you reciprocate?”


“Do you mean, do her?”


“Yes, Stephanie. Will you lick your sister’s pussy for me?”


“Mom, that’s an awful thing to ask me to do. Isn’t letting her do me enough?”


“No, it’s not. I want to see you do it tonight, when she comes out, before she starts anything with you. I want to watch you initiate this. We both do.”


“Gosh, Mom. Right here, in front of you and Dad?”


“Yes. I want you to make up to her for all the torment you’ve put her through. You’ll be making up to me too, for making me feel guilty about screwing other men.”


“But, Mom, I’m not into that sort of thing.”


“I don’t care. I want to see you convince Angie that you have turned lesbian with a deep desire to serve as her pussy slave. In fact, I want to hear you put it to her that way, and tell her she needn’t do anything to you in return.”


“Oh, God, Mother. You don’t know what you’re asking. She’ll be impossible to live with.”


“I know; I love it.”


“Mom, no, please! Anything but that. Not her pussy slave. That’s sick.”


“Stephanie, I can make your home life miserable if I want to. I can make you wish you were a pussy slave.”


“Oh, all right. I’ll give you what you want, but I’m only doing this for you, to make up. Here she comes. Pretend you’re asleep.”


Angie walked down the aisle rubbing her wet hair in a towel. She stopped to look at her parents feigning sleep, then looked at Stephanie, lying naked in the bed. “Are they asleep?”


“Yeah. I waited up for you. Come on. Lie down the way you are.”


Angie laid on the spot Stephanie patted, then eased her head to the pillow while studying Stephanie suspiciously. Stephanie was up on her side, looking over Angie’s body. Angie said, “Why are you naked, Stephanie?”


“I didn’t want you to feel uncomfortable. I know what you went through.”


“So? Stephanie, why are you looking at me like that? Are you okay?”


Stephanie placed her left hand on Angie’s right breast and squeezed gently. Angie watched her sister’s fingers move up to the nipple and come together, gliding softly to the hard point. Angie said, “Stephanie, why are you doing that? What gives?”


Stephanie bent her head and kissed Angie’s nipple, then sucked the nipple. Angie said, “What the fuck are you doing?”


Stephanie kissed her way down Angie’s body. Angie watched her progress as Stephanie’s lips neared her pubic bush. She said, “If this is a tease, I’ll wait till you’re asleep then sit on your face and piss in your mouth.”


Stephanie crawled down, spread Angie’s legs, then planted a sucking kiss to her sister’s clit. This brought Angie up to her elbows for a look as Stephanie laid prone between Angie’s legs, bringing her face in line with Angie’s pussy. Stephanie looked up at her sister over the mons and smiled, saying, “Angie, I want to be your pussy slave. You don’t need to do anything to me in return. This is no tease, so please don’t pee in my mouth.”


With that, Stephanie licked up through Angie’s slit several times. Angie brought her knees up and laid them flat, framing her sex with her hands laid palm down on her inner thighs, saying, “Far fucking out! Go for it, Sis. Suck my pussy. Suck his sperm out. That’s it, Sis. Lick my spermy fuck hole, my little cunt slave. You’re lucky I took a piss in the shower, or you’d be sucking piss right now. Suck my clit. Suck it hard and flick it with your tongue. Yes, just like that. Suck harder; flick faster. Oh, yes. Oh yes. Oh, Yes! Oh! Ugh! Oh! Fuck, yes! Suck it, bitch!”


Angie strained up with her pelvis raised high in her release and Stephanie followed. Angie ground her spasming pussy on her sister’s sucking mouth, then collapsed. Stephanie immediately fastened her mouth to Angie’s cunt hole and licked while sucking. She licked as Angie languished in her post-orgasmic stupor, head lolling on the pillow. Stephanie licked Angie’s pussy for five minutes, even after Barbara sat up and said, “It looks like you were right about Stephanie.”


Angie turned her head and smiled blissfully. She said, “I told you so. Look at her, Mom. She loves licking my pussy. I told you she was queer for me, but you wouldn’t believe me. You believe me now, don’t you?”


Barbara sat up and swung her feet to the floor. She leaned forward and peered down on Angie’s wide spread and the mouth serving it without shame. Barbara pressed down on Angie’s nearest inner thigh for a better look. Stephanie laid her head on the opposite thigh so she faced her mother while licking Angie’s slit from anus to clit. Angie brought her fingers down and splayed her cunt lips to offer an even better view, pulling her lips apart for her sister’s tongue.


Barbara watched Stephanie’s long tongue lick through the interior of Angie’s open slit, then used one of her own fingers to open the hole wider. Stephanie’s stiffened tongue entered the hole as Barbara said, “Well, a picture is worth a thousand words. I’m glad you are willing to let her slake her lesbian desires on you, Angie. You’re a good sister.”


“I couldn’t let her suffer.”


“No, that would be cruel.”


“She wants to be my pussy slave.”


“Well, I want you to know that your father and I will support you if you’ll go along. There’s no need to hide this around us.”


“I guess I could play along, if that’s what you and Dad want.”


“Will you see that she gets all the pussy she needs from now on? We don’t want her going outside our home to hunt dykes. I’d consider it a personal favor if you would satisfy your sister’s lesbian lusts.”


“Sure, but she needs lots and lots of pussy, Mom.”


“If you need help. Let me know. My pussy is not as cute as yours, but to a devoted cunt lapper like Stephanie, it should do as a between meal snack.”


“You can have her right now if you want her.”


“No, you give Stephanie her fill. If she needs more, she knows where to find my pussy. I’m going to try and get some sleep.” Barbara stroked Stephanie’s cheek while Stephanie continued licking. She said, “I’m happy for you Stephanie. You’re lucky to have such a sympathetic and loving sister. Enjoy, sweetheart, and don’t ever be shy around us. We all understand.”


Angie laid her head on the pillow and patted Stephanie on her head, saying, “You heard, Mom, Stephanie. Eat your fill. I’m going to sleep. If you need more pussy, get it from between Mom’s legs.”


Barbara drifted off to sleep watching Stephanie serve Angie’s pussy. She slept for an hour and awoke with a strange feeling between her legs. When she fully awakened, she looked down and saw Stephanie trying to get her head between her thighs. Barbara rolled onto her back and let her legs fall out. Stephanie applied her lips and tongue to her mother’s sloppy bald beaver. Barbara nudged Jerry awake. Together, they watched Stephanie suck mother cunt.


Angie watched also, lying on her side, propped on one elbow. She said, “I sent her to you. She was making my pussy sore. I told you, Mom. She’s insatiable when it comes to pussy. You’ll probably have to push her away to get any sleep.”


Barbara said, “She’s very good at this disgusting act. I certainly won’t get any sleep with her doing this to me. You know, Angie, I’m afraid we’re going to have to bring in extra help to satisfy Stephanie’s lust for pussy. I know a few adult women who’d spread their legs for any tongue, but you must know some girls that would help you out, don’t you?”


“I know six off the top of my head. If I spread the word around school, I’m sure more will surface. Stephanie is very popular with the lezzie crowd.”


“Excellent. Then, by all means, spread the word about her. We’re going to need all the help we can get to keep this little cunt lapper satisfied. I’ll do the same with my circle of friends.”


Stephanie stopped licking and looked into her mother’s eyes over her hairless pubic mound. Stephanie’s eyes were pleading, but Barbara’s eyes showed no mercy. Her mother held her cunt lips open with one hand while stroking Stephanie’s throat with the fingers of the other. Stephanie slumped in surrender, then slipped her tongue deep in her mother’s pussy hole as a sign of resignation.


Barbara said, “Stephanie approves. She’s really sucking my pussy now. She’s so excited. She’s finally going to get all the pussy she ever wanted, and she never has to leave the house to get it. Yes, baby, Mommy’s going to take care of you. Mommy’s going to take excellent care of you. Mommy’s about to give you a big dose of pussy cum. Oh yes! Of fuck, yes! Eat that pussy, baby!”


Barbara lifted her ass two feet off the cushion in a wide-beaver stance, then ground out her climax on Stephanie’s face. Stephanie quickly got to her knees and scooted under, sitting back on her heels while supporting Barbara’s ass. In this provocative position, Stephanie sucked her mother through a powerful climax, then remained that way to lick the cum that seeped out.


Barbara let Stephanie take all her weight as she went limp for the post climax cunt lapping. Stephanie did a thorough job, and got her face wet all over by using her face as a fuck rag. After languishing under that intimate attention, Barbara reset her feet and began doing the wiping herself. Stephanie held steady, offering her subservient face for her mother to wipe her cunt on. Barbara and Angie turned to face each other with big smiles. Barbara said, “Having a pussy slave under our roof won’t be as bad as I thought.”


“Yeah, and you know what else she’ll do for you?”


“Pray, do tell”


“She’ll take care of all your pussy needs. She’ll wash it, shave it, massage it, and the best part is, she’ll handle your period for you.”


“Oh, I do like the sound of that. I suppose she wouldn’t be much of a pussy slave if she wouldn’t attend a bloody one. Oh, just the thought gives me goose bumps. I’m finally looking forward to my next period. How about you, Stephanie. Are you looking forward to my next period?”


Stephanie lifted her mouth off her mother’s pussy and said, “Yes, Mother. I’ll do all that for you, and more.”


“I can’t wait. Let’s all try to get some sleep. Tomorrow starts early. I’m still not used to rising with the sun.”


The others fell asleep quickly, but Stephanie could not sleep. Angie insisted that Stephanie serve as her pillow. Angie removed a shoe lace from her father’s shoes, and used the lace to weave a binding of Stephanie’s two thumbs. She then had Stephanie lie where the pillows had been with her legs hanging in the aisle. She took the tail of the shoe lace and tied it securely to the handle of the roll-out window. Once set, Angie patted Stephanie’s tight tummy, then rested her cheek on Stephanie’s mound, smiling at her mother across the aisle. Barbara said, “Sleep tight, Stephanie.”


Stephanie knew she’d get a fitful night’s sleep. She frequently looked to her sleeping mother. She knew her mother was a bit warped, but she still loved her dearly. Part of her motivation and a great deal of her personal pleasure came from pleasing her mother. She lived her whole life to please Barbara, to win her approval, and sucking her pussy won a great deal of praise and approval. Being bound by Angie also pleased her mother, so Stephanie tried hard not to dwell on her discomfort.


Stephanie laid awake fretting about the new life she would lead. She decided she had no choice in the matter, so fretting was a waste of time. For as long as her mother wanted her to live that life, she knew she would live it, and live it to the best of her abilities, all the while looking for signs of approval in her mother’s eyes. She would be the perfect pussy slave for Angie, playing the part outlined by her mother, the part of a lesbian with a voracious appetite for pussy, any pussy, but Angie’s especially. She would humiliate herself between Angie’s legs before a crowd, just in the hope that a favorable report might reach her mother’s ears.


Stephanie slept in ten minute bites all through the night. Angie awoke many times during the night just to torment Stephanie’s tits and pussy. With her mother and father fast asleep, she indulged her lesbian desires, doing her best not to bring Stephanie off in the process. By morning, Stephanie not only had a full bladder, but a burning desire for a climax.


Angie looked at Stephanie and smiled her devilish smile. Stephanie urgently wispered, “Please untie me. I have to go really bad.”


Angie roughly patted Stephanie’s bloated belly, then wispered, “I’ll untie you when I’m ready. Before I do, you’re going to have to suck me off and relieve my bladder.”


“I’ll suck you off, Angie, but I am not going to relieve your bladder.”


“Fine, then lay there and suffer.”


“Angie, that’s sick. Please, don’t make me drink your pee. That is so gross. You’ll make me sick.”


“Piss is sterile, stupid. You won’t get sick. Bonnie Parker drank everyone’s piss at a beer bash. She never got sick. We’d fill her up, and she’d go in the bathroom to stick a finger down her throat. She came right back for more. You did it for the Honeycuts and didn’t get sick. You will be doing it again and again before we leave. You’d better get used to it, cause I ain’t squatting in the woods anymore, not while I have a pussy slave.”


“Oh, all right. I’ll do it, but go slow.”


“I want to go slow. I want to drag it out as long as possible. You should be able to make me cum three or four times before I’m drained. Get busy and suck piss.”


(end part two of three)
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“Happy Campers” Part three of three


 


Stephanie rolled to her knees and elbows as Angie got into a sixty-nine beneath her. Angie made a wide spread for Stephanie’s mouth while toying with the cunt over her face. She was pleased when Stephanie started right in with a good cunt licking pussy suck. Stephanie got her first taste of sibling urine as Angie enjoyed her first cum of the day. More dribbles and small squirts followed as Stephanie did her best to induce another orgasm. She was forced to work fast as the pussy she serviced was extremely wet and threatened to spill out onto the mattress.


The belly-down position eased the pressure, and she was able to drink more piss than she thought she could. She looked pregnant when she finished, and she did bring Angie to three good cums. Angie was good to her word and untied her sister. She would not let Stephanie put any clothes on and made her wait while she got her bikini on. No one was up in the early morning twilight, so Stephanie didn’t protest too hard, other than to hurry Angie with her dressing.


Angie followed Stephanie into the woods and watched her sister piss, followed by a finger retch that left a huge wet puddle on the ground.


Stephanie stepped away from the puddle and felt her trim middle with a sigh, saying, “God, Angie, you have no idea how good that felt. I feel reborn. I won’t ever make the mistake of going to bed with a full bladder again, not if I have to make room for yours too.”


Angie said, “Come on. Let’s wake up Mom and Dad. I’m sure they need to piss. Come on, porta pottie. Do your job.”


“I am not doing them too. No way.”


“You’re my pussy slave, and I say you take care of Mom and Dad.”


“Don’t push it, Angie. I’m not doing this for you; I’m doing it for Mom.”


“I don’t give a shit, so long as you do it. Move it, pottie mouth, before I start yelling and wake everyone up.” That threat put a trot in Stephanie’s step. She ran to the RV with Angie laughing behind her.


Stephanie saw Barbara lying on her back with one leg draped over her father’s bare ass. Her naked beaver beckoned. Not wanting Angie to get the glory, Stephanie knelt and brought her mother awake by licking her pussy. Barbara struggled to a sitting position, looking down on Stephanie’s beaver-smothered face with just her blue eyes showing. “Good morning, Mom.”


“Great, I thought I dreamed that.” She shook Jerry, saying, “Hey, sleepy head. Get up and look at this in the daylight.”


Jerry rolled over, then sat up, staring. Angie entered at this time and said, “I brought the porta potie back for a refill. Her tanks are empty. Fill ‘er up.”


“What are you talking about, Angie?”


“She drained my bladder for me, then went in the woods and heaved it out. She’s my porta potie.”


Barabra made a disapproving face, then looked into Stephanie’s eyes and said, “Did you really do that for Angie?”


“Yes, Mom. I’ll do it for you and Daddy too, if you want.”


Angie said, “She’s trying to get credit. I gave her that order as my pussy slave. She has to do it, or she’s not getting any more pussy.”


“Well, in that case, thank you, Angie. That was so sweet of you to share your porta potie with us.”


Jerry said, “Barbara, you wouldn’t.”


Barbara let loose a steady stream that Stephanie eagerly sucked down. Barbara moaned, “Oh Christ, Jerry. You can’t imagine how wickedly delicious this feels. She’s drinking my fucking piss. Get your cock ready.”


Jerry sat up, moving his hips in line with Stephanie’s head. Stephanie took all her mother had to offer, then licked her slit clean. With a parting kiss to her mother’s clit, she went right over and mouthed her father’s organ. He was not fully erect, so he filled her with piss. He was hard at the end from Stephanie’s massaging suction, so Stephanie remained to suck him to a climax. After licking her lips, she went back between Barbara’s legs and sucked a climax out of her.


While lovingly lapping her mother’s cunt, Barbara said, “I’ve been thinking about how this porta potie thing will work. If Stephanie serves us, she needs to serve the Honeycuts as well. We are here to impress them. Right now, I can think of nothing more impressive.”


Angie said, “She will, anyway. We both did. Maybe if we offer her services, they’ll leave me alone.”


Jerry said, “It can’t hurt. She’ll be drinking piss anyway.”


Stephanie listened to the exchange knowing she had no say and her negative input would be disregarded. Having to serve Angie was bad enough. Serving her parents was worse. Serving the Honeycuts was worse still. Her eyes pleaded her case while her mother pondered the idea. She smiled at Stephanie’s obvious consternation, then said, “We could make a lot of points that way.”


Angie said, “She should do something for all the men. It’s their points that count.”


“You’re right. We could make her stay naked. With her having to wave her tits, ass, and pussy in their faces all day and night, and with the many trips to the woods she’ll have to take to dump her belly tank, she’ll be rape bait.”


Stephanie cried, “Oh, Mom, no!”


“Oh, Mom, yes. I told you, Stephanie. We like you getting raped. You can tell us all about it while we fuck at night.”


Angie said, “Great. I say we shave her pussy.”


Barbara smiled and said, “I say we shave her head and her pussy. I think her bald head will look adorable between Emily’s legs.”


Stephanie teared up and began crying. She begged, “Mother, no, please, not my hair.”


“I’ll buy you a wig for school. We’re shaving you, Stephanie. Don’t even try to spoil our fun. Hand me my bag, Jerry, and get a bar of soap and a bowel of water from the bathroom, Angie. Bring razors, too. Move, damnit! I want to surprise the Honeycuts.”


Jerry dropped the bag on Barbara’s lap, then watched the scissors emerge. Stephanie had no time to protest, as Barbara yanked her head down over her lap. She grabbed handfuls of Stephanie’s long silky hair and began shearing off huge clumps. Hair and tears fell together. In no time her head was a mass of short patches of straight hair. This is what Angie saw when she emerged with the bowl, soap, and two razors. She cried out, “Far out, Mom. That was quick. Don’t cry, Stephanie. We’ll make you pretty again. As pretty as you can make a porta pottie, anyway. Here’s a razor for you, Mom.”


“Jerry, get your razor and do her pussy while Angie and I do her head. Stephanie, you sit in my place and make Dad a good beaver. Hold still and stop crying, you big baby.”


They completed their work in ten minutes, then handed Stephanie a hand mirror so she could see herself. Stephanie’s first reaction was shock, even though she was braced for a shock. She could not see herself in the reflection. The bald girl was not her, couldn’t be, but it was. Slowly she came to accept what she saw, and she slowly gained an appreciation of the bizarre effect the shaved head would make between a woman’s legs while she served her as a porta pottie. Gradually, she adjusted and stopped crying. She then looked at her pussy, and she liked what she saw. Her pussy looked sexy and clean to her—qualities she’d recently learned to appreciate.


She looked to her mother and smiled, saying, “I like it if you do, Mom.”


“Well, I like it a lot. Now, go knock on the Honeycut’s door and offer your services.”


Stephanie’s face fell and turned ashen. “Mom, no. They’ll rape me again.”


“When are you going to get it through your bald head? I like them raping you. I want them to rape you. After we get home, I’ll give them keys to our house so they can come anytime and rape you. Their friends can rape you. I don’t care who rapes you, so long as you get raped well and often. Now, go get raped. While you’re at it, get pregnant. Move, damnit!”


Stephanie turned to face the ominous door, then shuffled forward stiffly. By the time she got to the door, her mother’s words sank in three times. By the third time, she was ready to knock. Emily opened the door, laughed, and dragged her inside. The RV began rocking and rolling almost immediately. Jerry and Barbara added their motion in a passionate fuck, and Angie added her motion by masturbating to it. To those milling about outside, starting their morning rituals, the Honeycut RV appeared to be traveling a bumpy road.


Fifteen minutes after Stephanie entered the bedroom, those inside heard a knock. They stopped. Emily said, “Who is it, and what do you want?”


“It’s me, Barbara. I brought your coffee the way you like it.”


“Just a moment.”


Barbara heard whispers and movement, then, “Bring it in.”


The sight that greeted Barbara’s eyes almost made her drop the coffee cups. All were nude as Barbara expected, but Harold had Stephanie bent forward on her knees while pinning both arms behind her back at the elbows with one meaty hand. Stephanie knelt on the mattress with her asshole in the perfect spot for Harold’s monster cock. His cock was deep in Stephanie’s ass and plowing her hard. Emily was reclined against the headboard with both legs drawn up, hooked on her elbows with Stephanie’s face buried in her wide gash. She had Stephanie by the ears and was fucking her face into the wide open gash. They both accentuated the violations of her daughter as Barbara tried to get her voice. “Um, uh, where shall I set these?”


Emily said, “On the side table.”


Barbara set the cups down on the table right beside Emily, then turned to watch the show being performed for her benefit. She said, while trying to appear unaffected, “Is there anything else I can do for either of you?”


Emily pushed Stephanie’s mouth to her puckered asshole. Barbara watched in amazement as Stephanie got a firm seal on the wrinkled rosebud as Emily said, “Yes, you can put that husband of yours to work refilling our water tanks. I’ll want to shower after we finish with your daughter, and your other daughter severely depleted them last night with that wasteful shower she took.”


“I’m terribly sorry about that Mrs. Honeycut. I will see that it doesn’t happen again. Jerry will keep those tanks full for you regardless. I do hope everything else is satisfactory.”


“I’m sure you do.”


Harold slammed his cock deep in Stephanie’s ass, and she groaned loudly in Emily’s ass. Emily repeatedly jammed Stephanie’s head against her cunt as Harold repeatedly rammed her ass, pulling out to the head each time. Barbara had her bikini on and her hand slid to her mound, her middle finger slid under the crotch pad and unabashedly massaged her throbbing clit under Emily’s smiling eyes. Barbara wanted to stay and watch, but Emily said, “Well, is there anything else?”


“Uh, oh, no, nothing. I’ll, uh, go now.” On the way out the door, she said, “Stephanie, you be a good girl. I don’t want any bad reports about you.”


Barbara heard the unmistakable sound of two people having orgasms right after she shut the door. She also heard the sound of one young lady, coughing and sputtering through moans and groans. Barbara leaned against the door and brought herself to orgasm while Angie and Jerry watched with big smiles.


After her climax, Barbara made her way to the others on wobbly legs. She collapsed on the bed and said, “Damn, Jerry, that girl rapes so god damn good. They loved her new hair style. I need to get laid, and you have to fill the water tanks. Angie, you help him. I’ll wait for Stephanie.”


Stephanie emerged by herself thirty minutes later. She looked a sight. Her face and tits were wet and slime-coated. Sperm ran to her heels from both nether holes, and her belly was as bloated as it had been earlier. She crept along on unsteady legs. Barbara did not come forward to assist her, nor offer to wash her. Stephanie stopped to beg for some covering. Barbara said, “Not no, but hell no. You stay naked from now on. I want you ready to rape at all times. Now, go empty your tank and remain outside.”


Stephanie never knew such humiliation as she experienced when she stepped from the RV and saw the entire camp gathered to watch her egress. They were all smiling, laughing, clapping, or yelling out their approval to the Honeycuts inside. They followed her into the woods and watched her dump her tank. Stephanie saw her mother talking to the wives in a tight circle, and saw their excited reaction. She also saw her mother being praised, patted on the back, and kissed. Stephanie’s humiliation slowly evaporated and was replaced with personal pride. She followed the ladies back to camp, walking with her head high and shoulders back.


Stephanie was raped by every man in camp that day, often while in a circle of campers. She also performed her porta potie routine for two of the women, though she performed oral sex on all the women. Barbara had several fucks, as did Angie.


That evening, when they settled in, they were all exhausted but Jerry. They placed Stephanie on the aisle ready for rape. Angie wore a T-shirt. It was Stephanie’s turn, and Stephanie accepted that fact. Still, she was not happy. Her tension level rose as the time drew near. Barbara and Jerry’s excitement grew as they watched Stephanie sweat. They were already fucking in anticipation.


They stopped when the bedroom door creaked open but did not disengage. They watched Harold advance down the aisle, pause to look over the girls, turn to look at Barbara, then bend to scoop Barbara in his arms. Jerry’s cock slithered out as Harold lifted Barbara in his powerful arms. Jerry saw Barbara’s astonished and anxious face for a brief instant before they vanished behind the door. For two hours the coach rocked as loud groans along with anguished moans filtered through the door.


Barbara exited the room under her own power, but barely. She went straight into the bathroom and emerged twenty minutes later. Stephanie and Angie were sitting up, waiting to hear what their mother had to say. Jerry was up as well, and helped her to lie down. Barbara eased herself onto her back and simply stared up at the ceiling. Jerry said, “Honey, what happened in there?”


“I don’t want to talk about it, Jerry. Don’t ask another question. Don’t look at me. Don’t touch me. Roll over and go to sleep. That goes for you girls, too. Put your heads down and don’t make a peep.” No one made a peep. The following morning, no one dared bring it up, either.


The fourth day was much like the third. By nightfall, they were in their beds. They once again had Stephanie ready. Both Angie and Barbara were wearing T-shirts and slept by walls. Once again, Harold came out and surveyed the girls. When he turned to the couple. Barbara cringed, thinking, “He can’t possibly reach this far out and lift me over Jerry.” Still, Harold bent forward, but he came up with Jerry. This time, it was Barbara who caught a glimpse of Jerry’s astonished and anxious face.


When the door shut, all three girls sat up and stared at the door. Gradually, they moved to sit on the edges of their beds with their legs hanging off. When the coach began to rock, Stephanie said, “Mom, they can’t be doing to Daddy what they did to us, can they?”


Just then, they heard, “Oh! Ugh! Oh God, no! Oh Jesus! Oh Jesus!”


Barbara said, “That should answer your question.”


“But, Mom, Daddy is a man.”


“He has everything we have except a pussy. Right now, he probably wishes he had that.”


Angie said, “Well, at least, now, we’re all in this together.”


Barbara reached out and placed a hand on each girl’s knee, saying, “That’s right, and you girls have been fantastic throughout. Both of you earned new cars, and I will see that you get them.”


Angie said, “You mean Dad got a promotion.”


“I don’t think so, sweetheart, but that doesn’t matter. We’ll get extra money, lots of extra money. The three of us have been accepted into the group. The only trouble is, we must remain in the roles they’ve cast us in. I’m sorry, Stephanie, but you are going to remain a bald lesbian porta pottie, at least until you leave for college.”


Angie said, “But Mom, that’s what she is anyway.”


“No, Angie. You know she’s not, and so do I. As for you, I am just as sorry to tell you that you will remain a whore for the men, seven days a week, all year long, every year until you go into the Marine Corps or whatever. I know you’re a lesbian, Angie, so stop pretending. Don’t worry, you can still have Stephanie as a pussy slave.”


“Oh, okay. Oh well, I’m a lesbian whore. At least I’m not a bald lesbian whore.”


“No, but you will be. Emily wants you shaved. In addition, she wants you pregnant. She wants Stephanie on the pill, but she wants you pregnant. Sorry, Angie.”


“Oh great, a bald, pregnant, lesbian, whore Marine with a new car. Who the hell’s going to ride anywhere with me.” Stephanie and Barbara broke out laughing.


Angie said, “I don’t know about you guys, but they’re making me horny. I want Stephanie to eat me, but I want you to sit on my face, Mom. I’ve been craving your twat for years.”


“Well, honey, you’ve known where it was all along. Did you actually think I’d push your head out of my crotch.”


Angie flopped back and spread her legs. She patted her pussy and said, “Eat it, Stephanie, and eat it good.” She patted her cheeks and said, “Put those inner thighs right here, Mom.”


The girls enjoyed a three-way lesbian romp all through Jerry’s ordeal. They were curled up in a daisy chain, mouth to cunt, when the door creaked open. They sat up and the girls moved to their bed as Jerry eased into the bathroom. When he emerged and got between the beds, he flopped on the bed beside Barbara and stared up at the ceiling. Barbara said, “I know…you don’t want to talk about it.”


“That’s right, not a word, not one peep.”


“Fine by me. Unless you quit your job, there’s nothing to talk about anyway. You didn’t quit, did you?”


“No, and stop talking to me.”


“Suit yourself, but you’re still going to taste the shit you ate whether you talk or not.”


“Barbara, I don’t care. I don’t want to talk about it.”


    The End
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    “Home Improvement-Tim Discovers True Manhood”


    By: Phil Phantom


 


    Jill enters the back yard and moves toward the fence.


    “Wilson, are you there?”


    “Hidie ho, neighbor lady Jill.”


    They converge at the fence. “Wilson, I’m so glad you’re here. I have a few minutes. Could we?”


    “Why, of course.” Wilson unzips and feeds his prodigious limp manhood through a three-inch hole in the fence.


    Jill drops to her knees and assists, using her fingers to guide through and stimulate his neighborly python. As blood rushes to fill the instrument, Jill brings her lips to the head and sucks. She stares at the widened hole made in the fence and notes the freshly rounded and sanded edges. Pausing, she says, “I see you’ve improved the hole.”


    “Had to, Jill. I caught a splinter last time.”


    “It looks bigger.”


    “No, it is still eleven inches.”


    Jill laughed as the swelling cock pried her fingers apart. “Not that, the hole. The hole looks bigger.”


    “It is, Jill. Three inches in diameter to be exact. I need some play to avoid further injury. Lately, you’ve been, shall we say, energetic.”


    Jill held the now rampant engine and stood to look into Wilson’s eyes. “I’m sorry, Wilson. This has been a difficult week. I’ll try to be careful.” With that, Jill turned, dropped her panties to her knees, and backed onto the stiff member, guiding its progress with one hand. She made a good contact, then settled over its length in one steady move until her bare ass touched the rough cedar. She let out a long moan and began a slow steady rocking over the cock.


    Wilson, hanging onto the top of the fence, peered over at Jill as she stood bent over with her arms stiffly propped on her knees. He said, “You were very ready. I think this makes the first time you’ve taken me in one motion. What was on your mind, Jill?”


    “Sex, Wilson. Raw, unadulterated, sex. God, this feels wonderful. This is just what I need.”


    “Take your time, dear. I’m in no hurry.”


    “I wish I could. I’m taking a big chance. The boys are out of school today.”


    “I know. I saw them earlier. Aren’t you concerned?”


    “Yes, of course, but I need this more now than ever. I’m not moving too fast, am I?”


    “No, you’re doing fine. Just avoid any fancy hip action.”


    Jill carefully controlled her movement and went straight in and out over the ten inches of cock on her side of the fence. Her ass banged the fence, making it shake on every in-stroke. She groaned lustfully, “Ummm, yes, this is just perfect. Keep an eye on the house for me, okay?”


    “Not to worry, Jill. I’ve got you covered. Where are the boys?”


    “They were all in Mark’s room when I left.”


    “My, we are feeling adventuresome today, aren’t we?”


    Jill stepped-up her pace. Rough cedar rubbed her white ass to a pink hue. She said, “Yes. What’s more, I’m not so sure I’d stop if they did come down, not after what I just saw.”


    “Care to share that?”


    “Just a moment; I’m almost there.” Jill pounded back in rapid short strokes that had the fence quaking under her assault. Wilson gripped tightly to the top rail as Jill’s spastic pussy clenched on his sensitive rod. They came together. Wilson flooded her. Jill hung limply, impaled on his wilting member, her arms dangling, her head dropped low. After allowing a minute to savor the sensation, Jill slowly extracted herself from her neighbor. Cum rolled in rivulets down both thighs as she stood and shook out her hair. She drew her panties up and turned to face Wilson. She smiled through dreamy eyes and clung to the fence. “Thank you so much.”


    Wilson stuffed his truncheon back into his fly and said, “My pleasure, Jill. Now, what brought this unexpected pleasure on?”


    “I just walked in on Randy and Brad having sex with Mark. Randy was in Mark’s ass; Brad was getting a blow job from him.”


    “I see. Did they notice you?”


    “Oh, yes! They saw me.”


    “And you did what?”


    “I watched like an idiot, frozen in place.”


    “Humm, that’s interesting. They didn’t stop I take it.”


    “No, they didn’t. If anything, they enjoyed having me catch them in the act. If I didn’t know better, I would think they were performing for me.”


    “I think that’s a safe bet, Jill. If they were trying to turn you on, it appears to have worked.”


    “I can’t deny that, but why would they try to turn me on. They had every reason to expect I’d be livid.”


    “Not so. From what you’ve told me in the past, they’ve been testing these waters for weeks, possibly months. You never told Tim about any of their activities, did you?”


    “Well, no, but that was because he’d go into a homophobic tirade.”


    “Is that the real reason, or could it be that you subconsciously wanted to send them a signal - a green light?”


    “Oh, Wilson, I’m so confused. I know nothing about raising boys. I grew up in a house full of girls, three sisters. Boys are still a mystery to me.”


    “They can be a challenge, especially for a sexy young mother like you. Have you been taking my advice?”


    “About letting them see me naked? Not exactly. I have been less conservative in my dress, especially after a bath. They’ve certainly seen more of me this week than ever before. A bath towel doesn’t cover much, especially if you wear it long enough. I just can’t seem to completely let go. I think you are right, though. They are very curious about me. I find it difficult to accept that boys could fixate on their mother as a sex object. That seems so animalistic and primitive.”


    “Yes, but they are using a very primitive portion of their brain, a portion driven by animal urges. The fact that you are their mother means absolutely nothing. They only see female.”


    “That was the look I got from Brad and Randy just a while ago. They certainly didn’t see their mother standing there, that’s for sure.”


    “It’s time for you to escalate matters or retreat. They’ve thrown down the gauntlet. Are you going to tell Tim?”


    “Shouldn’t I?”


    “Perhaps, but maybe you should let me speak to him first.”


    “You do have a way of getting through to him. Look, I’d better go back. I see they’ve come down. This should be interesting.”


 


    [Cut to the taping of Tool Time.]


    “Speaking of nasty cracks, Al, how’s your mother doing these days?”


    “Very funny, Tim. I’ll have you know…”


    “Cut!” The stage manager said, “Come on, Tim. You know we can’t use that.”


    “I know. I was just giving Al a hard time.” Tim feigned a weak punch to Al’s arm. Al took it stiffly, casting Tim a disapproving glance. “Lighten-up, Al. It was a joke.”


    “I don’t think so, Tim. I don’t appreciate humor at my mother’s expense. You know that.”


    “Yeah, yeah. Okay, we’ll start over. Get ready to roll ‘em, Bill.”


    Tim resumed his place and said, “And that’s how you fill those nasty cracks in dry wall. Speaking of nasty cracks…” Tim paused for effect. Al glared. Tim smiled and said, “Remember, cracks over one half inch need to be taped using Binford’s miracle spackle tape. Even Al’s mother knows that. Right, Al?”


    “I don’t think so, Tim.”


    “That’s all we have today for Tool Time. Be sure to tune in next week when we look at home security.”


    Bill stood and said, “That’s a wrap.”


    (Break for commercial message)


    Back at the Taylor house, Jill entered the house intent on heading straight for the nearest bathroom. She stopped just inside the door, halted by the leering smug grins coming from Brad and Randy. She turned to Mark who took a seat at the table, looking meek and humbled. Her motherly instincts took over, making her forget the mess seeping slowly down her legs. She stepped over to Mark and ruffled his hair, hugging him to her side. She gave the other two a stern look and said, “You two are pushing me too far. I should tell your father what I saw.”


    Brad said defensively, “Why? He liked it.”


    Randy added, “Yeah, he’s a little homo. If you tell on us, Dad’s going to find out that his precious little Mark is a fag.”


    Mark shot back, “I am not a fag; you guys are.”


    Brad said, “I’m not the one with a sore butt and cum breath.”


    Jill said, “That’s enough, all of you. Nobody is a fag. I don’t want to hear any of you using that word in my presence again.”


    Jill was unaware, but a thick trail of semen appeared below the edge of her skirt’s hem. Brad and Randy watched it slide into full view. Jill saw their eyes open wide, focused at her knees and knew right away what they’d seen. A deep flush reddened her face as she became aware of the obscene flow approaching her calf. She brushed quickly past Randy. As she went past Brad, he reached out and scooped the trail onto two out-stretched fingers, making Jill jump and spin about. “Brad! What do you think you’re doing?”


    Brad brought the fingers to his nose, sniffed, made a face, and said, “This is cum!”


    Jill was speechless. Randy challenged, “Mom, where did you get that?”


    Jill lamely said, “It’s not that at all.”


    Brad said, “Bull!” He strode over to Mark and offered the fingers to him, saying, “Taste it, Mark. You’re the cum expert.”


    Jill looked on helplessly as Mark allowed Brad to place the two fingers in his mouth. Mark licked, then sucked Brad’s fingers. He said, “It is so cum.”


    By then, cum was evident on the other leg as well. Jill felt trapped and powerless, blushing profusely. A devilish thrill coursed through her as she observed their intense stares. She fought the urge to dash upstairs, even after Brad said, “Who have you been humping, Mom? It sure wasn’t Dad.”


    Jill reddened further as Brad came towards her. He boldly grasped the front of her skirt’s hem and lifted. Jill blocked him from lifting it past her crotch but made no effort to push or slap away his hands. Their eyes roamed her bare thighs and the spermy mess thereon. She groaned and said, “All right, you busted me. It is semen.”


    Randy came up on her left and knelt to peer up into her legs, declaring, “Shit! One guy couldn’t have done all this.”


    Brad knelt and looked at her crotch adding, “Where did you find the horse, Mom?”


    Mark wiped his mouth and spit, crying, “Horse!”


    Jill said, “It was not a horse, Mark! Honestly, when will you ever learn not to listen to these two.”


    Brad said, “Who was it then?” Together, he and Randy applied upward pressure on the skirt. Jill gave way, allowing them to completely expose her panties.


    She said, “That’s none of your business.”


    Mark joined his brothers, kneeling at Jill’s feet. Brad said, “Go ahead, Mark. Lick the cum off her legs. You know you want to.”


    Jill looked down at her youngest boy hungrily eyeing the cum drool sliding over her right calf. She started to protest as his head dipped. She bit her lower lip as his tongue lapped at the cum. Randy said, “See, Mom. He loves the stuff. Eat it all up, Mark.”


    Jill wanted to stop him but the deliciously wicked sensation of having her baby boy lick cum from her legs halted her words. Mark’s lapping tongue traveled up her legs, going from one to the other, advancing steadily towards her sopping wet panties. At mid thigh, the proximity of her thighs prevented him from getting at the bulk of the sperm. Randy tugged at her left ankle. Jill shifted her weight to the right and the left went shooting out three feet. Jill had to regain her balance in the obscene pose. Mark’s face went in tight to her thighs as his tongue attacked the rich harvest.


    Jill relinquished her skirt to her boys and placed her hands on her ass, thrusting out her pelvis in lewd offering as Mark advanced on her steamy crotch. He fastened his mouth over her panties covering her vulva and sucked, munching at the gooey crotch of her panties. Jill moaned as Brad reached in and pulled the crotch away from her heated pussy, saying, “She likes it, Mark. Lick her pussy.”


    Jill said nothing as Brad pulled harder. The panties ripped, baring her vagina. Mark licked through her inflamed cunt lips, lapping at the prize within. Jill tilted up her pelvis to her son’s sucking mouth as Brad and Randy tore away the remnants of her panties. She remained passive as her two older boys began removing her clothes. They easily removed her clothing by pulling them over her head. Before she had time to dwell on being naked, she was.


    Brad and Randy molded her tits, feeling her ass, and sucking on her hard nipples. Brad slapped her right tit, making it jiggle. He laughed and Randy slapped his tit. Jill could not help but enjoy being crudely used by her boys. Mark had scooted beneath her, tilting back his head to get a good lip-lock on her pussy. Jill glanced out the patio door and saw Wilson peering over the fence. She then noticed his erection poking through the hole. Brad saw where she was looking and noticed also, exclaiming, “Hey, look at that! It’s Wilson shoving his dick through the fence.”


    Randy turned; Mark crawled out from between his mother’s legs; Jill moaned her disappointment. Brad took Jill’s hand and drew her toward the door. Jill offered no resistance. She stumbled along with them as Brad led the way to the fence. Jill was prodded right up to the fence. She said, “Things got out of hand, Wilson.”


    “It would appear so, Jill.”


    The boys were on their knees, crowded around Wilson’s mighty cock. Brad said, “Suck on this, Mark.”


    Jill glanced down as Mark took the head of Wilson’s cock into his mouth and sucked. Randy pumped on the shaft. Jill looked into Wilson’s eyes and said, “Did I do good?”


    “You did good by me. How do you feel?”


    “Horny, still very horny.”


    “It looks like you’re going to have to wait your turn.”


    Brad shoved Mark aside and said, “No she won’t. It’s all yours, Mom. Hop on.”


    Jill raised her eyebrows and said, “I’ve gone this far. Why not?”


    “Indeed. I’m at your disposal.”


    Jill assumed the position with her ass poised to receive the giant cock. This time, she let Randy do the honors of guiding it in. She settled back over it as her boys gathered to watch the penetration from several angles: Brad on her right, Randy on the left, and Mark beneath her licking at the cock sliding in and out of her soupy twat.


    Wilson lasted much longer this time and Jill managed two orgasms. When she pulled free of his spent prick, Mark devoured her cunt, dining on Wilson’s fresh deposit. Jill remained in place to allow Mark time to thoroughly clean her sex. Randy and Brad used their hands to explore her body with impunity, even going so far as to probe her asshole. Wilson observed them with a satisfied grin.


    [Fade to a commercial message]


    Tim arrived home two hours later. All looked normal at the Taylor house. Jill was out shopping with Mark. Randy and Brad were in their room. Tim found his way to the back yard and called out, “Wilson, you there?”


    “Right here, neighbor.” They met at the fence near the hole. Tim noticed the hole for the first time and said, “What’s this?”


    “Oh, that’s to help the new meter reader read my meter, Tim. The poor guy is in a wheelchair. He can look through the hole after reading yours and can now read mine also. I didn’t think you’d mind.”


    “It’s your fence, Wilson, but this sure is a big peep hole.” Tim ran his index finger around the inside and commented, “Good job. Sanded and everything. Looks like you routed the edges.”


    “Yes, any job worth doing is worth doing well, Tim.”


    “What did you use on this, a three-quarter round-over?”


    “That’s right, Tim.”


    “You went to a lot of trouble.”


    “No trouble at all, Tim. I’m here all day with nothing better to do.”


    Tim stood and said, “Say, Wilson. I don’t suppose you’ve noticed anything funny going on here during the day, have you?”


    “Funny? Funny in what way, Tim?”


    “Well, you know, not funny ha ha, but funny as in Jill…naah, forget it.”


    “No, Tim, what’s on your mind?”


    “Wilson, can I be Frank?”


    “You can be whoever you want, Frank.”


    “No, you know. Can we talk, guy to guy?”


    “Sure, shoot.”


    “I think Jill might be having an affair.”


    “What makes you say that?”


    “Let’s just say that she’s not a tight fit anymore.”


    “Well, Tim, you do know that a woman loses her youthful firmness as she ages.”


    “Yeah, but not overnight. Wilson, I used to be able to put two fingers into her and she’d grunt and groan. Now, she doesn’t grunt or groan if I put two hands in her. What’s worse, I can clap.”


    “I’m sure you’re exaggerating, Tim. Still, you may have caused that yourself.”


    “Yeah, maybe, but it’s a feeling I can’t shake. Are you sure nothing is going on here? Have you ever seen anybody hanging around?”


    “Other than the pool guys, no I haven’t.”


    “Wilson, we don’t have a pool!”


    “Just injecting a little levity, Tim.”


    “Oh, yeah, that’s pretty funny.”


    “Tim, perhaps Jill is taking matters into her own hands. Women can be quite creative in self stimulation. Many men have been cuckold by a cucumber.”


    “ArruuughhhHHH!”


    “That’s right, Tim. In ancient Greece, they even used live ells.”


    “No way, those slimy things.”


    “In many cultures, men go out of their way to keep their woman satisfied, even to the point of supplying lovers.”


    “No way. What cultures?”


    “In Sparta, a man wasn’t considered a man if he allowed his woman to become frigid or a-sexual. Having a hot-blooded wife reflected on the husband’s virility. Jealousy was viewed as a weakness. In fact, it is a weakness, a sign of insecurity. A real man does not feel threatened by another man paying attention to his woman. A real man takes it as a compliment; and, indeed it is.”


    “So you’re saying that if Jill is messing around, I should look the other way.”


    “Not necessarily. You could calmly watch. Take it as an opportunity to impress Jill, not to mention her lover.”


    “So what, I turn down the sheets for them, serve drinks, light cigarettes afterwards.”


    “Tim, the greatest cocksman of all time, Ivan Abaulia, said, ‘A woman can never be possessed until set totally free. If she returns to your bed, she’s yours.’”


    “I think I saw that on a poster once.”


    “Could be; it has many variations.”


    “What happens if she doesn’t return or brings a friend or two?”


    “If she doesn’t return, she was never yours. If she brings a friend or two, make room. If you are right about Jill, I’m impressed.”


    “Yeah? How so?”


    “Well, he’s obviously much better endowed than you, yet she’s still with you. In my book, that’s a striking testimony to your powers as a lover and to your virility.”


    “Yeah. Argh! Argh! Argh! Virility. Power. That’s me, all right.” Tim thought for a second then said, “So, you think I should set her free, huh?”


    “That’s up to you, Tim. If you do, I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”


    “Naah, she’d come back. They don’t call me Tim-the-tool man for nothing, you know.”


    “That’s the spirit, Tim.”


    “You know, Wilson. You are absolutely right. A real man wouldn’t fret. A real man would hold his head high.”


    “That he would, Tim.”


    “When she gets back, I’m setting her free.”


    “Hold on, Tim. She might read that the wrong way, as a rejection.”


    “So, how should I handle this?”


    “Just be supportive, even encouraging. Leave her plenty of opportunity to feel free. Don’t pry. Look the other way. In time, she’ll feel free and love you all the more for her freedom.”


    “Yeah? Freedom. That’s what I’m going to do.” Tim thought, then said, “Say, Wilson, you might want to give Jill a try. Jill likes you. I’m really curious. I’d like to know if she would put out for another man.”


    “I’ll be honest. The thought has crossed my mind. Jill is a strikingly attractive woman.”


    “Yeah, and she’s a hot little number in bed.”


    “Tim, are you sure you wouldn’t mind? It isn’t worth jeopardizing our friendship, good neighbor.”


    “No, no way. I trust you, Wilson. I know you wouldn’t try to steal her away. You’d be convenient. Hell, you could even put this hole to better use than a peep hole for the electric company. It looks to be the right height. The hole is big enough…isn’t it?”


    “Oh, I’m sure it is.”


    “Uh, Wilson, not to be too personal, but how small would be too small for you?”


    Wilson felt the hole with his fingers and said, “Well, actually, this is pretty close.”


    Tim got a worried look on his face, examined the hole, raised up and said, “Wilson, if you were to stick it through this hole, how far back would I need to stand?”


    “That would depend on how friendly a neighbor you wanted to be.”


    “Let’s say I don’t want to be friendly at all.”


    “I’d say ten or eleven inches should do it.”


    “ArruuughhHHH?”


    “Don’t worry, Tim. If you can insert two hands and clap, Jill will have no difficulty.”


    “I’m not worried about that. I’m worried about her falling in love with your fence.”


    Tim wandered back to the house and thought about manhood, freedom, possession, Ivan Abaulia, and fences. He adjusted the growing bulge in his pants and looked for cigar butts in the ash trays.


    [Fade to a commercial message]


    Jill and Mark entered the house laughing. They walked to the kitchen and Jill set two bags of groceries on the counter top. She ruffled Mark’s hair and said, “You run on up to your room and do something to make it like a human boy lives in it.”


    Mark bounded up the stairs as Tim came around the counter. Jill was unpacking her food stuff. Tim said, “You’re in a good mood.”


    “Well, I’m not about to break into a number from The Sound of Music, but yes, I am happy. How did the taping go today?”


    “Nothing special. Bill got his panties twisted because I made an off-color reference to Al’s mother.”


    “I wish you’d leave Al’s mother alone, Tim. Those jokes are getting tiresome and I’m sure Al doesn’t appreciate them. One of these days he’ll get even with you.” She placed lettuce and tomatoes in the vegetable bin.


    “You mean like making a move on my wife? I’d like to see him try. Besides, even if he did succeed, it wouldn’t phase me.”


    Jill halted and stood with milk in one hand and orange juice in the other. She suspected at once that Wilson had been talking to her husband. She said, “You wouldn’t huh?”


    “No, not me. Some insecure whimp might get all bent out of shape, but not me.”


    Jill put the items away, stood, turned to Tim and said, “How do you know he hasn’t succeeded already?”


    “WHAT? I mean, what difference does it make? Yesterday, today, tomorrow, it won’t phase me one tiny iota. Ah…Jill, has…”


    “No, he hasn’t, but now that I know how you feel, I see no reason to be coy around him. I heard those shy, quiet types make the best lovers once you get them fired up.”


    “Well, I’m sure that Al will be the exception that proves the rule.”


    “We’ll see.”


    Jill pulled out two large cucumbers from the bag. She saw Tim’s eyes widen. He simply said, “Cucumbers, huh?”


    Jill chuckled and said, “Yes, cucumbers. They’re vegetables, Tim.”


    “They’re awful big.”


    “We generally don’t eat them whole.”


    “Some women don’t eat them at all, if you know what I mean.”


    “No, I don’t know what you…yes, I do. Tim, do you think that I…”


    “Hey, honey, don’t get defensive. I understand these things.”


    A wry smile crossed Jill’s lips, “You do, do you?”


    “Sure, all women do it. A good, secure man understands his woman’s needs. Get bigger ones if you want. You know, Sparticus used to give eels to his Greek women. That Sparticus, now that was a man’s man. Aaarrrghh, Aaarrrghh, Aaarrrghh!”


    Jill laughed, shaking her head. She put away the cucumbers and said while draping her arms over his shoulders, “I’m so glad you understand my needs, Tim. I’m seeing a side of you I never knew existed, so manly, confident, secure.”


    “If you want to own a good woman, let her go screw around. If she comes back and screws you, she’s a good woman. Ivan Abaulla.”


    “Ya wanna ball me, huh? Take me you Trojan warrior.”


    Tim scooped Jill up in his arms and headed for the stairs. Jill was laughing as they went up, meeting Brad and Randy coming down. With her skirt fallen away from her ass and no panties, each boy was presented with an enticing view of her naked sex. As each passed, he delivered a hard open palm slap to her ass, making her squeal. Tim stopped and turned on the landing, amazed at what they’d done. He held Jill with her ass facing the boys as he said, “Did you guys just do what I think you did?”


    Jill leaned up to whisper, “Sweetheart, I am not wearing any panties. I think those two have had enough of a female anatomy lesson.”


    Tim quickly turned her so that her ass faced upstairs just as Mark was headed down. Tim’s head was turned toward the grinning older pair so he didn’t see Mark move up and start licking Jill’s twat. Jill bit her lower lip, but stifled another squeal. Tim said, “I’ll have a talk with you two right after I take your mother up and…talk to her.”


    Randy smirked and said, “What are you going to talk about, the first thing that pops up.”


    “Hey, that’s enough. This is your mother, not some cheap barmaid. You guys just wait in the dining room until I come down, and don’t move a muscle.”


    Tim looked back up the stairs as he started moving forward and saw Mark duck out from under his mother’s skirt. “What the…? Mark, what the hell were you doing down there? You go down and wait with the others. I can see I need to talk with all of you kids.” After going over the top step, Tim quietly said, “Jill, what was he doing down there?”


    “Ask Mark. I’m just a helpless housewife about to be ravaged by Sparticus. Faster Sparti!”


    Tim gave Jill the best ride in ages. Afterwards, they were both sweaty and exhausted. Each had rolled onto their backs, panting heavily. Tim got his breath and raised on one elbow, turning to face his naked wife. He said, “Jill, what were you doing going out without panties on?”


    “I go out without panties all the time. You just never looked.”


    “But why?”


    “It feels good on days like today.”


    “But suppose someone sees?”


    “So? Does it bother you that some big hunk might see my pussy and decide he wants some?”


    “Huh? Oh, no, of course not. But what about the boys?”


    “Who cares about them. They see it all the time.”


    “WHAT?”


    “Sure, why not, they’re just kids. They don’t think anything of it.”


    “Jill! Honey, let me tell you about boys. I know about little boys.”


    “Yeah, I’ve heard about you Spartans.”


    “That’s not funny, Jill.”


    Jill rose up to face Tim and said with mock astonishment, “What is this I’m seeing…Tim Taylor, jealous of his own little boys? Is that it, Tim?”


    “No, no way. Jealous of kids? Those kids? Our kids? Ha! Double ha!”


    “I think you are? You’re worried that little boys might take your place. I’m aghast.”


    “Bull! I’m not worried about that.”


    “Yeah, prove it.”


    “I’ll prove it…how will I prove it?”


    “By going down there and instead of ranting about smacking me on the ass and licking my beaver…”


    “WHAT? Is that what Mark was doing?”


    “That’s just where he prefers to kiss me. It’s no big deal.”


    Tim ran his fingers through his hair, sweat beaded on his puzzled brow. “How long has this…”


    “Never mind, I can see you won’t be able to prove a thing to me.”


    “No, go on. What.”


    “Well, instead of chewing their little butts, give them your old macho, atta boy speech. Tell them you’re proud of them. If you did that, I’d be impressed.”


    “You don’t think I will, do you.”


    “I double dog dare you.”


    “Double dog, huh. Nobody, double dogs Tim-the-tool man Taylor. Uuh auh, no sir. I’ll do it. You’ll just have to fend for yourself from now on, baby. Those are Taylor boys down there, and you are fresh meat on a hook.”


    Jill laid back with a self-satisfied smile as Tim struggled into his pants. As Tim was passing through the door, she called out, “Honey, would ask Brad to bring me a cucumber?”


    Tim’s jaw dropped as he watched Jill spread out on her back and ease her hands into her crotch. His mind seemed to be operating in molasses. He nodded dumbly and pulled the door shut.


    (End of episode) Tune in next week when Tim finds out what being a good neighbor really means.


    THE END
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“Inevitable Rape” By: Phil Phantom


    Pam and I have been going together since the seventh grade. We are now in our mid-twenties with four kids. Pam always said she’d have four kids - two boys, two girls. She always said we’d settle in our hometown, buy a house in Elm Heights, that I’d go to law school, and that she’d be free to be a housewife and full-time mother. In fact, Pam planned our wedding in our sophomore year. From the moment we met we both knew we were perfect for each other.


    People refer to us as a “cute” couple. We’re both rather short. I’m 5‘4”; Pam is 5‘1”. I’m rather plain, but Pam is adorable. She has long silky blond hair and deep blue eyes, hard tea cup titties, and the legs and ass of a model. We’re both smart - straight “A” students. We’re also semi-recluse, preferring each other’s company to that of friends. We both have friends, but we don’t cultivate those friendships nor do we spend much time with social activities. We simply love being with each other.


    The only fears I had about our marriage was sexual compatibility. Pam seemed to have zero sex drive. She loved kissing and holding, but touching her in an intimate place, or her touching me was absolutely out. She wouldn’t talk about sex, mush less do sex. The one time I exposed myself and convinced her to touch my aching penis, I ejaculated right after her hand wrapped around my five-inch manhood. She jerked her hand away and shouted, “Oh, gross!” then wiped her hand on my shirt.


    It wouldn’t be so bad, but Pam is so damn sexy. She dresses to show her body, flaunts her charms, and gets a big charge out of getting me hard and giving me blue balls. She rubs herself on me while we make out, usually while sitting on my lap. She won’t let me touch her tits or pussy, but she loves showing them to me. She thinks it’s funny if I cum in my pants. After a heavy make-out session, she’d often call me and ask if I took care of my problem. If I had, she’d press for details. If I hadn’t, she’d want me to tell her how much it hurt.


    Pam was gang raped in the early part of our senior year. It was a traumatic experience. Five tough boys from school caught her cutting through a wooded lot. They made her strip and dance. They forced her to masturbate for them, stick objects up her cunt, and finger her own asshole. Derick Dangerfield, the ring leader and super stud on campus, took her virginity while his buddies held her spread-eagled. She put great stock in virginity and planned our honeymoon to be a meeting of virgins. Only Derick screwed her pussy, but the others took her orally and anally several times each. When she didn’t arrive at our usual meeting spot, I back-tracked her path and found her in a fetal ball, covered in dirt, debris, and semen. We held each other and cried.


    Pam refused to go to the police, though we both knew every guy involved. I didn’t blame her. We live in a small town. The humiliation would have driven us away. When I got Pam cleaned and dressed, she calmed down. She was terribly sore, but her spirit hadn’t been broken. As I brushed her hair, she smiled impishly and said, “I guess you can forget about me wearing white at our wedding.”


    I told her she could wear any color she wanted, including snow white. She surprised me by saying she would never be a hypocrite and wear white. She said that everyone would eventually hear about her putting out to Derick. She said she may even be pregnant with his child. She counted back the months from June 14th and cried, “Oh no! If I’m pregnant, I’ll be ready to deliver in the middle of June.”


    I said, “We can get an abortion long before that.”


    She grasped my shoulders and said dramatically, “No! There will be no abortion. If I’m pregnant, I’ll deliver his child. If you won’t accept his baby as your own, Philip, then you’re not the man I thought you were.”


    I assured her that if she wanted to keep the child, I’d consider it ours. I reassured her that I’d do the same if the father were black or Chinese. This brought a big smile to her face. She hugged me fiercely and told me she loved me. Then she said something rather strange. She sat back with an impish pouting look and said, “You know, it’s kind of sexy thinking about being nine months pregnant with another man’s child on my wedding day and everyone knowing who the real father is. It kinda turns me on.”


    “Pam, that’s a wicked thought. You surprise me.”


    “I know, but I’m being honest. I think it would be so neat that they’d all know that you loved me so much you’d take me even carrying another man’s baby. You must think I’m awful.”


    “No, I’m glad you’re being open and honest. It is rather exciting, but I’d rather it happened to someone else.”


    “Philip, I want to ask you the biggest favor ever.” I nodded. “If we find out that I’m pregnant, I want you to ask Derick to be the best man.”


    I gave her a hurt and stunned look. She was dead serious. She made me promise. I eventually did. Pam was raped again the following week and twice the week after that. I insisted we go to the police; she vehemently refused. I begged her to at least tell her mother so she could get put on the pill. When she refused that sound advise, I began to suspect the worst. The thought of my Pam bearing Derick’s baby, and me having to ask him to be the best man, drove me mad. The first time I saw Derick after that fourth rape, something clicked inside me. I ran at him like an enraged bull. He parried me off like a skilled matador. I plowed into a trash can. He then proceeded to slap the shit out of me while I swung wildly but never connected. He never really hit hard, his slaps were meant to humiliate. I eventually wised up and stopped swinging, taking several slaps with my head bowed in submission. Derick grabbed me by the back of the neck, pushed me into a men’s room, shoved my head in a toilet and flushed several times. Someone dragged my pants down and Derick kicked me in the balls from behind after releasing me. I rolled in a fetal ball clutching my groin. I looked up at this towering blond-haired, blue-eyed jock and heard him say, “You ain’t man enough for a babe like Pam, needle dick. You should be thanking me for servicing her for you.”


    After leaving me, they raped Pam again. We cleaned and comforted each other that afternoon. She praised me for trying to stand up for her, but in the same breath warned me never, ever to do anything like that again. I assured her I would not.


    By this time news of Pam’s multiple rapes was all over school. For me, the humiliation was unbearable, but Pam took it quite well. I noticed her becoming aroused when kids pointed to her and snickered behind her back. I pleaded with her to reconsider the pill, but to no avail. I also begged her never to go through that wooded lot. That’s when she informed me that the last few times she was ordered there. To top it off, more kids came to watch her perform. She described her act in minute detail, seeming to enjoy the telling. Over thirty kids, mostly male, but some female, had seen my Pam buck naked and dancing a slow bump and grind while fucking herself with a hair brush handle or a dildoe. Derick was always master of ceremonies and the only one to fuck her cunt. She had her period on time, and was deeply disappointed by it. I was dumbfounded by everything she told me and at her behavior. She still called the activity rape, but it wasn’t rape in my mind. When I asked her how she could act so uninhibited with Derick, she said, “My Dad always said, ‘When rape is inevitable, lie back and enjoy it.’” She obviously took that advise to heart.


    That evening, we were at our favorite parking spot. Pam had her panties off and was examining herself between the legs, touching her tender pussy and complaining of a sore asshole. I saw an opportunity to turn our misfortune into an opportunity to broaden our sexual experiences. I gingerly ran my hand up her inner thigh. When it was an inch from her pussy, she said, “Philip, what do you think you’re doing?” I blushed and stammered. She acted very upset that I would start treating her like a whore. She made me feel three inches tall and I begged her forgiveness. She sat back against the door and spread her legs wide, fingered her pussy and said, “Nothing has changed between us, Philip. Don’t ever think you can treat me like a whore just because others do.” I just stared in open-mouthed awe as she opened her top and fondled her tits with her other hand, saying, “I may be Derick’s whore, but I’m your fiancee.” I nodded and apologized again.


    My subservient acceptance pleased her. She smiled and said, “I know this might excite you, but that’s your problem not mine. I’m no longer a virgin girl, I’m a woman now, and women have needs that must be met. Right now, I need to cum. You can look if you want to, or look away, but don’t you dare expose your penis to me and do that disgusting thing you do at home. I won’t tolerate that sort of behavior from you either.” I nodded sheepishly. My balls ached.


    News of Pam’s rapes eventually got back to her family. I was with her when they confronted her with it. Pam told them, matter-of-factly, that it was true, that she couldn’t stop them, and that it would probably continue. She identified Derick as her principal assailant and reminded her father of his advice. He shook his head, but said, “I still think it’s good advice, but you should go to the police. You do what you want, though. It’s your life and your body.”


    Pam’s mom said, “Well, I suppose we should see about getting you on the pill.”


    Pam surprised them by saying she didn’t want on the pill. Pam made some lame excuse about reading something that said they were unhealthy. After Pam’s mother suggested other birth control devices, Pam said, “Mom, it’s only Derick that is having vaginal intercourse with me.”


    This seemed a strange response to me, but it stopped her mother. I could see her wheels turning. She knew who Derick Dangerfield was. Everybody knew the Nordic football hero. I also knew that her mother’s only misgivings about our getting married had to do with our being a poor genetic match - like mixing shit and ice cream. She told Pam that her kids would likely be short, dark-haired, dark-eyed geeks. Pam told me this and it hurt. It came as no surprise when her mother said fine, but when you get pregnant, and you will, there’ll be no talk of abortion. Pam told them that I already agreed to accept the child as my own. Her mother praised my good sense and noble gesture. Her younger sister came over and patted Pam’s tummy, saying, “Wow, Pam, you might have Derick’s baby in you right now.”


    Pam smiled and patted her tummy saying, “I think I might. I checked my cycle, and I should be ovulating. I told Derick, but he did it anyway. He even said he was going to do me two or three times a day all this week. That should do the trick.”


    Her mother came over and said, “It certainly should.” She then cast her eyes on me and said to Pam, “I suppose you two…”


    “No, Mother, we’re not. Philip has pledged to come to our marital bed a virgin.”


    This news brought a smile to her mother’s face and a blush to mine. I was astonished at the way they were taking this news, like they were all in favor of Pam getting pregnant by Derick - her mother especially. She said, “Well, as your father said, we’ll honor your decision on this matter, but I don’t like the idea of you doing it in the woods. If these encounters are inevitable, as you say, then I think you should bring Derick here. Don’t you agree, dear?”


    He agreed. I couldn’t believe my ears. Pam was elated and hugged her mother’s neck, then went over and kissed her dad. When I got Pam alone in the car, I confronted her with what I’d seen and heard. She said, “Don’t act so surprised, Philip. You knew how mother felt, and I told you it excites me to be pregnant with Derick’s baby on my wedding day. I should think you’d want me out of those woods. Does it turn you on or something. Do you masturbate thinking about me groveling naked in the dirt like a cheap tramp?”


    I said, “Of course not. But you can’t expect me to jump up and down about your family making getting you pregnant with Derick’s child a family project.”


    “Well it is, so get used to it. Let’s swing by the burger bar.”


    “The burger bar? That’s where Derick hangs out. Are you crazy? That’s asking for trouble.”


    “Philip, I am not going to live in fear of running into Derick. If he’s there, he’s there. Besides, I need to tell him what Mom said unless you want me in those woods tomorrow.”


    I drove to the burger bar gritting my teeth. He wasn’t there. She changed her mind and wanted a Pizza Hut pizza. He wasn’t there either. We went to every place Derick was known to hang out, each time, she’d get another craving. We were about to give up, but she insisted we cruise the burger bar once again. My heart sank on seeing his old Buick. She had me park next to it. Derick smiled, got out, and swaggered over. Pam rolled the window down and gave him a warm hello, saying, “Surprise, running into you here.”


    Derick leaned into her window and they exchanged a passionate kiss. She practically hauled him in through the window, slobbering all over his face, using her tongue liberally. Derick reached between her legs and tugged at her panties. Pam lifted right up to facilitate his effort and I watched her pink panties come sliding down her legs and saw her frantically kicking them off. She then sat with her legs wide as he fingered her pussy. Pam raised her skirt so I wouldn’t miss a thing and humped her pussy on his fingers, hugging tightly to his neck and moaning loudly. He broke the kiss and had to push her away. He opened her door and said, “You don’t mind if I borrow your fiancee, do you needle dick?”


    Pam reached over to me and cupped the back of my head, saying, “I’m sure he doesn’t, not after the lesson you gave him.” She scooted out and let him lead her to his back seat. He stripped her right in the parking lot and eased her onto her back on the back seat. He opened his pants and climbed in, pulling the door shut. Derick’s buddies gathered at the windows as the car began a steady rocking. I could occasionally see Pam’s right foot in the driver’s window. Other people joined the audience. My dick screamed for release and I rubbed my crotch. When he finished, he flipped her onto her belly and four guys took turns in her ass. He dragged her back, naked, and tossed her clothes in the back seat after she got in. I got out of there fast.


    Pam slumped against the door with one leg cocked and resting against the seat back, the other on the floor board. In the occasional light, I could see the big puddle wetting my seat. She cupped her cunt, trying to keep the semen in it. She looked at me and at my astonished expression and said, “Well, now that you’ve witnessed a rape, what do you think?”


    “Do you want me to be honest?”


    “Yes, absolutely.”


    “I think you wanted to be raped.”


    “Is that really how it looked to you?”


    “It looked that way to everybody, Pam.”


    “How many people were watching?”


    “Ten or twelve.”


    “Did they seem to like watching me get raped?”


    “Yes, I’d say so.”


    “Well, for your information, getting my butt fucked by four guys was no picnic.”


    “And getting it by Derick was, I suppose?”


    “All right. You want it straight. I told you. I’m a woman now, and I have needs. I needed a good fucking. You’re still a virgin. You don’t appreciate these things. Besides, I’m trying to get pregnant as if you didn’t know.”


    “Yes, you’ve made that painfully obvious.”


    “Oh, poor baby. Did seeing me get raped make your little pecker all hard. Are your balls black and blue? Do they hurt?”


    “Yes they hurt. They’re killing me.”


    “Oh, I feel so sorry for you. It must have been awful having to watch Derick and his friends use me like that.”


    “Pam, shouldn’t you be putting your clothes on?”


    “No, I kinda like this. It’s so bizarre riding around naked. Philip, take me home. I want you to carry me into the house like this.”


    “Pam! Are you serious?”


    “Yes, it will be so neat. Daddy’s never seen me naked before; besides, I think they’ll get a kick out of it. I want you to tell them what happened.”


    “All right, Pam. If that’s really what you want. I know your mother will be pleased.”


    I pulled into their driveway. We waited for the traffic to clear. I carried Pam in my arms while she clung to my neck. I managed the door and stepped inside, kicking the door shut. Her father was watching TV with her younger sister sprawled on the living room floor. They got up and called Pam’s mother. She came from the kitchen, took one look at Pam and cried, “Oh my God! What happened?”


    I held Pam so that her naked ass faced her dad. He seemed to enjoy the view. Pam said, “I’m all right, Mother.”


    I said, “Derick and his buddies raped her in the back seat of his car at the burger bar.”


    She said, “Here lay her on the couch. Elevate her lower extremities.”


    I set Pam so that her ass rested on the sofa’s arm and she reclined with her legs dangling off the end. Her mother looked between Pam’s legs and said, “Oh my, you did get raped.” She stripped off her apron and dabbed at the semen running from Pam’s ass. She asked her husband to hold Pam’s feet apart. He eagerly accepted that role and spread her legs wide. Her sister knelt by her head and stroked her forehead, staring hard at her sister’s bused crotch. Pam caught my eye and made faces that I took to mean, “Tell them.” So I told them exactly what I saw from the moment she saw Derick. I was hoping to explode this rape myth, but my story did not explode anything but my hopes. They were just relieved that no other semen but Derick’s had contaminated her vagina. Her mother mopped her ass, but the semen on her labia lips got put back inside.


    Her mother said, “Did you tell Derick he’s welcome to use our house.”


    “Yes, and he was so pleased. He’s stopping by in the morning before school. I still have to meet him in the woods, but he’ll swing by every night before going home.”


    “That’s excellent. That should do it.” As though suddenly realizing I was there, she said, “I’m sorry, Philip, but I won’t be a hypocrite about this. I think you and Pam will make a great marriage, but Pam and Derick will make beautiful babies together. I know that must hurt, but that’s how I feel. I’m not going to hide it.”


    Her sister said, “Don’t feel badly, Philip. We all love you; you know that.”


    I nodded, but it hurt. Her father had nothing to say. He was too absorbed studying her pussy. The whole scene was almost too much for me. My cock was hard the whole time. Watching her family attend to my fiancee’s vagina was a very erotic sight. They took their time, too. After cleaning all she could clean, her mother stood up and said, “Stay like that for a while, Pam. You need to keep the sperm near your womb.” When I left thirty minutes later, Pam was still sprawled and her father was still holding her legs for her.


    I didn’t see much of Pam during her ovulation cycle, but she called regularly to keep me informed. I learned that Derick took her in her bedroom the first time, but after learning of the family’s complicity, he took her on the sofa with them gathered around. They actually assisted. Her father usually held her legs, and her mother milked Derick’s spent cock into Pam’s pussy. Pam enjoyed sharing these obscene details and called me several times while Derick was fucking her.


    After that week, we still didn’t go on regular dates as we had before. All of our time was spent chasing down Derick. When we found him, he’d get in the car and they’d start making out while I drove to our old make out spot by the lake. By the time we got there, Pam was usually naked and fawning all over his cock. She freed his cock first thing and Derick usually sat beside me. Pam loved showing off his cock and tried hard never to block my view as she slobbered up and down his considerable length. I have to admit, Derick has a magnificent piece of manhood. It’s easily eleven inches long and thickly veined. His crown has a nice shiny helmet shape that looks delicious sliding between my Pam’s hungry lips.


    To begin their fucking, Pam likes to straddle his lap facing us with the interior light on. She gets in position and likes me to guide it in. I felt funny grasping his rod and aiming it at my fiancee’s gaping hole. Seeing her sink down its length and swoon was hard to take. They used me like an accessory for fucking. Pam placed me in the positions she wanted. Her favorite was with me on my back and her on all fours head to crotch. In this position, I stared up at his cock plunging into her cunt. If he came in this position, I could count on Pam hovering her dripping pussy over my face after he pulled out. She also like to get fucked on her back with her head in my lap. It was shear torture to watch another guy enjoy her so much while I got nothing but blue balls.


    Pam missed her period and they celebrated. She made me invite Derick to be my best man at the first opportunity. He laughed his ass off and accepted. You might wonder why I still wanted this girl for my wife. Truth was, I fell more deeply in love with her everyday. She was still the same Pam she always had been, but in addition, I discovered that she was also a sexual dynamo. I looked forward to my honeymoon with growing eagerness.


    Pam’s belly began showing after the fourth month. By the sixth month, she looked very pregnant and her tits swelled up nicely. She proudly displayed her bulging belly and kids at school were forever copping a feel, ostensibly to feel the baby kick. She was quick to let everyone know that Derick was the father and our wedding was still on. This caused me no end of embarrassment and thrilled Pam to no end. After learning that she was pregnant, it was open season on Pam’s pussy for Derick and his pals, even her father. We often drove to the lake with a full carload. Watching her pull a train was especially difficult for me. Pam became a very popular place for young men to deposit their sperm. Her excuse for doing this was that she had needs.


    My family was aware of Pam’s reputation and my mother was sick about my pending marriage and about the baby, None-the-less, they treated her respectfully, even though she went out of her way to shock them. Whenever she stopped by, she insisted everyone feel the baby kick. She did not wear panties and merely placed the hand up under her skirt. She told me that my father and two brothers rarely missed an opportunity to play with her pussy. I once saw her take my mother’s hand and practically jam it between her legs and hold it there. Mom went beet red, but did not jerk her hand away. Pam told me later that she used her fingers to press two of Mom’s into her hole. She held Mom’s hand by the wrist, and Mom toyed with her pussy for several minutes. After that, Mom would not stay in the same room with Pam. That was fine with Dad and my brothers, because Pam would plop down, spread her legs wide, and lift her dress above her belly. Dad and my brothers made no pretense of feeling the baby kick. They felt Pam’s pussy. I was the only one not invited to play. Incredible as it may seem, I still hadn’t touched Pam’s tits or pussy.


    Just before the wedding, she was eight months along and bulging at the seams, a waddling beach ball with legs. She really poured it on then. She’d walk in our house and pull the dress over her head. She’d parade naked, then recline on the sofa with her legs wide apart. Often, she’d go seek Mom out and force an embarrassing scene on her with us guys watching. She could squirt milk from her bursting titties, and Mom usually got a good dousing while being forced to finger Pam. Despite all this, my family attended the wedding.


    The wedding was a simple ceremony at the Holiday Inn banquet room. Between her family and mine, a few friends, and a dozen or more of Derick’s friends. In all, we had sixty people. We hired a justice of the peace for a piece of Pam. I watched him get paid the day before the wedding. Derick made a mockery of the wedding. Everyone but his bunch were in tuxes and nice dresses. Pam wore a frilly bright red maternity dress, low-cut and fairly short. She had a pink vail and short train. We used a cloak room in the rear of the hall as the bridal chamber.


    All the guests were seated and the organist played the wedding march. Me and Derick were at the alter with her father and the JP. All eyes were on the cloak room door. Derick left the front and walked back to the room. We saw him slip inside. The hall was abuzz when he didn’t immediately return with Pam. Ten minutes later, they were still in there. The wedding march stopped playing. The crowd murmured among themselves. Her father rapped politely at the door. After twenty minutes, Derick emerged zipping up his fly. Pam stepped out looking disheveled. The march began, they advanced on the stage, vows were exchanged, words were said, we were pronounced husband and wife. The JP said, “You may now kiss the bride.”


    I turned to kiss Pam, but she turned to Derick as he turned to her. I stood there like an idiot and watched a five minute passionate lip-lock with slavishly working tongues. The wedding party was absolutely stunned into silence as Derick ground his loins into Pam while cupping and squeezing her ass. The JP finally said, “It’s customary for the groom to give the bride the first kiss.” They parted reluctantly and Pam gave me a peck on the lips. The next insult was the ultimate insult. I was to remove her garter and toss it to the bachelors. Pam and I were up on the elevated stage. A stool was placed off to the right and in front of her. I knelt as Pam gathered her skirts. She gathered them too high, exposing most of her right leg as she placed her right foot on the stool. From my position, I could see the cum slick going from her crotch to her red garter. Pam did not stop raising her dress. It soon cleared her crotch and everyone saw the mess running down her right thigh. The dress did not stop there. Pam raised it above her belly and was naked below. I groaned as the wedding party made a collective commotion and laughter broke out from several quarters. I tried to ignore everything and gingerly worked the garter down her creamy leg. The garter had trapped the drooling sperm, acting as a dam. The garter was sopping wet with Derick’s discharge. I plucked it from her foot, pinched between thumb and forefinger. I flipped it to the bachelors. They wisely made a hole and the garter landed with a wet plop on the floor. It sat there in that cleared space like a turd in a punch bowl.


    Pam was elated after we got away, headed for the Ozarks. I had given her the wedding she wanted and a memory she’d never forget. She fucked me with little enthusiasm, but we had a great honeymoon anyway. We settled into a fairly normal marital relationship. She gave me straight sex, but passively took it. The baby was born on schedule - a healthy boy that looked exactly like his father. She named him Derick.


    I could tell that Pam missed having sex with Derick, but her excuses and games had no underpinning once we were married. If she messed around on me it would be out and out infidelity. She would not do that. At times I could see her mind trying to think of a way to legitimize bringing Derick back into our relationship. A few weeks after the baby was born, I climbed into position between her legs. Pam handed me a condom. I looked at it, then at her and said, “What gives?”


    “I want another baby. I want four, remember.”


    “So why the condom?”


    “Philip, I can’t have four kids with different fathers. It wouldn’t be fair to them. They’d be half-siblings. I can’t have that. Derick has to be the father of all my babies. I spoke with him about this and he agrees. He does have a say so in this matter. He is Derick’s father, you know.”


    I knew right away that Pam had found her way. In a way, I was happy for her. She had that old gleam in her eye. She noticed my passive reaction and became emboldened, saying, “He has agreed to serve as the stud for this family, but he laid down rather stiff conditions.”


    “What are they?”


    “First, he demands unlimited access to my body and not just during periods when I’m not pregnant. It is, after all, the incubator of his children. Second, he demands the right to share it with his friends as payment for his services. And third, he demands that you wear a condom whenever I’m not pregnant. I already agreed to his terms. I’m sorry, but there’s no other way.”


    “I see. Is there anything else.”


    “Yes, you’ll have to hurry. He’ll be here soon. And Philip, you’ll be moving into the baby’s room for a while. Derick will be living here until he impregnates me. Mom is also moving in with us to help out. She’ll take the guest room.”


    I tore open the condom while Pam smiled and parted her legs. E-mail comments and suggestions are greatly appreciated.
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Phil Phantom “Jerry’s Girl” By: Phil Phantom


I never thought I could win a girl like Pam Driscol, yet six weeks after our first date, we were on our way to the Junior Prom. A week before that, Pam took my ring and we were steadies.


Pam and I were getting serious. Her parents didn’t seem at all pleased by that fact. Tracks divided our neighborhoods.


Pam is a rich kid, a bit spoiled, an only child. Her junior year at Calvin High was her first public school experience. Pam was a bit of a wall flower for most of the year. She got a reputation for being stuck up and uppity. She was neither. I helped her with science lab; she helped me learn to dance. We became friends, nothing more.


I considered her way out of my league. Pam has a priceless beauty - blond, light complected, petite, blue/green eyes - like a rare porcelain doll. She was sexy without really trying. Lucky for me she hated jocks. Pam liked boys of whit and brain. I’m not all that funny, but I do have a well-hung brain.


Our dates were fun, full of festive walks and talks, but no sex. Oh, I wanted her, God how I wanted her. I just could not bring myself to touch her in an intimate familiar way, though she never gave me an indication that she’d refuse my advances. She also gave no indication that she wanted one. As we posed for pictures at her family’s palatial home in our prom clothes, I still hadn’t touched her. Holding hands and a friendly peck good night was the extent of foreplay.


As we drove off in my father’s pickup truck, I started towards the High School when Pam said, “No, turn right. We have to swing by your house, too.”


I sat at the stop sign and said, “I don’t think so, Pam. My folks aren’t expecting us; besides, I think they went out.”


“How can they? We have the truck. Jerry, why don’t you want me to meet your family. I’ll never look better than I do now. We will never look this good together. I want them to have a picture of us together. Who knows, we might get married some day. Come on, Jerry. I want to make the best impression I can.”


I let out a deep breath, turned in my seat and said, “Pam, my folks are kind of…well…strange. I’ve told you about Dad, well Mom is just as bad. Pam, do you know what swingers are?”


“Do you mean like wife swappers?” I nodded, deeply embarrassed. “I’m not a baby, Jerry. I figured it was something like that. It isn’t your fault what your parents do. At least they’re not abusing you or doing drugs or stealing from people. I don’t care what they do together. That’s none of our business.”


“Pam, you don’t understand. My dad is crude, I mean real crude. Half the time he’s naked, so is Mom for that matter.”


“You’ve seen your parents naked?” I nodded meekly. “In front of your brothers and your sister?”


“Pam, I’ve seen them doing it. We all have, lots of times, and not just with each other.”


Pam drew back in astonishment, her eyes wide. “You’ve actually seen them…making love?”


“That’s a nice word for it, yes.” Pam sat in silence for too long. I said, “Look, I’ll take you home if you want.”


She turned and placed her delicate fingers on my arm and said, “Don’t be silly. I want you to take me to meet your family. I’m sorry, but we have to face them sooner or later. Let’s get it over with. Nothing will spoil this night. Really, I want to.”


Well, I finally caved in but stopped to make a warning call first. As usual, the yard was littered and overgrown. The old Pontiac sat on blocks. I guided Pam through the debris field as she tried to find dry footing for her high heels. I held her arm as we walked up the rickety steps. I held open the screen door and opened the solid door. Pam passed through into a world she’d never been exposed to.


My dad sat on the old sofa in boxer shorts and a tank top. Mom sat beside him wearing her mini-skirt with a half cup bra. My two younger brothers were sprawled in front of the TV in their underwear, and my twelve-year-old sister was naked, painting her toe nails. Strange as this may sound, I was relieved; they were presentable.


>From the corner of my eye I could see that Pam was taking it all in, trying not to stare at Judy’s naked beaver shot. Judy loves to flash her beaver. Mom and Dad encourage her. Brad and Danny immediately jumped up and surrounded Pam. To them she looked like a fairy princess in her flowing white form-fitting dress with puffy sleeves and open bodice. I kept pushing them away until Dad told me to let them get a look at her. I nervously brought Pam before Mom and Dad and said, “We’re in a big hurry. We just wanted to swing by for a few pictures. We’re actually running kind of late.”


Dad sat there looking over Pam like a refugee at a banquet. I nervously shifted my weight as Pam extended her hand and said, “Hi, my name is Pan Driscol.”


Dad took Pam’s hand and pulled her spinning onto his lap. She was not expecting this and more-or-less fell onto his lap with her knees facing Mom to his right. She sat there stunned as Dad said, “So this is Jerry’s new playmate. Not bad, kid. Not bad at all. Is she a virgin?”


“Dad, please don’t.” I could have died, and by the look on Pam’s face, so could she. Brad and Danny snickered and giggled. Judy said, “Why don’t you just check her out, Dad.” Pam looked pale. Mom sat there smiling through the whole thing.


Dad grasp her by the hips and centering her right over his crotch. When he’d spun her onto his lap, her billowy skirt fanned out so when she met his lap, her skirts were not under her. Whatever she had on under that dress was obviously not enough. Her expression told me that much. Dad said, “I asked a question. Isn’t somebody going to answer?”


“Dad, don’t do this. Pam’s not like that.”


“Boy, don’t talk to me in that tone. Pam, how about it?”


Pam swallowed hard and said meekly, “Yes…I mean, well, I’ve never done it.”


“What you mean is you’ve never had a real cock up you. Is that what you’re trying to say? Don’t be shy with us. We’re all family here. We just want to get to know you.”


“I’ve never had sex, if that’s what you mean.”


“Honey, do you have a hymen or don’t you?”


Pam gulped again, bowed and shook her head. Her head shot straight up when Dad grabbed her left tit and squeezed. She sat stiff as a rod as he squeezed the other. His meaty hand went back and forth as he said, “Nice firm titties, no stuffing here. Lean forward, sweetheart. Let’s get a look at these puppies.”


Amazingly, Pam allowed Dad to push her forward and she remained there passively as he unzipped her gown. He pushed her upright and pulled the puffy sleeves down her arms, pulling each arm free, then rudely yanking the top of her dress down. He then simply pushed the bra up over her tits. Pam looked numb as Dad whistled and rolled her hard nipples in his fingers. Brad and Danny reached in from her left side. I started to stop them but a hard look from Dad backed me down. I stood there like an idiot watching my girl’s tits get mauled by my Dad and two shithead brothers.


Dad lost interest in her tits and swung her legs up onto Mom’s lap. She ran her hands up and down Pam’s legs as Dad ran his hand straight up her inner thigh to the crotch. Pam bit her lower lip and let out a whimper as I was sure Dad was rubbing his finger over her crotch. Had it not been for the pantie hose, I’m sure he would have fingered her.


Brad got on the sofa behind Pam, spread his legs out and pulled her back by the tits. Pam let herself fall back against my brother’s chest as Danny fastened his mouth to her left nipple. I envied those two. Pam had the most perfect set of breasts I’d ever seen - pink nipples on a field of snow white softness, firm yet soft and yielding.


At this point, Judy walked to Pam’s hip and said, “Show us her pussy, Dad.”


Dad said, “Hold your damn horses, Judy. I’m warming her up first. You don’t just go up to a girl you just met and demand to see her pussy.”


Mom pushed Pam’s skirts up into a pile around her middle then reached for the top of her pantie hose, saying, “I think she’s plenty ready, now.” With that, she slowly pulled pantie and pantie hose as Dad lifted Pam’s hips. Pam let out a groan as Mom uncovered her pubic patch. I let out a groan at the sight of that patch. It was so fine and light, you had to look twice to see it. While Mom busied herself removing shoes, panties, and pantie hose, Dad went for Pam’s pussy. He wasted no time and had two middle fingers in deep.


Pam went completely limp and let her legs fall open after Mom freed them. Dad’s fingers fucked her as he declared, “Jesus Christ but this bitch has a fine pussy.”


Judy cried, “Let me, let me feel!”


Dad relinquished Pam’s pussy to my sister and Judy tried to work her whole hand inside. Pam strained and grimaced as Mom came to her rescue, slapping at Judy’s wrist and saying, “Finger her nice, don’t go stretching her out. She’s practically a virgin, you know.” Judy reluctantly used her fingers.


Brad scampered out from under Pam and crawled right over her as her head fell to the cushions. He straddled her middle sinking into the pile of white silk and lace. He peered between her legs, calling his turn. Dad gave it to him, then Danny got a turn. Pam look dazed, bordering on delirium. I figured this was my last date, so I took advantage of the opportunity to feast my eyes on her body, especially her golden pussy. More than anything, I wanted a turn, but I just couldn’t do it to her. Even Mom took a turn before turning her over to Dad.


Dad got three fingers going in a steady fuck motion. Danny went back to a titty as Judy claimed the other. Brad sat by her head and jacked off near her eyes. Mom placed Pam’s right leg so that it hooked on Dad’s neck. She pushed the left out to the floor and lowered her face to rest on the inside of Pam’s left thigh watching Dad’s fingers work in Pam’s soupy pussy. Dad had Pam lifting up to meet his plunging fingers. Occasionally, he’d stop to feed Mom those fingers. At those times, Pam seemed impatient for their return.


Dad brought her to a body-shuddering orgasm then let Mom move in to suck her pussy. Judy lifted her head to see what was making those delicious sensations between her legs. When she saw Mom’s face staring back over her mound, she swooned and her head fell back. Dad brought her off twice more before telling me to fetch the camera.


As I attached the flash bar, he said, “She wanted pictures, let’s take pictures.” I needed no instructions. Mom and Dad posed her and I took the shots. They especially wanted spread beaver shots, so Pam had to assume a variety of spread positions as Mom or Dad or both pried her lips apart and poked fingers in her holes. She knelt on the sofa with her head in the cushions. They had her reach back and spread her cheeks apart. For another, she did a head stand against the back of the sofa, her skirts drapeing her upper body, doing the inverted splits. I leaned over the sofa for the close-up beaver shot. Mom came up and ate her to a toe-curling climax. Pam followed every order without a whimper of protest.


One in particular I will always cherish. Dad had Pam sit on his lap leaning back against his chest. She held her legs straight up in a wide “V” and used her fingers to open up her pussy while Dad squeezed her tits out in offering. I got low with the lens at her twat and took the shot up her body, getting her passion-glazed face in the frame. After the shot, I announced that it was the last one. Mom got down and ate her pussy again while Pam held the pose for her. She was quickly rewarded by yet another orgasm. Judy got in place to lap up her juices as Pam’s legs flopped down on either side of her.


Dad let Judy finish, then rolled Pam off, slapped her ass, and said, “You two better get a move on.” He turned to me and said, “Well, son, we got her all primed and ready for you. You got yourself a hot one here, Boy.”


Mom helped Pam get her things back in order then brushed out her hair and cleaned Brads cum off her face. She patted Pam’s cheek and said, “There you go, fresh as new. You kids have a good time.”


At the door, Dad called out, “You bring her back over after the dance. You owe us, you here?”


I saw no harm in agreeing because I knew Pam would want me to take her straight home or to a police station. He added, “Boy, you ain’t keeping this one to yourself. You remember what I said, and don’t stay out late.”


I walked her to the truck and held the door. She got in silently. I eased into the drivers side and gave her a cautious glance. Pam stared straight. I started the truck and we headed down the street. After a long silence, I said, “I’m sorry, Pam.”


She looked straight ahead and said, “It wasn’t your fault, Jerry. Let’s just forget it, okay?”


When it came to the point where the road to her house diverged from the road to the school, I was in a quandary. I said, “Do you want me to take you home?”


“No, take me to the prom.”


Well, we went to the prom and did the prom thing. We left early. I took her to her street and turned on the signal. She said, “What are you doing?”


“Taking you home.”


“But you heard what your father said. You have to take me back there first.”


Well, you could have clubbed me senseless with a wet noodle. I turned off the blinker and kept driving. I had to say something.


I said, “Pam, I can take you home if you want. I can tell them you left me at the dance. You don’t have to go back there.”


“No, you’ll get in trouble. Just drive, Jerry.”


“Pam, do you understand what Dad intends to do?”


“Jerry, I’m not an idiot. If I have to put up with your family in order to be your girlfriend, then that’s what I have to do.”


I could have contradicted her, but the idea of this goddess willing to offer herself to my family to be my girlfriend had my dick at attention. I wanted more. I said, “Pam, Dad will continue to make demands on you as long as you’re my girl. I can’t stop him or help you.”


“I know, Jerry. I don’t expect you to.”


I couldn’t stop myself. I said, “He’s going to fuck you and let other men fuck you. They make movies, porno movies.”


“Jerry, I know. I don’t like this any more than you do, but what choice do we have.”


I almost lost it at that point. I drove faster. We arrived and moved right to the front door. Pam looked eager to get inside. Everyone was still up. Mom and Dad were naked, as was Judy. Dad held the video camera in his lap. Brad and Danny got naked and joined the others on the sofa, stroking their dicks with a hungy gleam in their eyes. Dad told me to bring Pam before them and strip her.


He brought the camera up and hit the record button as Pam walked to the center facing Mom and Dad. She stood still and let me remove every stitch of clothing. After helping her step free of her panties and pantie hose, I stepped back and took in her quivering nakedness from the rear.


She was absolutely adorable. She stood stock still as Dad got up and panned around her, poking his lens into intimate nooks and cunnies. The light, untanned, skin that most girls have beneath their swimsuits was all over Pam, making her whole body look like intimate flesh. She had a perfect female form without muscles or sinue showing and no body fat, giving her a trim yet soft look.


While Dad taped, everyone just sat staring in silence, making her more uncomfortable and nervous. I moved to the left side of the sofa to survey her front. I leered as lustfully as the others, enjoying her discomfort, still high on the fantasy that she was willing to endure this humiliation in order to be my girl, though I suspected she had her own reasons.


>From the front, her nudity was breath-taking. It would be breath-taking without her flowing blond hair and expertly made-up face. With it, she was moreso. Another thing that made her look so precious was my class ring dangling between her breasts on an expensive gold chain her father gave her.


Her state of arousal was quite apparent. Her nipples were stiff and arching up. A red hue spread over her face and upper chest. Most noticeable on Pam was the state of her pussy. Her light pubic hair hid nothing.


Bright camera lights placed on the floor lit up the golden hairs between her legs. They glistened with her juices. Her inner thighs shone from having spread that wetness with her steps. The lips of her sex were inflamed and puffed out. Though her knees were inches apart, you could see pink all down her slit. Most telling of all was her clit, poking out from the plane of her sex lips like a skinned rodent about to make a dash to safety. If you looked hard - and we and the camera did-you could see it throb with her heartbeat.


I silently cheered Dad on to have his way with her. My heart leapt at his words, “Spread those feet out and show us your horny twat, Pam.”


Pam slid her right foot out by a yard and placed her hands on her upper ass swells, leaning back to thrust her pussy out. Dad set a light on the floor between her feet and sat before her, bringing the camera in for a close-up. Pam, without prompting brought her hands around and used her finger tips to open her pussy. Dad said, “That’s it baby, play with your pussy. What’s your name, sweetheart?”


I thought this was a rather odd question to ask until I remembered he used the new camera with audio. Pam spoke loud and plain, “Pamala Driscol,” then stabbed her right fuck finger deep in her cunt.


Dad zeroed-in on her plunging finger. “Who is your father, Pamela Driscol?”


She used the fingers of her left hand to expose her stiff clit and roto-routered it with her right index finger while saying, “Judge Driscol, the county judge.”


“Are you a virgin, Pam?”


“Yes, sorta. I’ve never been fucked by a real cock.”


“Do you have a hot and horny cunt, Pam?”


“Yes. It’s always horny. It drives me crazy.”


“What do you do about it?”


“I fuck it. I fuck it a lot with my Mom’s dildoes. I watch Dad’s movies and fuck my cunt with Mom’s toys. Sometimes, I spy on Mom and watch her fuck the gardner or pool guys and fuck myself.” Pam brought herself off in a paroxysm of fuck lust and filthy declarations.


When she calmed, Dad stopped the tape and said, “Beautiful, fucking perfect.” He turned to me and said, “Well, Son, was she a good fuck?”


I said, “We didn’t do anything but dance, Dad.”


“What! After we got her all primed and ready, you danced?” I nodded sheepishly. “Jesus H. Christ, what do I have to do, stick it in for you and pump your ass up and down? You always were the black sheep. Well, don’t just stand there like a fool. Strip down and fuck the little slut.”


I looked uncertainly to Pam. She appeared to be waiting for me to strip. I stripped. I approached her, got close, then turned to Dad and said, “You mean right here?”


“Yes, God damnit, right here. Feel her up first, get her hot. then fuck her.” He reset the camera and began taping.


I timidly reached for her left breast and gave it a gentle squeeze. I teased the nipple, conscious of my now rampant, throbbing hardon. I brought the other hand to her crotch and cupped her sex. She moaned. My index finger ran through her slippery cleft and teased her clit, making her swoon. I sank my middle finger into her cunt. It was like going into warm custard pie but very snug. I used two fingers and finger-fucked her pussy. She bit her lower lip. I kissed her and she reached out with her tongue. I sucked it into my mouth and drew our bodies close, pushing my cock between her legs.


From behind, I heard Judy shout, “Fuck her, Jerry!” Brad added, “Fuck her butt.” Mom said, “You’re no son of mine if you don’t go down on her first.” We had this to deal with in addition to Dad’s intrusive camera.


I broke off the kiss and trailed kisses down her front as I went to my knees. Suddenly, I was looking right into Pam’s pussy in lewd presentation as she maintained her out-thrust pose. I buried my face in her muff and sucked ravenously, wallowing in her rich vaginal slime. I could not get enough and delved deep inside to lap her walls. I sucked that little skinned rodent and nipped it with my teeth. I had Pam moaning and groaning and nearing collapse as she tottered on wobbly legs. I could have stayed there all night, but Dad’s voice boomed out behind me, “All right, already, fuck her!”


I stood and aimed my cock at her hole, fitting it between her lips. I grasped her by the hips and pulled. I went all the way in as slick as snot sliding down a drain. Pam Grabbed my ass and pulled me tighter into her. Dad got down between our legs and filmed from his back. Soon, we were fucking, fucking hard and fast, fucking in a wild in-place dance of lust. Unfortunately, due to the extreme sensations coming from my groin, I blew my nuts after just a few minutes. The rush of sensation brought me to my knees. From there, I simply toppled over.


Dad got up and yanked me to my feet, saying, “That was pathetic. Take this and watch a pro.” He handed me the camera. Dad brought a chair in from the dining room. He placed it before the sofa and brought Pam over, telling her to kneel on it and place her hands on the floor. Pam did not hesitate. Her ass was up high and vulnerable as Dad got poised behind her, stroking his nine-inch rod. He placed the tip in her hole and said, “This is how you fuck a bitch like Pam.”


With that, he sank all nine inches into her in one go, taking Pam’s breath away. He let out a groan of his own and declared, “Jesus! Fuck, this is damn fine pussy!”


I got excellent shots as he stroked in and out slowly, constantly marveling at her feel. Pam lolled her head under the pleasant sensations Dad created in her. Soon, he was fucking rather steadily. Before long, he was pounding his cock into her, and Pam’s hair whipped the air; her lusty screams sent hot tingles through my body. I have never seen a female anything enjoy a fucking like Pam enjoyed that fucking. It was like one long orgasm.


Dad did not last as long as he thought he would. After he pulled out, he apologized to me. I zoomed in on her gaping, cum-leaking twat. Brad jumped behind Pam with his five inch prick in his hand and said, “Can I butt fuck her now?” Dad nodded and Brad put his dick in Pam’s cunt, got it good and wet, then poked it at her asshole. Pam held steady for him as he gradually gained entry into her tight ass. His five inches made her groan.


While Brad enjoyed his butt fuck, Mom pulled another chair in front of Pam and sat down. I quickly abandoned her ass and rested the camera on Mom’s lefy hip bone. Pam raised her head and found herself looking into my mom’s shaved and spread beaver. She turned her head and smiled dreamily into the camera. Mom said, “Pam Driscol, meet Pussy; Pussy, meet Pam Driscol.”


Pam smiled and pressed a kiss on Mom’s cunt. Mom scooted in tighter and Pam gave her cunt a thorough lapping and clitty suck while keeping her head turned towards the camera and brushing hair from her face. I got great shots of Pam’s tongue lapping away at Mom’s beaver. Mom said, “This little girl sure loves to eat pussy. Eat me baby. Suck that pussy.”


After Brad came in her ass, Danny wanted a turn. Judy wanted what Mom was getting, so she climbed on Mom and laid back, her cunt directly on top of Mom’s. Danny slid in with ease. Judy spread her legs wide, and held her feet by the toes as Pam eagerly sucked her young pussy. Pam took long laps up the double presentation og juicy slits, After Pam brought them both off and Danny added his sperm to her bowels, Dad asked it I wanted some ass. I sure did.


I got behind Pam, handed the camera off to Mom, and pressed my cock at her lose sphincter. She took me with some difficulty, but not much. Dad sat in the chair and fed her his wet dick. Mom decided that was the better show. I could see Pam slobbering over his pulsing rod, sucking, and jacking hard and fast, playing to the camera. I gripped her hips and pounded her ass. Her sphincter squeezed my cock. I came after ten minutes. Dad blew his load all over her face as she slurped his spewing cock. I watched Pam face the camera while the cock shot load after load past her smiling lips as it peppered her face. After it was spent, she nursed on his rod and milked more semen from his dick.


After Dad got up and returned to the sofa, I helped Pam to her unsteady legs. She immediately went to Dad and knelt at his feet, placing her hands behind her back in as open an act of subservience as you can get. Dad seemed surprised and pleased. Pam said nothing but just stared at his wilting cock reverently. He said as he took the camera from Mom, “Do that whole thing again but turn the chair so she can start from the kneeling position with her ass facing the camera.”


I turned the chair and Pam got into place, kneeling with her knees out at the edges, hands on the floor, looking back at dad and saying, “Like this?”


“Yes, that’s beautiful.” Dad leaned forward and got a great shot of her well-fucked holes and the rivers of cum pouring from them coating both thighs. He carefully documented our reenactment, reclining back into the sofa. Pam looked even more subservient, shrugging loose from my grasp to throw herself at Dad’s feet.


Dad smiled and said, “Now you know how you will be treated in this house in the future. If you continue to see my son, you will serve his family. Do you understand?”


Pam quickly, eagerly said yes. Dad went on with my blessing. “From now on, most of your dates will be right here. You will get naked at the door and dress in the truck. You will do anything any member of this family wishes, to and including sharing you with friends. Is that understood?”


“Yes, I understand. I want to be Jerry’s girl. I’ll do whatever you say. I promise.”


Dad shut off the camera and set it aside. He said, “Pam, I make amateur porno movies that I sell locally. Your father is my biggest customer. I am thinking of selling this tape to him after I make a few dozen copies. What do you think about that?”


“Does it matter what I think? It’s your house, your camera, your tape. After all, I am your whore, aren’t I?”


I quickly corrected her, saying, “As long as you wear my ring, you’re his whore.”


She looked to me and said, “Any ring?”


“Yes, any ring.”


She turned back to Dad and said, “Well, then, it looks like I am your whore. Daddy will just have to accept that, won’t he?” You know what? I married that girl. We had to get married. Dad still makes most of his money from Judge Driscol. In fact, we moved into a much nicer place.


    The End
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    “Life’s a Bitch”


     By: Phil Phantom


 


Conrad Tweeny sat in a small chair before a massive desk feeling as small as the setup intended him to feel. Behind the desk sat a small man in a big leather chair, making him feel as big as his position—Blake Donovan, CEO.


 


Blake ignored Tweeny for fifteen minutes while talking to Chicago, then slammed the phone down and looked at Tweeny. Conrad Tweeny gulped and sat up straight.


 


Blake said, “Tweeny, we’re getting rid of the fat, and you are one big sack of lard with your 42K salary. What the fuck do you do in a year that’s worth forty-two-fucking-thousand dollars, anyway?”


 


“Mr. Donovan, I’ve been with you for eighteen years, never missed a day, and never missed a promotion. I was one of twelve that ignored the pickets and kept the plant running during the walkout. I’ve been…”


 


“Yeah, yeah, but what have you done for me lately? I’m a blunt man, Tweeny. There’s only one thing you have worth that kind of money to me, that gorgeous daughter of yours. Unless you’re willing to talk about her, go clear out your desk.”


 


Conrad’s heart sank to his knees, though he wasn’t sure he’d heard right, but then he remembered who he was talking to and knew he’d heard right. With two years to go before he’d have a vested retirement, Conrad wasn’t about to clear out his desk without exploring all options, so he did the unthinkable and said, “I’m willing to hear what you have to say.”


 


“Is that so. I’ll be blunt. I need a young whore, a cunt I can fuck when the urge hits me, a tight little bitch that can’t say no to anything, and a convenient place to fuck her. Your place is nearby. Do you still want to talk?”


 


Conrad gulped, but nodded. His nod put a devilish smile on Blake’s face. Blake sat up and said, “I hear she’s a good kid, well mannered, no trouble, a straight A student. Is she a virgin?”


 


“I believe so, yes.”


 


“You don’t know? What is she, a fucking whore or what?”


 


“No parent knows for sure. We let her date when she turned fifteen; that was three months ago. She’s been on three or four dates. Something could have happened. You never know. I’d be willing to bet she’s still a virgin, knowing her as I do.”


 


“How well do you know her? Describe her tits.”


 


“I haven’t seen her…tits. I’ve never seen her naked…well, not since she was a baby.”


 


“She shares your home and you’ve never seen her naked?”


 


“She’s very modest, always has been. I believe she’s wearing a C-cup now. I’m not sure about that, though. They look like C’s’.”


 


“Does she ever shoot beavers, walk around in her bra and panties, wear anything see-thru?”


 


“No, never.”


 


“Can’t you give me a fucking clue as to what we’re bartering for?”


 


“Like I said, she’s modest.”


 


Blake reached to a drawer, pulled out a Polaroid camera, and tossed it to Conrad. He almost dropped it. “Get me some nudie shots—front, back, rear, some beavers—and have them by tomorrow morning or we have nothing to discuss. Go ahead and clear your desk. You’ve already been laid off. If you bring back the pictures I want, and we arrive at a deal, one your wife will agree to, you can put your shit back. If not, keep the camera as a going away gift. Now beat it. I have a business to run.”


 


White as a ghost, Conrad got up and made for the door. At the door he heard, “Oh, and Tweeny. We never had this conversation. I have witnesses.”


 


     *


 


Conrad was almost in tears as he packed eighteen years of dedication into three cardboard boxes. Anger hadn’t set in yet, because it wasn’t a done deal. Blake could still bring him back. The key, however, was his wife Bonnie, and she loved his job as much as he did. His 42K allowed her to pursue her passion—painting her nails and watching all the soaps or talk-trash shows on TV. She could get the pictures if she wanted to.


 


Bonnie was angry, very angry, but she eventually vented enough to seriously consider the only way to preserve her life of leisure and comfortable income, not to mention her legal half of the retirement. After a long silence, she looked to Conrad and said, “You’d go along, wouldn’t you?”


 


“It wouldn’t kill her, Bonnie. She is sexually mature, and she may be doing it already with some dumb punk who can’t help us. This is her future, too. No job, no college. In the long run, I don’t think it’ll matter that she had to play whore for a few years to get there. Who knows, she may love it. He’s not that bad looking, and I hear he’s hung.”


 


“She’ll hate it and hate us for forcing her into this. There’s no two ways about it, Connie, we’d have to force her or allow him to rape her whenever he wants her. I know Becky. She’d never rat on us, but she certainly would never put out willingly to a man that just wanted to use her like a windup fuck toy, and a big cock is no selling point to a girl with a tight virgin pussy. Could you stand by while Becky gets raped every time your boss gets a hardon just so you can keep your cushy job?”


 


“Could you?”


 


“I asked you first.”


 


Conrad thought, and thought this could be a trap. He finally said, “You’d have to get a job, Bonnie.”


 


“Stop weaseling and answer the question.”


 


“I think so.”


 


“I do too. Now that we have that out of the way, how do we go about doing this? And suppose he doesn’t want a girl he has to rape every time. We can’t promise him anything else.”


 


“I don’t think he’d mind. Knowing him, he’d rather have her that way. He’s a mean bastard, a bully, and I can’t see him being gentle regardless. Does that make a difference?”


 


“Of course it does. If he beats the shit out of her every time he drops by, there’s no way we could tolerate that. If she goes to school, black and blue too often, we’ll have nosy social workers asking questions we can’t give answers too. A little rough stuff that doesn’t show, I can live with, and to save our asses, so can she.”


 


“Well, I’m sure he won’t want social workers asking questions, either.”


 


“See that he understands. We’ll permit all the rough stuff as long as nothing shows. She’ll be here in thirty minutes. We have to get pictures, porn shots of her. Do you have any ideas?”


 


“I don’t know. Just make her pose and take the pictures. She does what she’s told if you tell her.”


 


“Me take the pictures?”


 


“I can’t. That would only make it harder having her father make her spread her legs for a closeup of her vagina.”


 


“And you think it won’t be hard if her mother is behind the camera, zooming in on her snatch, saying, ‘Okay sweetheart, now pull your cunt lips wide so Mommy can get a good shot of your virgin fuck hole?’”


 


“Christ, Bonnie, he said a few beavers. He didn’t say shoot her fuck hole.”


 


“If we’re going to do this, I say we do it right and show everything she has to offer and make it look as good as we can. She’s merchandise, and we’re selling—no, marketing. I don’t want to go through this and have him skim through the pictures and go, ‘Harumph, no deal.’”


 


“There’s no chance of that happening, not with Becky. He wants her, now, and he’s only seen her fully dressed at a distance. Do what you want, but you’re taking the pictures.”


 


“Oh, all right. I’ll take the damn things. Christ, I’d have thought you’d jump at the chance. I see the way you look at her. You want her as badly as he does.”


 


“Yeah, well the difference is, I would never force her.”


 


“That’s because you don’t have the balls. That’s why he’s where he is and you’re where you are. He has balls and gets what he wants.”


 


“You sound like you admire him.”


 


“I can’t help but admire him. He sees a wimp like you with a sexy daughter like Becky and immediately goes for it, hands the wimp a fucking camera, and says, ‘Get me some porno shots of your daughter and we’ll discuss making her my whore.’ I think that’s rich, Connie.”


 


“I think it sucks.”


 


“Tough shit! I’ll get you some first class porno shots of your daughter to take to him with your tail between your legs, but you know what? I’m putting them in a sealed envelope and you’ll see them when he sees them. That is, if he lets you, and every pose will feature a naked beaver that shows both of her fuck holes. You might have to ask to see them. Just tuck your tail way between your hind your hind legs and ask him pretty please.”


 


Conrad had nothing to say and sat there with his tail between his legs—again.


 


    					 *


 


Becky came bouncing in the door, right on time, looking pretty as always. Her long, straight, auburn hair looked alive as it swung behind her back with every bouncy step. Her big brown eyes had a sparkle to them and set off her light-olive complexion from a fading summer tan, giving her whole body a warm glow. Her bright, toothy smile told them something good happened, and she was dying to share it with both parents that she found sitting at the dining table.


 


“Guess what happened today. I got picked for Dorothy’s part in the Wizard of Oz. Isn’t that fantastic? I beat out two juniors and three seniors. They picked little ole me, a sophomore….Daddy, what are you doing home so early?”


 


Bonnie said, “We’re happy for you, Becky. That’s very special. Obviously, looks counted a great deal. You’ll make a great Dorothy. We didn’t have such a good day. Go wait for me in my bedroom. I’ll be right along.”


 


Becky’s face fell. “What’s wrong? Is it something I did?”


 


“No, dear, it’s something your father didn’t do. Go on.”


 


Becky moved on. Bonnie grabbed the camera, swallowed the last of her beer, got up, and followed. At the hallway entrance, Conrad said, “What didn’t I do?”


 


“Stand up for your rights like a man with a pair of balls. But that’s all right. This will work just as well.” And then she was gone.


 


Thirty minutes later, she returned with a handful of photos, went to a drawer in the kitchen, took out an envelope, slipped them in, sealed the envelope, wrote her name on the flap, then came to Conrad’s easy chair and dropped the bulging package in his lap, saying, “There’s your porno, and damned good stuff if I do say so myself. When he sees these, you’ll be in a position to get anything you ask for. Prove you have balls and demand a 20K raise as part of the deal.”


 


“They’re cutting back, Bonnie. He already told me.”


 


“Bullshit. We’re not talking about your fucking job, we’re talking about our daughter’s ass, and I saw what she has between her legs, and that kid has a 62K ass on her. If you sell her ass for any less, I’ll be pissed, not at him, at you. If he gets her for 42K, I’ll fuck him for free and start charging you for pussy. See if I don’t.”


 


“How is she?”


 


“Finer than frog hair.”


 


“I mean, how did she take it?”


 


“Not very well. In tears, mostly. She knows she’s not in Kansas anymore. I’m the Wicked Witch of the West, and she feels raped. You should go comfort her. I’m sure she doesn’t want to see me. If you hurry, she might still be naked. When I left, she was face down on the bed, crying her eyes out with that cute little cotton tail butt of hers sticking up. I couldn’t resist giving it a hard slap. She has a bright red hand print, split by her ass crack. Go check it out, Connie, or don’t you have the balls?”


 


Conrad got up and made for their bedroom, saying, “Would you lay off of the balls shit. And stop calling me, Connie.”


 


As he passed from view, she moved to look down the hall and called out, “I’m impressed, now, let’s see you go in without knocking—Connie girl.”


 


Conrad was about to knock lightly, but hearing that made him grab the knob and push in. He caught Becky after she’d just rolled to her back and sat up, her full frontal nudity staring him in the face. She immediately pressed her legs together and covered her breasts. Conrad wanted to apologize and back out, but knowing Bonnie was still watching, he forced himself to remain in the room, averting his eyes as he came to sit beside her.


 


She sat in a huddled crouch, so Conrad placed his arm around her back and cupped her left arm near the shoulder, hugging her to his chest, peering to her lap as he did so and seeing the light triangular patch of thin brown hair over her white mound before her right hand moved over it.


 


She sobbed against his chest as he rubbed his hand over her back, marveling at the ultra-tawny softness of her skin. “There, there, sweetheart. Everything’s going to be all right.”


 


Conrad took advantage of the situation and ran his comforting left hand low on her back, then lower over areas that he’d never touched before, those white areas left by her two piece suit—the top of her left ass cheek, then over the left hip bone, then the very top of her left leg, and a bit of inner thigh. He brushed by her crotch hand and felt a few pubic tendrils that sent his heart beating faster and his cock lurching in his BVDs. She didn’t react to any of those touches, so he bravely patted her hand, realizing that had her hand not been there, he’d be patting her pussy.


 


Becky realized this too, stopped sobbing, and stared at her father’s left hand, now resting on her right hand which rested on her pubic mound, but due to the angular difference and size, his fingertips rested against her inner thighs. Together, they had the top of her pussy well covered. Becky said, “Why is Mom acting this way? Is she crazy?”


 


“Didn’t she tell you anything?”


 


“No, nothing, she just made me take off all of my clothes and…and…”


 


“I know, sweetheart, but believe me, she is not crazy and has very good reasons for doing what she did.”


 


“What possible good reasons could there be, and why did she slap me? She slapped me hard. It hurt a lot. There’s a big red hand print on my…on my butt.”


 


“Honey, I’m sure that was meant as a playful slap.”


 


“It wasn’t. She wasn’t playing; she was serious and being mean.”


 


“She was under a great deal of stress. This wasn’t easy for her to do. I’m sure you gave her a hard time. You did, didn’t you?”


 


“Well, yes, but she wouldn’t explain, and then the things she wanted me to do, the things she made me do.”


 


“What things?”


 


“Poses. Sexy poses. Not sexy, vulgar poses, very vulgar poses. She put me in poses Hustler wouldn’t publish, and she made me smile and lick my lips, and…and…I can’t even tell you what else, but it was gross, filthy, disgusting. I felt like the biggest slut there ever was. What possible reason could she have for making me do that? What is she going to do with those disgusting pictures? Who’s going to see them? Why?”


 


“If we could tell you, she would have told you. You just have to trust that we have good reasons.”


 


Conrad noted that she let her hand slip down off her right breast when she returned it after wiping tears from her face. He could see the right nipple sticking out free and clear, and what a nipple it was. He could now describe it quite well: long and conical, dark brown, with a ring of goose bumps at the base bordering the white skin of her untanned breast flesh, and tiny wrinkles, a sure sign of erection in nipples of her type.


 


That was, indeed, an erect nipple he was staring at, and the room was warm. Could she be turning on by being naked with him? Was it recalling the slutty poses? She did seem a bit more relaxed. Was it the right hand he was now stroking her right upper thigh with, fondling areas of her magnificent leg he only saw in a bathing suit and never touched in his life. That could turn a girl on and relax her.


 


Encouraged, he did more of that and concentrated on the inside of her thigh as she’d relaxed her legs enough to allow a finger size gap to form which he now ventured into with all four fingers, going where no man nor boy had gone before, he was pretty sure.


 


And bingo, her tit arm dropped to her lap and her left hand covered his left hand, now a three handed pussy cover, and her hand stroked his as she said, “This is all so confusing, Daddy. One day, everything is fine, great, in fact, and the next, wham, I get blindsided by all this. I’m so confused.”


 


Conrad noted that her speech didn’t even falter as his right hand moved deeper over the inner thigh area just below her right cunt lip, right next to it, very intimate flesh which he squeezed gently as he said, “I know, dear, but you’re growing up and a certain someone [she didn’t stiffen or flinch, so he squeezed again] has taken notice. This certain someone has the power to ruin our lives. [He did it again, this time with his index finger feeling wet cunt hairs] If you must know, this certain someone ordered us to take those pictures. We had no choice and argued over who had to do it.


 


Conrad now had his right hand nestled between her upper thighs, up against her cunt with the fingers pointing down. He could feel wet tissue, either her clit or her inner lips. He could see both tits and both nipples were in a hard pucker. She still absent mindedly stroked the back of his hand and toyed with hairs, and he now had his index finger nestled firmly in her wet slit. Her cunt lips molded around his finger, that’s how firmly he had it set.


 


She still showed no sign of stress, and then she pulled the bottom hand out from under the pile to wipe her face, and his left was now the low hand on the pussy pile, feeling all the hairs. He now realized that he sat there with his arms around her and both hands on her cunt, and she’d let her knees drift apart by almost a foot. The hand that had been the low hand on her pussy was now on his back, stroking as she said, “Daddy, I need to get dressed, now.”


 


“DAMN!” he thought, “Just a parting gift.”


 


He ignored the hint and thought a little more stimulation on the clit would help her forget. He moved the right hand up and down like a saw so that it rubbed her clit while he used his left to add pressure from the sides, sending the two middle fingers on a journey down each puffy labia lip, plenty of stimulation as he tried to saw his daughter in half, lengthwise.


 


“Daddy, Mom wouldn’t like this.”


 


Conrad thought of several witty comebacks while continuing to saw: Are you kidding, she loves having her cunt rubbed—So what; she’s not here—Bull, she’d want to take a picture.


 


When she said, “Daddy, please,” he meekly withdrew his hands and waited. She had hinted for him to leave so she could get dressed. When she could see that he was ignoring the hint, she smiled knowingly, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and stood up, then turned to face him as she looked for her panties.


 


She spotted her panties at the foot of the bed, walked over and picked them up. She did, indeed, have a bright red hand print on her ass, and she did, indeed, have a 62K ass. She then picked up the bra, the blouse, the skirt, two shoes and two socks and brought them all back, spreading them out on the spot beside him, another gift as she took her time and gave him plenty to look at.


 


He stared at her pussy or tits, but she didn’t make him uncomfortable by looking to him and taking note. She just knew. She also took an inordinate amount of time setting everything just so. She picked up the bra and started to put it on, then suddenly turned her back to him and said, “See where Mom hit me.”


 


“Yes, she did hit hard.” He ran his fingers all over the red imprint, then, on impulse, sent them low in the crack and onto her pussy pouch, his middle finger riding inside the slit, going up past the clit, around the clit, back to the hole, around the inside of the hole, then in to the first knuckle. Her reaction to this was, “Daddy!”


 


He decided he’d never have a better opportunity to determine her virginness, and sent the finger in to her hymen. For this, he got, “Daddy, stop that! Remember, I’m your daughter.” This time, she added action and stepped off the fingers, turned, and with the bra dangling from her hand and her chest out proud and perky, said, “You’re as bad as Mom. Does this certain someone also want to know if I’m a virgin, or were you just being curious?”


 


“He wants to know.”


 


She did not try to avoid his hand when he reached. She said, “You could have asked, but I suppose he wants proof. Go ahead. Get proof before I put my panties on.” She came and stood between his knees to put the bra on and got her pussy felt again, this time from the front.


 


Conrad couldn’t believe this but wasn’t about to ask questions. While she stood passively and slowly put on the bra, he thoroughly examined his daughter’s sexy pussy, inside and out, with both hands coming in from the front and the rear. Yep, she was a virgin, and a slimy wet one at that.


 


After getting her tits set back in their cups, hooking the center clasp, and adjusting the fit, she stood still for the excessive fondling for almost a full minute, but then reached for her panties and stepped into them, all without dislodging his hands. She pulled them up her legs, then couldn’t go any further and said, “You don’t take hints very well. Come on, Daddy, enough is enough. I know you have your proof. I can feel you pushing on it. Push any harder and you’ll have to tell your certain someone that I’m not a virgin. I would imagine he’d be very disappointed after he sees the pictures of my hymen.”


 


Conrad reluctantly pulled his hand away and watched her snug her panties in place. She put on the blouse, then the skirt. She sat beside him to put her shoes and socks on and he couldn’t resist running his hand up her leg to her panties, then on inside and into her hole again, clear to her hymen. She said, “Give you an inch.”


 


She did nothing to interfere other than to keep putting her shoes and socks on. With that done, she sat up and placed both hands behind her, leaning back on straight arms, staring at her crotch and bunched skirt which he boldly laid back to expose her panties. If that weren’t enough, he pulled the crotch aside so he could see what he was playing with.


 


Becky watched him play with her pussy parts, now sitting with her legs apart, not too far, but far enough that they both had a good view as he rubbed on her shiny clit, tugged on her thin inner lips, ventured inside the hole, and did a little finger fucking, using her hymen as a trampoline for his frisky finger. She watched for a few minutes, then said, “Daddy, what’s it all about? Tell me. I need to know. I think he wants to do more than look at dirty pictures of me. Is that it?”


 


“And if it is?”


 


“I need to know?”


 


“And if you knew?”


 


“Knew what? Nobody will tell me anything. Just come right out and say it. You and Mom are going out of your way to get me in the mood. Is he on his way over? If he is, I’ll tell you right now, I’m not ready, mood or no mood. I have the right to decide who takes my virginity or who I have sex with. I do have that right, don’t I…Well, don’t I?…Daddy?”


 


Conrad stopped playing and stood. He looked at Becky, then left. Becky stared at the closed door for several seconds, then said, “Oh fuck!” and fell back on the mattress.


 


     *


 


Conrad found Bonnie at the table nursing another beer. He beamed a big smile, walked over, and passed his stink finger under her nose, saying, “Who don’t have balls?”


 


Though the musky scent was pleasant, Bonnie pushed his hand away and said, “Big deal. Mine smell the same way, and I sure as hell don’t have balls.”


 


He stared at the hand being offered to sniff, then plopped down. He said, “She’s a virgin. I think we’re in like Flint.”


 


“You were in there long enough, I was afraid she wouldn’t be.”


 


“I could have fucked her if I had pressed the advantage, but I let her go.”


 


“How big of you. She must be devastated, shattered by rejection. So, how is she?”


 


“Finer than frog hair.”


 


“Very funny. I’m serious. She must have had ten thousand questions.”


 


“She did, and I eventually told her that someone who could ruin us or save us is interested in her. She figured it out on her own and asked me point black if she had the right to decide who she had sex with and who gets her cherry.”


 


“What did you tell her?”


 


“Nothing. I just walked out.”


 


“Idiot. You should have set her straight.”


 


“She knows she’s fucked, and she thinks he’s on the way over. She’ll probably go to her room and hide till he gets here, but he ain’t coming, not tonight, anyway. Maybe you better go fill her in, you know, have that all important mother/daughter talk about who gets to decide who fucks who while she’s living under our roof and eating our groceries.”


 


“No, let her sweat. By tomorrow night, she’ll be all sweated out and just want to get it over with.”


 


“You know, she thought we were getting her in the mood. I could stop in on her from time to time and get her in the mood with a little finger play. You know, get her all worked up and leave her hanging. By the time he does show up, she’ll rape his ass.”


 


“Not a bad idea, but I’m afraid you’ll get worked up and bust her cherry.”


 


“I’ve got it under control. That’s a fine pussy she has between her legs, but I’m not about to blow this deal with Blake—no way. I just want to run my finger over her cherry a few more times while I still can.”


 


“Let me see your nails.” He showed both hands. She examined closely, then said, “Hit these with an emery board. That membrane can tear too damned easy. I know. That’s what happened to mine. I lost my cherry to a shithead’s hang nail. Go ahead, but be careful, and don’t let her cum. I had a hair trigger at that age. I imagine she does, too. It’ll sneak up on you. If you feel her stiffen, back off and stay away from her clit. Remember the goal. Take her right to the brink, then leave her hanging. We want that little bitch so horny she’d fuck a goat at the homecoming game on the fifty-yard line.


 


Becky eased back down the hall and went into her bedroom, laid face down on her bed and thought about who the guy could be that would be coming tomorrow. Then she wondered when her father would come and run his finger over her cherry while he still could. Then she thought about birth control, social disease, unwanted pregnancy, abortion, adoption, and James and would he still be interested if he found out she wasn’t a virgin anymore.


 


Their relationship was based on checking her virginity. He always wanted proof: on the school bus, in the cafeteria, by the locker, backstage, in the band room, under the bleachers, at the movies, in the pool, in the park And she never once thought to check his nails, being too busy checking to see if the coast was clear, and she wasn’t too good at doing that once the checking started.


 


She was still thinking when her door opened without the mandatory knock. There was Daddy, smiling. He came over and sat at her hip, ran a hand up the back of her leg, under the skirt, and dug under the leg hole of her panties in that familiar way James did, only he wasn’t a quarterback, he was Daddy.


 


Becky didn’t say or do anything. She just laid there and got fingered. He moved the rear hem up over her ass, then pulled his finger out and grabbed the panty waist band at each hip and tugged. Becky lifted slightly to help him out. The rest was easy, and she now lay naked from the waist down as the finger returned and resumed fucking.


 


She was glad he didn’t want to talk for it left her to her own thoughts, and she thought she could beat them at their game and sneak in a climax if she thought about the things she thought about when she did it to herself. She remained perfectly still, totally relaxed. She closed her eyes and thought hard.


 


She pictured she and James riding in the back seat of their car with her father driving and her mother talking to him, going…somewhere far. James put his hand on her leg. He wanted to check. She gave him a panicked look because she’d promised him early in their relationship that she would never stop him from checking as long as no one was looking, and technically, they weren’t looking. He had the right. She had to let him.


 


She kept a close eye on her mother as the hand went up her skirt and began digging under the leg band of her panties, then digging in her vaginal clam, seeking her hole, and then he was in the hole and checking, checking the fuck out of her with her mother turned sideways on the front seat. All she’d have to do was glance left and down and she’d think she was letting the boy finger fuck her. That’s what everyone thought and that’s way they started calling her Finger Bang Becky.


 


Her mom, she knew, wouldn’t call her Finger Bang Becky, she’d just reach back and slap her face. She wouldn’t say or do anything to James. That’s what boys do. It’s the girl’s responsibility to keep the boy’s desires in check, and bad girls get slapped, and she wished she hadn’t shared that info with James. He wasn’t the least concerned. He even pulled the skirt up and pulled the crotch aside.


 


Her mom heard the tearing of the crotch. Becky suddenly got her face slapped and heard, “You fucking slut!”


 


And James wouldn’t stop. He did it harder, and her father was now looking, and her mother stared, and she said, “Why, you nasty little whore, letting that nice young man play with your cunt like that. You shameless little hussy, letting your father look at your pussy getting finger fucked. I have never seen such shameless behavior in a girl in all my life.”


 


But she couldn’t help herself. The rules say that once he gets his finger in, she can’t stop him or touch anything. She had to sit there with her fists clenched. Those were the rules and James was a real stickler for rules; and besides, she was about to have an orgasm. What girl can stop doing something that leads to that.


 


She got nearer to orgasm, but got another hard slap, got closer, and got another slap, began grinding her cunt on the finger and got three slaps in a row, and had an orgasm while getting repeatedly slapped and called filthy names.


 


And in the real world, despite her best efforts, she began a rolling grind on her Daddy’s fingers and he pulled them away. Becky went tense all over and made white-knuckled fists that dug her nails into her palms. She wanted to scream. He was leaving. Great, hurry and leave!


 


As soon as he was out the door, Becky was up and on her way to lock it. Just as she reached for the knob, the door opened and there stood her mother looking stern. Becky backed away from her as Bonnie entered. She gave Becky the once over then raised the hem of her skirt and reached between her legs. She cupped Becky’s heated sex and backed her to the closet door where she used expert finger manipulation to bring her to the brink, saying, “You weren’t going to lock that door and masturbate, were you, Becky? Answer me, and don’t you dare try to lie to me.”


 


Becky nodded while trying to stave off an orgasm. Just as she was going over the edge, her mother withdrew the hand and stood with folded arms. Becky wanted to scream, but stood there and heard, “Get out of those clothes, young lady! Now!”


 


Becky began undoing buttons, hurriedly. She stripped as fast as she could, then stood naked, shyly covering her crotch and tits, but got her hands slapped for the effort and stood straight with her arms hanging limply at her sides, trembling. He mother said, “You will remain naked in this house until further notice. You will not shut any doors. You won’t even go to the toilet by yourself. If I see your hand anywhere near your cunt, I’ll bind your hands behind your back and put Tobasco on your clit. Do you understand me?”


 


Becky nodded hard. Bonnie grabbed her by the arm and shoved her toward the door, saying, “Get out there and help with dinner, and I’d better not see you rubbing your nasty little cunt on anything.” And to punctuate that, she slapped Becky hard on the ass, propelling her past her father who had been watching from the open doorway. Becky went crying down the hall, her jiggling red ass being the last thing he saw.


 


Conrad looked to Bonnie and said, “Was that really necessary?”


 


“Yes, it was. I saw a show on Jenny Jones about people who get pleasure from pain. They say it starts when pain gets mixed with pleasure, like when a little girl gets placed over her father’s lap for a bare bottom spanking and she gets excited by being seen naked and feeling his erection under her body, then the pain gets added and the two become associated. It makes sense to me, and I know Becky was turned on both times I hit her.”


 


“So what?”


 


“So, she’d better start associating pain and pleasure before Blake gets hold of her. That’s so what. It’ll be easier on all of us if Becky learns to get off on the pleasure and the pain. If this is just pure hell for her, I don’t think I could take it, and there’s always the chance she’ll run away. Teenage runaways are epidemic nowadays. I saw a show on that, several, in fact, and you don’t want to know what happens to those girls. We have to help her discover this connection. Like it or not, we must.”


 


“I suppose, but it sure makes me feel like shit treating her this way. She doesn’t deserve any of this.”


 


“Do you think I’m enjoying myself?”


 


“You fooled me.”


 


“Well, maybe I am just a bit, but so what. If we have to do this, why not enjoy it. Tell me you’re not enjoying yourself, Mr. Stinky Finger.” Conrad blushed and gave a sheepish smile. “Come on. Let’s have some more fun. You haven’t seen my evil step-mother routine, yet. I’m not wearing panties and she needs to spend more time on her knees, don’t you think?”


 


“Bonnie, you wouldn’t!”


 


“Oh, wouldn’t I? I’ll be damned if I’ll share space with a whore and not get my due. I’m the number one whore in this whore house, and she needs to learn her place.”


 


“Fuck, Bonnie, that’s your daughter.”


 


“So, she has a tongue, doesn’t she? Get off it, Connie, like you wouldn’t fuck her.”


 


“If she’s going to be taking care of you, I will. Fair is fair, Bonnie.”


 


“If you want it, you have to get it.”


 


“I can’t until he does.”


 


“There’s no hymen in her ass. A real man would have been fucking her in the ass, not playing with a pussy he can’t have.”


 


“Are you serious, Bonnie? Are we really going to do this?”


 


“I don’t know about you, but this deal is going down with Blake. She’s going to hate me, so why not? You do what you want, but she’ll be hating you, too. We can patch things up later, maybe years later, but who cares. Now is now, and these are the cards we were dealt. Life’s a bitch, then you die.”


 


And then she brushed by and Conrad followed.


 


     *


 


Becky stood at the sink peeling carrots and cucumbers for a salad when she heard her parents enter the adjoining dining room. One approached her. The other took a seat at the table. The hand that touched her ass was her fathers and he felt the outline of her new hand print before going low and feeling her pussy. She expected he would, but didn’t expect him to get his finger wet and slide up to her asshole and work it inside.


 


Becky grabbed the edges of the sink and went to her tip toes as his finger went all the way up her ass. Had James tried that he’d have gotten a piece of her mind. That was against the rules, but that finger was Daddy’s and her mother was looking on, so she grinned and bore it, and she bore the ass finger fucking she got as well.


 


Becky thought their dirty little game was getting a bit out of hand and was about to tell them so and take the consequences when the finger started feeling not-so-bad and then pretty good, surprisingly so. She should have given James a little more time. No wonder some girls swear by anal, and you can’t get pregnant. Hummm. She bore some more.


 


He took the carrot she held in her left hand and the finger came out. The carrot went in, all eight inches, and she now had a green leafy tail. Her mother laughed as her father joined her.


 


Becky now felt a strong urge to yank the carrot out of her ass, sling it at them, and start the war, but it was so weird being naked in front of them with a carrot up her ass, kinda neat. She wondered what else they might do. She picked up a cucumber and began peeling, acting really upset, peeling it hard, wasting a bunch.


 


Becky listened closely and heard a chair scoot back. She thought she head a zip. Yes, clothes were coming off. She heard high heels clatter—her mother! Becky braced for another slap to her ass and wasn’t disappointed. Damn that hurt!


 


“You peel that cuke like I taught you or it’s going up your ass.”


 


Becky started peeling it properly. It was still a big cuke and terribly uneven. Her mother came closer—too close for a naked mother to stand behind a naked daughter. Becky felt hard nipples on her back and wiry hairs on her ass just above the carrot. Hands came under her arms and took hold of her tits, the fingers and thumbs rolling her nipples as a mouth nibbled on her left ear.


 


Woah! What’s this?


 


Her father came up on their side and took a viewing position.


 


“Did you know I was strongly bisexual, Becky?”


 


Becky stopped peeling a cuke properly or otherwise and said, “I do now.”


 


“Did you ever suck another girl’s pussy for her?”


 


“Mom, you’re scaring me. This isn’t funny.”


 


“Does it feel like I’m trying to be funny?”


 


One hand had dropped to her pussy and was feeling it the way her father did, only much better, like it knew exactly what felt best and just how hard to feel it. Becky said, “No, not really.”


 


“Then answer my question.”


 


“No, I can’t say that I have.”


 


“But you’ve thought about it, haven’t you? Don’t lie to me, Becky. I know when you lie.”


 


Becky glanced to her father and saw him stroking his dick. James had him beat. Her mother was tonguing her ear rather well. Becky said, “I’ve thought about it.”


 


“When you masturbate?”


 


“Yes.”


 


“Well, then, this is your lucky day. I’m going to let you lick my pussy.”


 


“Mom, I…ugh…umph…abaded…”


 


The hand that was in her pussy was now in her mouth and making her speech garbled. When it came out, she forgot what she was trying to say. That hand was now busy in her mother’s crotch. Becky could feel the back of the hand on her carrot. That hand was digging deep, and then it was prying inside her mouth. Becky soon sucked on three fingers because…well, just because.


 


Bonnie took Becky by the hand and led her into the living room, took a seat in Conrad’s recliner, and draped her legs over the arms. Patting her mound, she told Becky to kneel and dine. Becky eased to her knees while staring at her mother’s vaginal maw, then eased into it, face first, and began dining.


 


Conrad watched for a few minutes, then pulled the carrot out and put his cock in. Becky missed the carrot and was now getting her face fucked into the wet beaver as the beaver moved all over her face.


 


Becky was getting fucked at both ends and thought now was the time to go to war, but the fucking in her rear suddenly stopped and she heard her father say, “Bonnie, stop! Listen.”


 


All action stopped and all listened to the news bulletin on the TV:


 


Once again, millionaire businessman, Blake Donovan, CEO of Donovan Industries, was shot at the home of an employee by the employee’s twelve-year-old daughter. A police spokesperson said the killing was self defense. No charges are being filed on the girl. The parents, who were both present at the time, have been taken into custody. Charges may be pending. We will have more as this bizarre story unfolds. Now, back to our regularly scheduled program.


 


Conrad and Bonnie looked at each other and both expressions said, “OH FUCK!”


 


Conrad’s dick went noodle soft and plopped out of Becky’s ass as he realized the man who could restore him to his job was dead. Bonnie realized this, too, and pushed Becky’s face out of her crotch and said, “Sweetheart, why don’t you take a nice hot bath, put on anything you like, and I’ll call you when dinner’s ready. Okay?”


 


Becky, sat back on her heels and looked from one nervous and upset parent to another, recalled the news brief, put two, two, and two together, came up with six and stood. Bonnie hurriedly got up and ran for her clothes. Conrad hurriedly put his dick away and zipped. He zipped too soon and bellowed as he danced in place. Becky wandered off smiling to herself.


 


An hour later, Becky came down in a shorty bathrobe and bunny slippers. Obviously nude under the loosely-belted robe, she took her seat and joined her two well-dressed parents. “Pass the peas, please.”


 


“Here you are, dear.” Said Bonnie. “Would you like some salad? We have a new dressing you might like.”


 


“No thanks.”


 


They ate mostly in silence. Order was now restored, or appeared to be. The parents kept looking to the child for signs that it was. The child gave few clues. Halfway through her favorite desert, with a mouthful of strawberry cheesecake, Becky said, “It’s a shame about a certain someone getting blown away like that. Some girls just don’t take to rape very well. I know I don’t, and I can always get my hands on a gun. It’s a good thing we never have to worry about that happening in this house, isn’t it?”


 


Parental heads were nodding in unison. Becky finished her desert, then stood and let the robe drop to the floor. The parents sat with their mouths open. Becky looked from one to the other, then said, “Let’s finish what we started, only I get to sit in the chair this time, okay?”


 


Once again, parental heads were nodding in unison.


 


Life’s a bitch, and then a certain someone dies.


 


    The End
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“Little Home Wrecker” By Phil Phantom





 The bed rocked gently but steadily as I lay curled on my side next to my husband of fourteen years. He lay likewise, but in the opposite direction. We were back to back, not touching. The situation had become familiar, painfully so. We were not alone in our bed. Curled up spoon fashion with Dan was our twelve-year-old daughter, Sarah. Dan sleeps in the nude, as does Sarah. The rocking gradually built in tempo and intensity until it could not be ignored. In weeks past they would not permit themselves to lose control and waited mercifully until they thought I was fast asleep. Each time, they began earlier and became more obvious until I found myself being gently rocked shortly after retiring and rudely jostled after only ten or fifteen minutes. I lay with tightly clenched jaws having to feel the rhythm of sexual passion slowly building; having to hear the obscene wet noises and the bed’s cry of,


“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I had to smell the heavy sensual musk wafting up from under the covers. It was the heady smell of incest that prevented sleep. The product of our love which gestated in my womb now stealing that love ounce by ounce, and doing so within arm’s reach, doing so with a voracious appetite that left nothing for me, not a seminal scrap did she leave. As I lay thinking, I remembered the days of bounty, when that special fluid ran like ambrosia from an endless spring. I could feast at my whim and often choose to abstain. I had semen to waste. I had headaches on demand, and the bed rocked to the rhythm of his hand. He cleaned the waste or slept in the stain. There was semen aplenty for me when I pleased. Those were the good old days of months ago, before Sarah returned to her childhood practice of sharing our bed. And now I kept track on a private calendar, marking the days between. It was sweet revenge, plain greed, or just selfish need, but the endless sperm fountain was drying up for me. In our early years, I never went more than three days without sex. At first, the days between came in batches of three and four, then five and six, then full weeks. The latest was the first full month, an anniversary of sorts. They’d grown careless or just plain insensitive over time. I wanted to roll over, reach between Dan’s legs, squeeze his balls, dig my nails in deep, and say,


“Happy anniversary, dear!” I rolled onto my back to let them know I was not asleep. My bare hip touched Dan’s naked ass. This slowed him only momentarily. Soon, I could feel his ass muscles tighten and move, I could feel his thrusts, feel them fucking, committing incest in my marital bed. He knew I was awake; and still, he continued unabated. I rolled all the way over and pressed my front to his back. He ignored my presence, the bastard. I rested my hand on his hip and dug my nails where I gripped. He removed my hand with a stronger grip, never breaking his rhythm. He thrust it away, overt rejection. This hurt me deeply. I returned my hand, gently, submissively, and rested it lightly where it had been. My hand followed his motion as I snuggled closely bringing my lips to his ear. In a gentle, soft whisper, I pleaded,


“Dan, don’t do this to me.” He continued. I said,


“This is wrong. She’s just a child. She’s our daughter.” As if in reply, his thrusts became stronger, going deeper, a moan escaped her lips, a moan that should have been mine. My hand moved ever so carefully over his hip and dipped low, searching. I steadily converged on the point where the crime was being committed. His lunges pushed my hand against Sarah’s tight ass, my wedding ring lightly scratched her flawless skin.


The warm wetness told me I was close, wet curls, then a shaft of pulsing meat. I curled my fingers around the base and he shoved them against my daughter’s stretched vulva. Again and again he insulted my grasp, fucking major fingers to a minor cunt. I squeezed gently, massaging the shaft, feeling the loose skin slide along the stiff rod beneath. Sarah, the slut, hiked her leg to let me know that she was aware of my complicity. How could she not with her father’s hands full of budding tits. I unfurled my traitorous fingers and traced delicate patterns over her labia lips, clit, and tiny puckered anus. My index finger ran circles around the place where father entered daughter. Dan rolled them toward me until she was lying on his belly on her back. I had to make room. Sarah yawned wide her sweet thighs, and I replaced my hand coming in from above. Dan used his to slide her by the tits, making her body rock onto his turgid manhood. My fingers felt it all, and teased the unholy union. Dan pulled the covers over my head. The aroma of sex made me woozy. I pushed up on my right arm, making a tent of our bedding over the site of infidelity. On and on, they rocked, pouring out their wetness on my hand, assaulting my nostrils with lusty scent. A manly hand clenched a handful of hair at the back of my head and squeezed. Pressure bent my head down. My lips touched Sarah’s moist and tawny skin above her navel, tasting her salty sweetness. My lips planted tender kisses wherever the pressure directed. The pressure pushed me lower and my kisses covered tiny hairs, curly hairs, hairs divided by a valley, then silky-smooth hot membrane flesh, then a shaft of man meat on the move. Still, I kissed the place where father and daughter merged. I kissed the place where a husband violates his vow. I kissed the place where I should have been by every law of nature and society. I kissed away my rights. Those kisses became licks. Those licks became sucks. The licking and sucking continued after the hand went away. They continued long after Dan’s seed shot down the tube. They continued after he pulled out. They continued until I drank ambrosia from a new well. The licking and sucking continued as the second monthly anniversary rolled around. They continued through the third, fourth, and fifth. Everything changed after that eventful night. The lights came on, the covers were tossed off. Love making between them began with my tongue teasing both. I became their instrument of foreplay. My tongue followed them throughout the act and cleaned them afterwards. I drank the seminal and vaginal ambrosia until I thought I would burst. No headache could relieve me of my duties. When the calendar showed six weeks, I became moody, bitchy, and depressed. I confronted my husband with my needs, my rights, my rightful place in our family. I threatened to cheat. I threatened divorce. He threatened divorce as well, on the grounds that I abused my daughter, offering her to men for money to support my drug habit. I was appalled, especially when Sarah confirmed her testimony. I recoiled and shrank back. That afternoon, Sarah wanted my things out of the master bedroom. I spent the afternoon making the move, putting her shit where my stuff was, and putting my stuff where her shit was. Her small bedroom became my bedroom. The master bedroom was where the masters slept. Sarah enjoyed her new status as queen of the house. She never lifted a finger. I was her personal servant. She did not even bathe or attend her own toilet. I even wiped her ass. Dan enjoyed watching Sarah putting me through my paces. He delighted in watching her apply his belt to my ass, thighs, or breasts for the slightest infraction, or simply to amuse herself. No pride remained to celebrate the second month. On the third, I licked a pregnant cunt. On the first anniversary of their unholy union, my daughter presented me with a baby to look after. She nursed me and the baby at her breasts. Sometimes, I nursed at her clit while the baby had her breasts. My life continued in this strange way until she moved away. She left us with three kids to raise. She ran off to see the world with a sailor. Dan let me move back into the master bedroom, but made it clear there was only one master there. Sarah’s oldest just turned eleven and she climbed into our bed last night.


I started a new calendar.
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     Making It On Her Own


     By: Phil Phantom


 


Joan knew that her thirteen-year-old son had a strong sexual interest in her, but she figured he had that interest in anything that didn’t stand to pee. Forced to share a studio apartment in a low-rent neighborhood following the spousal abandonment, left with nothing but the clothes on their backs, forced to share close and intimate living space with little else to do except look at each other, she was surprised that nothing more happened than already had.


 


More would have happened if Joan wasn’t so uptight about incest. Her horny son obviously had no such hangups, nor was he bashful. He was also loving and affectionate, something his father never was. At times, she’d lose herself in silly fantasy of a true romantic affair budding between them. There were times when she felt that true love and real feelings for each other could form the foundation and possibly overcome their age difference.


 


Nothing, however, could overcome the fact that she was the boy’s mother; he was her son; and a love affair between them just wasn’t right. Besides, Rodney didn’t seem interested in a love affair. A sexual affair, yes, and the sooner the better.


 


Joan wasn’t sure that all normal boys going through puberty weren’t the same way, or that a sexual affair between mothers and sons wasn’t one of those unspoken normal occurrences in life. In families that consisted solely of a lonely mother and a horny son, she didn’t see how it could be avoided.


 


Like Rodney, she was an only child, but unlike Rodney, she attended an all-girl school until the last three years of high school, so she had no experience with boys Rodney’s age.


 


She tried to be understanding, still, Rodney seemed interested in sex to the exclusion of all else. He didn’t even miss having a TV as long as he had a female to watch, and he never took his eyes of her body for long, and his eyes rarely wandered far from her intimate areas regardless of what she wore. With school out for the summer, with no friends to play with, at times, an evening in her studio apartment was like being in a small cage with an amorous monkey.


 


At first, his intimate staring bothered Joan a great deal, though she never told him. She never did appreciate men who stared at her tits, and Rodney was the worst at doing that. Lately, his fascination had drifted low—down to her legs, ass, and crotch. He liked sitting on the floor at her feet and no matter how she placed her legs, he’d adjust his position to be lined up for a view up her skirt, and being caught trying to get a peek at her panties didn’t bother him, mostly because she never corrected him. She never corrected him because she felt sorry for him.


 


Well, that was part of the reason, but the truth was, she began liking the illicit attention. She had to admit that fact to herself because she could have switched to pants when his attention went south. She didn’t, and she finally had to ask herself why not. The answer she finally accepted was, “Because you like having him look, because you like seeing him get a hardon, because you need to feel desirable, because you feel like a failure as a woman. Rod Sr. never would have strayed if you’d been a sexy wife.”


 


In her heart, she knew Rod strayed because he was a selfish, irresponsible, cheating asshole, but it was Rod Jr’s interest that made her feel that she was not the problem. His intense sexual interest made her feel sexy, pretty, desirable, like a sex goddess, the most beautiful woman on Earth, and he reinforced that idea with liberal compliments, totally inappropriate for a young boy to give his mother, but Joan sucked them up like a dry sponge dipped in sewage.


 


His compliments grew more intimate and crude as weeks went by, having never been corrected. Her breasts became tits. Her rear became her ass. One day, he’d tell her she had a nice cunt; but so far, he hadn’t seen it and didn’t know nice from mice when it came to vaginas. Sexy, he knew, and whenever he saw her panties, he’d tell her they were sexy panties. All of her panties were sexy panties, though they were all rather plain in white or pastel blue.


 


He used to say her bras were sexy until she stopped wearing them when he said her tits looked much better without a bra, and she didn’t need a bra, sexy or otherwise. He told her the braless look was back and guys liked seeing where a girl’s nipples were under her clothes, then he’d point hers out by pressing on them each in turn, sometimes inverting the nipple with the firmness of his point, making his point quite well as he copped a feel in the process. And she encouraged this not-so-subtle game of Cop-a-Feel-off-Mom by confirming that those were, indeed, where her nipples were.


 


Oddly, just when she’d grown comfortable with the game and would stand still for a tit poke whenever he felt the urge to poke, prod, pinch, pat, or palpitate her naked paps, his interest went south.


 


He was now working on a new game to accomplish below the waist what he’d accomplished above. This awareness, however, caused great anxiety. The stakes were much higher. Joan didn’t think she could take a poke, prod, pinch, or pat without also taking a pecker in her pussy, and permitting a poke would eventually lead to a pecker, because she knew if she learned to tolerate the poke, prod, pinch, and pat, she would not draw the line at pecker—son or no son.


 


If she allowed him to put his pecker in her pussy at will, she’d no longer be a sex goddess, she’d be a mother fucking whore, right back in the same shit she was in with his father, a man who abandoned terms of endearment two years before he split in favor of that basest of terms, even in front of their impressionable young son who seemed to accept the term as meaning “a whore who had sexual relations with a mother fucker” as opposed to “a whore who fucked her mother,” which would make no sense at all to the lad. Then again, he didn’t know about strap-on dildoes or that her mother would welcome a fuck by her daughter.


 


Joan’s aversion to incest stemmed mostly from being fucked by her mother with a strap-on dildoe to amuse a lesbian lover, which was just the start of amusements for a string of lesbian lovers from the age of ten until she left home after high school; which, far from producing a good little lesbian, produced a very heterosexual woman with an aversion to incest and fish. Joan would walk to school picking hair out of her teeth, going out of her way to step on cracks in the sidewalk.


 


In a way, heterosexual incest was okay, sorta—at least, if the child wanted the incest. In her case, the child wanted it badly. Not a day went by that Joan didn’t think about giving her son what he wanted—a mother fucking whore. Her obsessed little stud made her horny and being in constant and close contact with that which makes one horny has a way of tempering one’s prejudices, not to mention one’s judgement.


 


Joan thought about how she’d deal with day two of the below-the waist campaign as she walked to the apartment from the bus stop. He’d be waiting in the apartment, and the campaign would start right away, probably with the offer of a foot rub. She needed one, but not another like the one she got yesterday, one that took most of the evening, one that reached to the top of her legs, under the skirt, even to her panties, and rarely touched sore and tired feet.


 


To get involved in that scene again, she’d get poked in the pussy for sure. Her pussy felt gooey at the thought, but then, after going without cock for six months, her pussy would get gooey at the sight of a naked lesbian with a strap-on erection. Ignoring her pussy was the key. So far, she hadn’t been very good at doing that.


 


Joan entered the apartment and set her purse on the table just inside the door. Rodney, as expected, met her with a strong hug, a body-merging hug with his hands on her ass and his head resting between the flesh pillows of her braless D-cups, his right cheek on the naked upper swells of the left breast and his nose and lips on the right, nothing new except for the hands being lower down on her ass and in toward the center with fingers lining the edges of her ass crack, digging in.


 


“Mom, I missed you.”


 


She looked into his face as he looked up, digging his chin in her cleavage, now with breast flesh pillows on both cheeks as he bunched her skirt in back. Joan could feel her hem climbing up the backs of her legs and knew he’d soon be feeling panties if she didn’t say something. To start off this bold this soon told Joan she was in for a rough evening if she didn’t nip this in the bud right away.


 


This would mark the first time she interfered with his progress, but she felt she had no choice. She reached back and grabbed his hands just as he reached his goal, the hem.


 


“I can tell. Let go of my skirt, Rodney.”


 


He gave her a pleading puppy dog look, but slowly relaxed his grip and let the skirt fall. Joan let go of his hands and they returned to her ass, content to feel, because she hadn’t objected to that, and she still didn’t object as she looked down on his smiling face and got her asshole polished.


 


“Honestly, Rodney, you need to get a girlfriend. I feel like I’m living with a horny sailor.”


 


He smiled and said, “You make me feel like a horny sailor, Mom. You are so sexy all the time, especially when you wear a skirt that shows most of your sexy legs. I just wanted to see if you were wearing panties.”


 


Joan felt a rush at his provocative words, smiled, and said, “Well, now you know.”


 


“No, I don’t. You stopped me before I could feel. Let me check and then I’ll let you go.”


 


Joan’s heart pounded at the suggestion that she had no choice if she wanted to be set free, though setting herself free was as easy as reaching back and pulling his hands off her body. It was an exciting concept, and she pretended to be trapped, saying, “All right, check for yourself, but don’t take all night. I want to get off my feet.”


 


She expected the back of her skirt to get pulled up, but he dropped to his knees and pushed the front up past her panties, past her belly button, now staring her in the crotch from a mere inches away.


 


Joan sucked a deep breath as she looked down her front and saw where he was staring—between her legs. She said, “All right, Rodney, now you’ve checked. You can let my skirt down…Rodney…RODNEY!”


 


“Your panties are wet where they go between your legs. Did you know that?”


 


Blushing deep red, Joan said, “That happens when a woman walks on a hot day. Don’t read anything into that, Rodney.”


 


“Do you know I can see through them where they’re wet? I can see your pussy, Mom.”


 


“Rodney, put my skirt down and get up.”


 


“Wow, Mom, you sure have a sexy pussy. How come there’s no hair on the lips of your pussy. Do you shave it off?”


 


When Joan could speak, she said, “Rodney, that’s very personal. Stop looking at me down there….Rodney!”


 


Feeling over the small patch of hair on her mound, he said, “How come you don’t shave off all the hair?”


 


“Rodney!”


 


Now feeling the denuded lips over wet panties, he said, “Why would you shave some but not all? Who are you shaving your pussy for? Do you have a boyfriend at work or something? Is that the way he likes his pussy?”


 


“Rodney, honestly! Stop touching me down there. God damnit, Rodney! That is not a toy.”


 


This time, she stooped low, then brought him up with her. He still held her skirt, now totally inverted as she said, “You ask too many questions and take too many liberties. I said you could check, not ogle me between the legs and grill me on my sex life. Now, let go of my skirt.”


 


“First, tell me why you shave your cunt lips.”


 


Joan recoiled from this vulgar term, his father’s favorite term for the organ and the owner, but her flush also deepened. With little conviction, she said, “It’s none of your business.”


 


“You let some guy fuck you, didn’t you?”


 


“RODNEY!”


 


“That’s his sperm leaking out of your cunt, isn’t it. Cunts don’t leak just from walking.”


 


Joan thought, “Jeez, it’s hot in here,” and wanted to scream, but calmly said, “Since when did you become an expert on women’s pussies?”


 


“I know they leak after you fuck ‘em.”


 


Joan could feel her heartbeat in her clit and wanted to get control. She wanted to restore order to her clothing and their relationship, but the exciting conversation had her pussy leaking like a sieve. Instead of acting like a decent mom, she said, “Well, for your information, young man, no one fucked my pussy.”


 


Her use of the vulgar terms, a first, put a big grin on his face and reddened his ears to match her own. He said, “Okay, then what is it then, pee? Did you pee your panties, Mom?”


 


“No, it is not pee. Those are natural lubricants, vaginal fluid, mostly sweat. It’s hot out and I’ve been on my feet all day, mostly outside. Are you happy, now?”


 


“Let me see.”


 


“You’ve seen enough.”


 


“I want to see if it’s pussy juice or sweat.”


 


“How would you tell the two apart?”


 


“By seeing where it’s coming from. If it comes from your cunt hole, it’s pussy juice, and if it’s white, it’s cum, a man’s cum, sperm. If it is white, I’ll know you lied and let some guy fuck you. That’s why you don’t want to show me, isn’t it? You’ve been fucking.”


 


Joan didn’t stop him when he pulled the front of her panties out and peered down at her pussy while saying this. She said nothing as he worked her panties down her legs. Since she didn’t stop either of these actions, she said nothing when he dropped to his knees and pulled her cunt lips apart. In fact, she held the skirt up throughout the thorough visual and manual examination of her crotch, getting poked, pinched, prodded, and patted on the pussy to his heart’s content, which took fifteen minutes on unsteady legs.


 


She was now in the mood to get pricked having overcome her prejudices regarding incest along with any inhibitions she had. She was more than ready to be led to the sofa bed, there to be stripped, mounted, and fucked, but he stood, pulled the top below her naked tits, and smiled.


 


She felt silly standing there exposing herself completely while fully dressed, but he just stood there smiling and taking inventory until she had to let go of the skirt and put her boobs back while she still had a smidgen of dignity, though a smidgen was all she dared lay claim to. At that point, a smidgen was all she wanted.


 


She went to the fridge, got a bottle of beer, then plopped on the sofa and drank to soothe her nerves. He plopped down beside her, grinning like the cat that ate the canary as he freed both of her boobs. While playing with her mother udders, he watched her chug most of the beer, then floored her by saying, “Did you ever fuck yourself with a beer bottle?”


 


Joan almost choked, got her breath, then looked at him like he’d just landed on the planet. He didn’t seem phased by her incredulous look. He wanted an answer. Joan thought, looked at the long necked beer bottle in a new way, then said, “No, I never have.”


 


“You ought to try it. I’ll bet it would feel good, and it’ll cool your pussy down if you leave some beer in the bottle.”


 


Joan studied the phallic bottle as her son pushed her skirt up past her hips. She now looked at her pussy as he got to his knees between her legs and pulled the lips apart, exposing her slimy, overheated, used, misused, abused, and recently neglected fuck hole, saying, “There, just stick it in.”


 


Joan looked at the inviting target, then at the bottle, then at her son’s hopeful stare, then placed the opening at her opening and pushed. The neck went in to the wide part of the bottle, and due to the angle, cool beer poured inside, making it look like her pussy was drinking a beer, greatly amusing her son who said, “Wow, Mom! It looks like your cunt is drinking a beer.”


 


Joan drew the neck out slowly to the end without pulling it out, and they botch watched the beer drain out of the neck and into her cunt. Joan said, “It is. I have a thirsty cunt.”


 


“Fuck yourself with it.”


 


She fucked herself and made a foamy mess when she reached her climax. Sprawled on her back with her legs apart and an empty beer bottle sticking out of her cunt, looking at the amused expression on her child’s face, Joan felt about as decadent as any mother could feel—exactly like a mother fucking whore. She almost wished she had a strap-on dildoe and a mother to fuck.


 


“That was neat. Let’s try some other stuff. Hey, I’ll bet a big cucumber would feel great. Do we have any cucumbers?”


 


All thoughts of a romantic incestuous affair left Joan as she studied his devilish grin. He was just like his father, not a romantic bone in his body and the sexual maturity of a ten-year-old. “If we do, they’ll be in the vegetable bin in the fridge. Run it under warm water before you bring it.”


 


His face lit up as he said, “Okay. Why don’t you get all the way naked, like you’re getting ready to fuck a guy with a big dick.”


 


As he trotted off, Joan thought, “Why not. I always get all the way naked for a guy with a big green dick. Fuck!”


 


Joan got all the way naked and went ahead and pulled the bed out. After all, if she were going to play Fuck Mom, she may as well get fucked on a bed, such as it was. He returned to find her propped up with her legs drawn up and laid low to either side, the delivery position.


 


When she saw the cuke he came in with, held to his crotch like a dick, she knew she was in the right position. If he could get all the cuke in, she’d deliver it. She’d certainly feel that way when he went to pull it out. As he climbed on the bed and crawled on his knees to get between her legs, aiming the twelve-inch veggy in a menacing way, she wasn’t so sure she wouldn’t rather have a C section. Too late.


 


“OW! Take it easy! You can’t just shove something that big up a woman’s pussy without giving her time to adjust. Besides, I washed all my lubricants out with that beer.”


 


While staring at the half he hadn’t shoved in, Rodney said, “I thought cunts liked getting fucked hard.”


 


“Yeah, well this cunt doesn’t, not at first, anyway.”


 


He slowly eased in another two inches over the next two minutes, then paused to say, “You don’t mind if I call you a cunt, do you?”


 


“Call me a mother fucking whore if you’d like, but not when anyone else is around.”


 


This put a devilish smile on his face. He said, “You look like a mother fucking whore.”


 


“I feel like one.”


 


“I’ll bet you wish I had a cock this big, huh?”


 


“No, your father has one almost as big and I don’t miss it. I like them smaller. I like a comfortable cock. I think yours is just about right.”


 


“Really? Would you rather I used my cock?”


 


“If you don’t mind being a real mother fucker, go right ahead.”


 


[Schlurp…POP]


 


“GOD DAMNIT, YOU LITTLE MOTHER FUCKER! You almost pulled my pussy inside out! Don’t ever yank anything out of my twat like that.”


 


“Sorry.”


 


Joan watched him eagerly fish out his six-inches of comfortable cock, a little too comfortable, but what the hell, beggars can’t be choosers. He approached her gaping hole with that same menacing gleam in his eye, like an ant crawling up an elephant’s leg with rape on its mind. Before she took the irrevokable plunge into mother fucking whoredom, she blocked her hole and said, “First, get me another beer.”


 


He started to whine, but then hopped off the bed and dashed for the fridge, a short dash, the fridge being eight feet away and in the same room. As he reached, she said, “Bring two, and they’re both for me. Don’t even ask. You’re getting pussy, but you’re still a minor, and don’t forget it.”


 


He returned with two, crawled on his knees between her legs, handed them to her, then re-aimed, saying, “Ready?”


 


Joan set one on the end table and took a long swig of the other, then said, “Yeah, go ahead” in a tone that suggested “knock yourself out,” but he hardly noticed. He fit the head of his cock inside the hole and eased in by fractions of an inch at a time while she watched and drank and thought, “Jesus, does he really think he might hurt me if he goes in too fast.” She almost giggled but knew never to giggle when a man was proving his manhood. She assumed that went double for boys.


 


“I’m not hurting you, am I, Mom?”


 


Joan looked at the effort, now half way along, took a swig and said, “No, you’re doing just fine.”


 


She got another inch, now two-thirds mother fucked. He said, “Does it feel good?”


 


She finished off the bottle and reached for the other, saying, “Oh, yeah. Feels great. Yours is perfect.”


 


“Is it big enough?”


 


She took a swig, holding back a giggle, and said, “Oh, yeah, plenty big. Give me more. Give me all you’ve got, Rodney. Fuck me good, Stud.”


 


She took all he had and those last two inches made all the difference in the world, just right to hit her internal pleasure button, making her sit up and take notice. Each stroke took his cock to just the right spot, whereas his father did all his fucking past the spot, touching her pleasure spot on the way in and again on the way out, but in between, he just slammed dick to her until her nose bled.


 


Damn, this felt good! Joan set her beer down and got serious, saying, “Ummm, Rodney, you do fuck so nice. Fuck me harder, baby…ummm, yes…fuck Mommy good, baby!”


 


“You really like it?”


 


“Yes, I love it. Oh, baby, keep that up. You’re going to make Mommy cum…Oh fuck, yes…screw the fuck out of me, Rodney. Fuck me like a whore…Fuck me till my nose bleeds, you sexy little mother fucker…ah, ah, oh…yesssss…”


 


Her nose never bled, but he fucked her like a whore and they came together. He collapsed over her body. They were both panting. She recovered first and ran her fingers through his hair. He looked up, smiled, and said, “I guess this makes me a mother fucker.”


 


“I guess this makes me a whore.”


 


“No, this makes you a mother fucking whore, get it? You’re a whore that fucks a mother fucker.”


 


“Too bad your father wasn’t here to see this. He was right all along, wasn’t he?”


 


“He sure was! Are you really a whore, Mom?”


 


“I just fucked someone other than my husband, didn’t I? Why, does that bother you having a whore for a mother?”


 


“No way. Are you going to start acting like a whore.”


 


“I thought I was by going about braless in short skirts. Of course, in this dump, who’d notice another whore.”


 


“They noticed.”


 


“Oh? Have you been out making friends?”


 


“A few, and they all know you. There’s a lot of guys here that would like to fuck you. The manager asked me how much you charge. He was serious, too.”


 


“Rodney, you be careful what you say to these creeps. They’re serious. We’re getting out of here, possibly by Christmas, so don’t go getting too chummy with anyone, and never ever tell anyone about the things we do.”


 


“What would be the harm? We’re leaving. We don’t care what they think. Big deal.”


 


“It’s a big deal to me; and besides, what we’re doing can land me in jail and you in a foster home. Don’t forget that.”


 


“No one that lives around here would ever call the cops.”


 


“Rodney, I’m serious. Don’t you go bragging to anyone, do you hear me? Being a mother fucker isn’t cool in any neighborhood.”


 


“It is if the mother you’re fucking looks like Jessica Rabbit.”


 


Joan smiled, combed more hair, looked into his flattering eyes and said, “You’re dying to tell someone, aren’t you?” The smiling look told her as much. She thought and then said, “Okay, go ahead, but use good judgment, and don’t expect me to back up anything you say. I’ll deny it even as we’re pulling out of here. I’ll deny it all the way to jail, but if you feel the need to strut, go ahead. I don’t suppose there’s any real danger, but don’t be too surprised if no one believes you.”


 


“Just promise me you won’t wear panties anymore and you’ll shave all the hair off your pussy.”


 


“Rodney, you’re asking too much. I now work in the outdoor gardening section and I constantly have to bend and stoop. Going without a bra has attracted enough attention. You’re just lucky my supervisor is a dirty old man or I’d be out of a job by now.”


 


“Please, pretty please!”


 


“Oh, Rodney.”


 


“Please, Mom, for me.”


 


“Oh, all right, but the mini skirts are out.”


 


“Just wear them around the apartments and do a lot of walking around. Go up and down the stairs a lot and do it close to the handrail, nice and slow like.”


 


“I see what you’re up to. You’re going to describe my pussy, then they’ll see for themselves that you were telling the truth. Very clever.” He smiled sheepishly. She ruffled his hair and said, “I think I know who your buddies are. It’s those hoods that hang out at the bottom of their stairs whenever I get home from work. Those brats have given me hell, you know. They’ve said terribly nasty things to me, vulgar things, and they slap my ass and grab my tits. They goose my cunt and twist my nipples. Do you actually want me to show them my naked pussy?”


 


“Would you?”


 


“Oh, you’d like that, would you?”


 


“Heck yeah!”


 


“I’ll think about it. I won’t make any promises. Hell, they’ll see plenty without me trying, but I could make it easy. A gal knows how to show her pussy if she wants to.”


 


“Do it, Mom. Let ‘em all get a good, long look at your cunt.”


 


“Don’t go getting yourself all worked up. I said I’d think about it.”


 


Rodney smiled, then laid his head on her right breast. He thought for a while toying with the left nipple as she stroked his face and head, then said, “Mom, how much would you charge Mr. Owens?”


 


“Rodney! Whatever makes you think I’d charge anyone? I’m not that kind of whore.”


 


“You could be. He said you’d never have to pay any rent if you’d put out when he wanted some. We could get out a lot sooner if we weren’t paying rent.”


 


“He actually said that?”


 


“Swear to God.”


 


“Hummm, I’ll have to think about that. We could be out in two months.”


 


“Yeah, and you’d get fucked a lot. I’d get to watch. He already said I could.”


 


“He did, did he?”


 


“Yeah, he said he’d like to fuck you with me watching. He said I could guide his cock into your cunt. He even showed it to me and let me touch it.”


 


“You touched that man’s cock?”


 


“I wound up jacking him off. He has a nice, big dick, Mom, and you wouldn’t believe all the sperm he can squirt—tons, and it didn’t taste bad either.”


 


“Rodney, did you put his cock in your mouth?”


 


“Not at first, but he talked me into it. It’s no big deal. Nobody saw. We did it here, twice today and once yesterday. I kinda liked it. He said I could lick all of his cum out of your cunt after he fucks you.”


 


“Oh, Rodney, that is disgusting, sick and perverted. Fuck Mommy in the ass, Son!”


 


Rodney smiled and got in position while she flipped over.


 


     *


 


Rodney fucked his mother all evening, eight times in all, twice in the mouth, four times in the cunt, and twice in the ass. Joan went to work, naked under her dress with a leaky pussy because he fucked her twice more in the cunt before she left.


 


Joan rode a sexual high all day and got fucked by her supervisor between the ficus and the hibiscus. (Author’s note: those aren’t parts of a female body. I think they’re some kind of shrub) On the bus home, a man felt her up between Oglethorpe and Brownie Place. (Another author’s note: Those aren’t pet names for the vagina and anus. They’re streets in Atlanta Georgia.) By the time she left the bus, she could barely walk, and then there was the gauntlet to consider.


 


The boys ranged in age from fifteen to nineteen and numbered as many as ten, though usually six or seven. As she rounded the corner, she saw twelve. Rodney was one. She approached the stairs and saw them getting ready to watch her assent, all gathering at the bottom at the railing.


 


With a wildly beating heart, Joan took the hand rail and began the agonizing climb, feeling the heads dipping and craning to look up her skirt, also feeling hands slide up her legs with her skirt pulled up front and rear. They even managed to get her tits out of her dress. A steady stream of digits went up her cunt as she took steps with measured slowness. She went high enough to get out of hands’ reach, then turned with one foot on a higher step, showing her cunt quite effectively while thrusting out her blushing hooters.


 


She addressed Rodney while the boys gazed in open-mouthed wonder up her skirt. She said, “Don’t stay out late, Rodney. We’re having an early dinner.” With that, she turned and continued up with ohs and ahs following in her wake, as though there were a fireworks display being featured beneath her dress. By all the sparkles and heat, she wasn’t sure there wasn’t.


 


Once in the apartment, she checked, then whipped off her dress and went to the fridge. With a bottle of beer in hand, she went to the sofa bed, still in the bed mode, still unmade, plopped down, and gave her cunt a swig.


 


She drank some, then gave her pussy some, and was about to give her pussy a little more when the apartment door flew open and Rodney entered followed by eleven more Rodney’s with their rods in their hands. That got her attention.


 


As the party of twelve surrounded the bed and began stripping down, Joan backed up to the sofa back and huddled in a fetal ball. Looking to her smiling Rodney, she knew pleading was like talking to the bottle.


 


Joan set the bottle down as a big kid took her by the ankles and dragged her to the center of the mattress. He got in place and entered her with little fanfare or timidity. He fucked her for a few strokes, then rolled over with her to place himself on bottom and her defenseless bottom on top. Her bottom then got stuffed as yet another boy knelt at her head and stuffed a hard dick in her mouth.


 


For the next hour, Joan didn’t go one minute without at least two cocks in her body somewhere. Most of the time, she was water tight. They fucked her without mercy, then fucked her some more just for shits and giggles. Every boy got to fuck her in each of her holes, and some took seconds in their favorite orifice.


 


They left four hours after arrival, and it was a well used and slimy bitch that peeked out from sticky eyelashes to look at Rodney when he said, “Man, you sure are a gooey Mom!”


 


“Rodney, you’re grounded.”


 


“It wasn’t my fault. You showed them your pussy. That was an invitation. I saw it and that’s how they took it. You’re grounded.”


 


“Rodney, help me get to the bathroom.”


 


Rodney, like a good boy, aided his slippery Mom to the small bathroom, then like a better boy, scrubbed her inside and out. He even changed the sheets while she soaked. When she was ready to climb between those sheets, he was there to assist. He was such a good boy at times.


 


Once in bed, he tried to fuck her in the mouth, his favorite hole. He could be a bad boy at times, too. Joan let him fuck her mouth but didn’t like having her head gripped and moved while he sat on her chest and called her filthy names.


 


“Yeah, suck the nut sauce out of my balls, you filthy fucking whore!”


 


Joan sucked down a meager offering of nut sauce but thought the filthy fucking whore crack was uncalled for. As he drained his organ in her mouth and painted her lips with the last few drops, she had the uneasy feeling that he’d lost respect for her as a woman and a mother.


 


That feeling grew when he wanted to keep his dick in her mouth after it went soft. He slid forward to his knees and pressed his groin to her mouth while holding onto the top of the sofa for support.


 


With his balls on her chin and his pubic hairs tickling her nose, she definitely felt she’d gone down a notch or two. He ground his loins against her mouth while saying, “I’m telling Owens he has himself a whore.”


 


Joan could only nod while sucking on his noodle. Hell, it was no worse than life with her mother or Rodney’s father. At least, she was making it on her own in the big city. She’d show them. She’d show them all.


 


    The End
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    “Mom’s Hope” By Phil Phantom


Mom named me Hope. She never told me why, but I suspected she placed a lot of hope in me. We looked so much alike, even at an early age. Perhaps, as some mothers do, she had hopes of living her life vicariously through me. I hopped not. All hope left her when Daddy died.


After Daddy died, Mom completely lost it. I was nine at the time, and my three brothers were six, five, and three. She did nothing for us. I did the best I could to mother my brothers, but eventually the state people discovered how we were living and she was committed. We kids were placed in foster homes and split up. Five years later, we were all reunited after her therapist arranged her supervised release.


This was a godsend when it happened. We all hated our foster homes and seeing each other again was terrific. Even little Matthew remembered me. Mark, at eleven, looked so big, almost as big as me. John, at ten, could not stop hugging me. He had always been my favorite, because he was so affectionate towards me. Mark had been a handful, the typical little boy. Matthew and I just needed to get reacquainted.


Mom was a bit aloof. She was glad to see us, but it was apparent to all of us that she wasn’t all there. She was not as bad as she had been, but not as she was before Daddy died. We had hope. Dr. Brown remained a mystery man. Quiet, distant, and unapproachable, he was like a stranger in our midst. He popped in and out at his leisure. Sometimes, he’d dine with us in the evenings. He reminded me of a weasel man, a geek. He was the type of man that could never win the affections of a beautiful woman like my mother unless she were stone drunk, or crazy.


I saw no evidence of love between them. He treated her as his patient; she deferred to him as her physician. He did have sex with her every time he stopped by. It never took long. He’d take her to her room for a few minutes, do the dirty deed, then they’d both come out. I was so glad to be reunited with my family that I didn’t question his motives or his methods.


I could tell right away that life with Mom would be bizarre. In addition to being careless with her modesty, sometimes walking about in the nude, she was lewd. Even when dressed, she never wore underwear under super short skirts and see-through blouses. After a fuck, she’d parade around with his semen running down her legs, shooting beavers so we could see it seeping from her pussy. If that weren’t enough for young kids to be exposed to, she was a chronic masturbator.


If she felt like doing it, she did, where ever she was. The boys thought it was great, but I was mortified by it, embarrassed for her and me. The good doctor never interfered, but did provide her with every imaginable obscene device a horny woman could want. Her adult toys littered the house in her wake.


At first, I tried to play the role of mother, but the doctor admonished me for usurping my mother’s role. He hired a housekeeper to do everything a mother usually does. She was a middle-aged illegal alien from Mexico. She spoke no English, made no attempt to interact with us; and, like the doctor, was there but wasn’t. She did her job, did it well, but saw nothing. If it bothered her seeing my mother fucking herself with a dildoe, sitting on the sofa with her legs wide, or seeing my brothers gathered at her feet, staring intently, she never let on. She went about her business; though, I did notice that her business always had a good view.


We were never introduced to her. We didn’t even know her name. I made attempts to get to know her, but she waved me off with several, no-habla-Ingleses. She didn’t want to get on familiar terms with us. It was as if we weren’t there. We took the hint, and before long, she wasn’t there either. No one paid the slightest attention to her. She and the doctor were rarely there at the same time, and they rarely exchanged words, though he spoke Spanish. She’d serve dinner and leave at the time when the doctor returned from wherever he worked, the state mental hospital I presumed.


Mom was not a vegetable. Except for her sexual eccentricities, she was quite lucid, sociable, and talkative. She remembered everything from our past. She watched TV with us and played cards and board games. She had no interest in going outdoors, and we certainly had no interest in getting her outdoors, nor of inviting our school friends indoors. I talked at length with her, but certain topics were strictly taboo. We could not talk about Daddy, the doctor, or anything about the hospital or her time spent there. If you could ignore what she was doing to herself, the talks were enjoyable.


The doctor brought two dogs with him one day and gave them to Mom. She loved them, and named them Mutt and Jeff. They were a beautiful pair of male labs and were Mom’s darlings. She kept them indoors and fed them from the table. She also had a bizarre way of feeding them from the table.


I remember first noticing something strange going on when my brothers kept looking under the table during dinner. Seeing dogs eat wasn’t all that exciting and I never understood my brothers’ passion for watching it. I was dead wrong on that score.


Two of my brothers sat across from me with Matthew beside me on my left. Mom sat to my right and, throughout her meal, she took food off her abundant plate and brought it to her lap for the dogs. The doctor sat at the other end. With my curiosity peaked, I accidently on purpose dropped my fork and dipped my head under the table to retrieve it.


What I saw was Mom’s hand stuffing food in her vagina while the dogs licked her fingers. They took turns digging out the food with their tongues as she sat far forward with her knees out wide. She let them clean the area with their tongues, then her hand came down with another messy glob on her fingers and she stuffed that up her twat. I was struck numb at the discovery, and watched, spellbound, as she repeated the act several more times. When I emerged, she looked at me with this glossy-eyed gaze that seemed to say, “Did you get an eyeful? Did you enjoy watching. Do you want to see more? Go ahead; I’m not shy.”


I knew she wasn’t shy. After the dogs arrived, her standard uniform was a man’s T-shirt, period. The dogs were forever sniffing and licking her between the legs. It was after seeing her feeding habits that I understood why those dogs were such compulsive crotch sniffers and cunt lickers. They were always goosing me with their cold noses. If there is one thing I hate more than a crotch sniffing dog, it’s two crotch sniffing dogs. Consequently, I wore only jeans.


Mom seemed pleased with my discovery. She told me to start wearing T-shirts with nothing underneath like her. I was stunned. My brothers started giggling. I looked to the doctor for help, but he would not look at me. He simply said, “I think that’s a good idea. It will cut down on your laundry.”


With no reasonable, rational authority to appeal to, I sat dumbly picking at my food. I felt hopelessly trapped. If there is one thing you learn as a ward of the state, it is that your legal guardian has total authority over your life. As a consequence, you learn blind obedience, even when your guardians are perverts, as mine often were. I was made a sexual plaything to an elderly couple at the age of eleven. I severed them for six months before they were found out. In my thirteenth year, I was raped by my foster father in another home—my fifth home in four years. He took me whenever the urge struck him. He was mean and rough and shared me with his friends. It was from this home that I was saved, or thought I was saved.


I figured I could at least get through the meal, but that wasn’t to be. Mom said, “I think you should change right now.”


I looked to her with pleading eyes as Mark said, “Yeah, she can wear one of Matthew T-shirts.” To my horror, John smiled and said, “Yeah!” And then Matthew offered the one he was wearing.


He stripped it off and handed it to me, grinning from ear to ear. My eyes pleaded to Mom. I said, “Please, at least let me wear one of yours. I can’t put this on. This won’t even cover my belly button if I can get in it at all.”


“Put that T-shirt on, Hope. He was kind enough to offer, now be a good girl and thank him.”


Resigned, I thanked him then rose to go to my bedroom and change. Whether I’d come out again was another matter. I only made it two steps before Mom said, “No, change right here. Stand on your chair so we can watch you change.”


My face went bright red. I pleaded; she insisted. My brothers added their approval. The doctor nodded his approval. I set my jaw and stepped onto the chair. The first thing I did was remove my tennis shoes and socks. To do this, I had to put each foot on the table. By the way my brothers were acting as I took off my socks, you’d think I was rolling fishnet nylons down my legs. Oddly, this gave me a charge.


The boys were acting just like you’d expect little boys to act, but Mom was just plain silly. She slapped the table to a strip club beat and shouted, “Take it off! Take it all off!” She even hummed, “Da da dum…ta da da dum…ta da dum…ta dum… dum…dum…dum.” Dumb was right; still, it charged the atmosphere and had a stimulating effect on me. My vagina responded to it even if my mind wasn’t completely won over.


When I stood straight, debating whether to start with the top or bottom, I wasn’t in any hurry. The crowd wanted me to take off my jeans. Mom fanned them with chants of, “Pants, we want to see pussy, right guys?” They then chanted together, “Show us pussy! Show us pussy!” My face colored, but I went for the snap on my jeans.


I unzipped and tugged them down over my womanly hips. I had inherited my mother’s shapely body. Even at thirteen, I had a figure. My breasts were confined to B cup bras, but they were still growing and I needed C cup bras. I think my ass and legs are my best features.


I thought my vagina looked sexy. I liked studying it in hand held mirrors. My previous foster father took hundreds of pictures of it to add to the thousands he had from other girls. When I compared mine to the others, I thought mine was by far the prettiest, the fullest, and the tightest looking. In addition, my pubic hair was so thin and light, it hid nothing at all. He raved about it. I enjoyed showing my pussy and having it photographed. I especially liked seeing it from the rear. Even with my legs together, my full pussy pouch could be seen like a split peach with coral pink meat. My pearly little-man-in-the-boat was always in view, in any position, and loved tight jeans and bicycle seats.


To hear them chanting, “Show us pussy,” only heated me up further. With my jeans only half way down, I decided the panties had to be next. I was in no hurry. I calmly, methodically eased each foot from my jeans, then stood straight to fold them and set them on the table, ignoring the strong chants. I then stood straight and hooked my fingers in my pantie waist band. My pussy grew excited at the prospect of being uncovered. I could feel it swell up and lubricate. Though I hated the rough sex, my pussy loved eyes and the feel of a stiff adult penis in it. I did miss that, and it had been over six months since I last felt that unique sensation.


I often found myself looking at the doctor’s crotch, tying to visualize his equipment. I was suspicious of all adult men. I figured he had designs on me. He looked the type, and what was a plus, he looked clean, harmless, and gentle. Though I harbored no desire for him as a man, I would not have struggled against his cock. Furthermore, it quickly became apparent that should he choose to take advantage of me, I could count on my mother to pull up a chair, grab a dildoe, and cheer him on. Before easing my panties down, I gave him a quick glance. He had that look. He was definitely interested in what was inside my panties.


I drew a deep breath and slowly inched the panties down. When my pussy saw light, a cheer went up. The doctor remained reserved, however, staring hard, but reserved. I slipped the panties down my legs and stepped free of it, stooping to bring them up, folding them, and setting them neatly on my jeans. I didn’t want to appear too obvious, but I did want the doctor to see what I had to offer. I accomplished this by taking up my folded clothes, turning my back to him, then bending low at the waist to set them on the floor by my chair. It all looked natural, not drawn out in slow motion or vulgar. It did give him, Mark, and Matthew a good look at my whole pussy and my pussy hole. When I turned facing the table and stood erect, he was still looking reserved, but Mark was howling and clapping. Matthew shouted, “We saw her pussy, all of it.”


I blushed at this, and Mom stood and came to stand between my brothers on the other side of the table, saying, “Come on, Hope! We want to see, too. Show everybody your pussy, girl. Stand up on the table.” I gingerly stepped onto the table, placing my feet between items. “Take off the rest. Hurry up!” I saw no need to draw this out, so I quickly unbuttoned my top, tossing it to my other clothes, then unhooked and removed my bra. I tossed it and rubbed my freed tits.


Mom said, “Go stand where I was sitting with your back to us.” I made my way carefully. “Okay, now move your feet out to the edges.” I gulped, but did as she instructed. I stood with my feet a yard apart. “Now bend down and grab the table’s edge in front of you. Keep those legs straight.”


When I bent down and got a grip on the table, I was in my favorite position for having my pussy photographed and screwed. My pussy opened like a flower, exposing my interior. My hole was fully open and my clit was out in prominent display. Furthermore, the strain brought out the fibers and sinew of my legs, the tightness of my ass, and my inverted position even made my tits look bigger.


My foster father liked placing me with a foot on two chairs, widely spaced, then making me rest my palms on the floor directly beneath me. I’d be almost doing the splits with my cunt hovering at just the right height for penetration. He’d fuck his cock down into my cunt, deposit his spend deep in my vagina, then make me stay in that position for hours while he took pictures or watched other men screw me. It was agonizing but delightfully so. I grew to miss it. The position brought memories flooding back. I wanted a cock. Looking back through my legs, I could see the man who had the cock I wanted. He studied my obscene spread with obvious desire.


I completely blocked out everyone else, which was hard to do. They were behaving like animals. It became impossible when Mark drew back a spoonful of mashed potatoes and let it fly, hitting me squarely in the pussy. This jarred me from my fantasy. I wanted to jump down, dash over, and slap the shit out of him. Mom’s howls of laughter told me to remain still, even as more spuds came sailing towards my rear. All except the doctor joined in, making a spud barrage that soon had my ass, thighs, and tits covered with warm, runny slop. I didn’t feel sexy in the least, only humiliated. Still, I remained as a target. Gravy, carrots, beans, and butter splattered my vagina, some hitting with such force that it went inside. Mom wasn’t satisfied with that. She had to stuff my cunt with food using her fingers. Everything went up my pussy, including half a stick of butter.


By the time they were through, I had a bloated twat. I was a mess, as was the dining room. It looked like a one-way food fight. Mom made me get down so the dogs could clean me. This was the greatest humiliation, standing with my feet wide and letting those dogs lick my pussy, ass, legs, and belly with them gathered close by, peering up between my legs. The dogs quickly cleared all that was on the outside, then dug deep with their long tongues inside. Mom stood beside me, scooping fingerfuls off my face, neck, and tits, stuffing them up my cunt, keeping the supply replenished.


I was too humiliated to enjoy the sensation of two long tongues going rapidly way up inside my pussy; one going at me from the front, the other, from the rear. As I adjusted, I did begin to tune into those delicious sensations.


When most of the food inside and out was gone. Only the mess on my upper body and what remained of the butter stick in my pussy kept them occupied. The dogs wanted that butter, but could only help it melt, driving their tongues deep. Mom began licking the mess off my face and invited my brothers to help. They went right for my tits. That’s when I surrendered to the delicious sensations, welcoming those tongues, all of them. I held my cunt open for the dogs and stood with my head back and chest out, freely offering my body to my family.


I lost it at that point. I began rubbing my clit. Before long, I was openly frigging myself, masturbating to beat the band. I brought myself off twice. In a delirium of lust, I caught the doctor’s eye. He was still seated, still looking reserved. I ran my tongue over my lips in as wanton a display of need as I could convey. I ovaled my mouth and ran my tongue around my lips. I mouthed the words, “Fuck me!” His face broke into a wry smile. At least, I knew he got my message.


When the butter finally disappeared, the dogs wandered off. The party broke up, leaving me standing there, clean, but naked. I wanted something to put on, but not Matthew ridiculous T-shirt. I said, “Mom, can I get dressed, now?”


She said, “No, I like you naked, better. You don’t need clothes in the house. It’s just family; besides, we’ve seen everything you have.”


“But, Mom, I don’t want to go naked all the time.”


“So what. We like looking at your naked body. We like looking at your pussy, especially with your legs wide open so we can see inside. From now on, you have to show off your pussy every chance you get. If you notice someone looking at it, you have to peel open the lips with your fingers. You have to let us put things in it, and let the dogs lick it all they want.”


My brothers seconded every demand. I had to stand there and nod my acceptance. By this time, I’d given up any claim to modesty. Frankly, I was a bit pleased and flattered that my pussy was the focus of their attention. It had made quite an impression on everyone. Showing it off was secretly what I enjoyed doing. Making it available as a toy box didn’t set well, but you can’t have everything you want. That’s another lesson foster homes foster.


Mom led me to the doctor and stood me before him, saying, “Feel her pussy, Dr. Brown.” He casually felt between my legs and inserted two fingers. I stood with my knees wide to facilitate his inspection. Mom excitedly said, “Do you want to fuck her pussy? You can. She’ll let you. Go on, Hope, ask him to fuck your pussy. Ask real nice.” Mark added, “Yeah, Hope, beg him to fuck you!”


With everyone gathered around, and with those delicious fingers teasing me, I put on my impish, sexy, pout and said, “Don’t you want to fuck my pussy, Dr. Brown? Won’t my little pussy feel good on your big cock?” To add to the obscenity of the scene, if that was possible, I opened my cunt lips with my fingers and did a vulgar bump and grind on his fingers, displaying my pelvic talents.


Mom dropped to her knees and freed his hard cock. He removed his fingers from my twat and sat back. I straddled his legs and squatted, letting Mom align the upstanding cock as my pussy dropped on it. I took him in rather easily. He wasn’t all that big, maybe six inches. Still, it felt great to have a grown man’s cock in me, and I rode him like a wild woman. He didn’t have to move a muscle. I did it all, bringing him to climax in just minutes. When he came, I sank fully on his lap and ground my cunt on his spewing rod, using my well-developed vaginal muscles to milk his spend from him.


When I stepped free, his sperm poured out of me. Mom’s hand was there to catch it. She smeared her handful over my tits and face. The rest ran down my legs. She had me assume a variety of obscene poses as she and the boys amused themselves with my spermy twat and tits. Eventually, all the sperm got rubbed into my skin. The good doctor sat and took it all in.


Mom encouraged all the boys to fuck me. They eagerly put to the task, penetrating my pussy, mouth, and ass all at once. It felt bizarre to be taking in so many cocks at once, but since none were shooting sperm, it was rather anti-climactic. They enjoyed it, but it didn’t do much for me. Mom and the doctor enjoyed watching, so I put on a good show for them. Pleasing Dr. Brown pleased Mom. It pleased him to see us wallowing like animals, enjoying our perverted, incestuous lust fest. I did my best and made Mom smile.


Later, alone in my bed, I had reservations about the situation we were in. I could not deny that I’d had fun, nor could I deny several powerful orgasms. Still, it wasn’t right. We were being used, trained and conditioned to perform like trained seals. In a way, it was sad to see Mom this way. At one time, she was as straight-laced and moral as any mother on Earth. In many ways, she had been a prude. She screened all of our entertainment for sex. She was modest to a fault and never uttered a dirty word. She even taught Sunday school at our church. She wasn’t being herself; she was the woman Dr. Brown wanted her to be.


The following morning, Mom seemed different. At least, she was fully dressed. I thought she might be going out. Since we were going off to school, I was dressed as well. When the boys tried to get at my pussy, she stopped them. She managed to impose some sense of normalcy, though she tolerated the boys’ vulgar language and actions. She didn’t say anything when Mark took out his cock and jacked it at my lips, trying to get me to suck it for him. She also didn’t admonish me when I shoved it away. She also did not feed the dogs from the table, though they were under it, gathered at her knees. It was all very strange.


When Dr. Brown stopped by that evening, however, she was back in form. She directed my gang bang and made me masturbate while lying on the table on my back with my legs wide apart. I fucked myself with one of her dildoes. I slept with less guilt that evening, but the next morning, Mom seemed even more uptight. This time, she admonished Matthew when he grabbed my pussy. She reminded me a bit of the old Mom I used to know. When I got home from school, I didn’t have to go about naked or wear a T-shirt.


As the days went by, Mom’s personality split widened. The boys noticed as well. They were quite confused. We had a meeting behind her back. I told them that I thought Mom was coming out of her trance, or whatever the doctor had her in. The boys found this distressing. They did not miss the old Mom as I did. I knew I’d get no help from them once, if ever, I discovered a way to bring her further out. I hadn’t a clue as to how to speed up the process, but they had no clue how to stop the process, either.


Mom soon stopped wandering around half dressed and also stopped masturbating in our presence. She was just as bad, however, when the doctor came around. If anything, she got worse if that was possible. It was.


One evening, she pulled me onto her lap with my back against her chest, had Mark and John each take a leg and make a wish. With me in the splits, she patted my belly, urging the dogs to jump up. When the first one did, she reached between his legs, massaged his sheath until he got hard, then guided it in my pussy. I just sat there, numb, unable to believe my eyes. The dog started humping once he got the idea. The other one was ready right after the first dismounted. Mom guided him in as well. After that, I had to screw the dogs every time. We got good at it; and I must say, they were better than the boys.


Needless to say, the boys liked having the doctor around. I looked forward to him as well, because I did notice that after he took us into deeper levels of perversion, Mom came further out when he was away. He was unaware of this. I was afraid the boys might tell him. Either it never dawned on them, or they never had the opportunity to see him alone. Mom was always by his side every moment he was in the house.


As the days went by, the split in her personality became radical. It was like living with two mothers. She was at war with her two selves. She suffered extreme guilt after the things we did or she made me do. After she mounted the doctor’s cock, sitting with her back to his chest, legs outside of his, and ordered me to lick them while they fucked, she could hardly look me in the eyes the next day.


I didn’t mind doing it. In fact, I rather enjoyed it. I’d never licked a pussy before, especially not one that was getting screwed. The boys took turns fucking my ass and pussy while I serviced them. I especially enjoyed sucking all the sperm from her twat afterwards. I had to admit, I liked the way things were going. Having a normal mom most of the time made having the sex-mad mom even nastier when it happened. Had she been sex-mad all the time, it would have gotten old very fast. What made matters even better was that the doctor stopped by less frequently as the weeks went by. Sometimes, an entire week would go by without a visit. By the time he did show up, we were all ate up with the rampaging hornies, me especially.


I had the best of both worlds, but I could see the day when the doctor would disappear altogether. What then? Clearly, I didn’t want that. In fact, things had already decayed past the point where I would have liked. I needed a twice weekly fix at the very least. For me, the pendulum had swung too far the other way. Mom was starting to go out of the house. She did some shopping, attended a PTA meeting, and even inquired about church services. I could not handle church, not after what I’d done and wanted to keep doing. Me and the boys had another meeting.


After ten days without a doctor visit, we were fit to be tied. The boys were in greater distress than I was. For them, the pendulum had swung too far weeks earlier when Mom put a halt to their language and vulgar exposure. They couldn’t openly play with their dicks anymore. Though I was perfectly willing, they couldn’t touch me or join me in the shower. There was no slipping off for a quick fuck, either. She watched me like a hawk. I needed it badly, so did they. We were on the verge of mutiny. I had a plan and eager listeners.


Mom had slipped out to visit a neighbor, leaving us alone for a few minutes. Usually, she took me with her everywhere she went. I said, “Look, we need to resist Mom’s attempt at getting back to normal without openly fighting with her. I think we should slowly assert our independence. Let her rant and rave, make threats, even punish us, but we must resist or we’ll soon be back in church. If she gets filled with the holy spirit again, we’ll all be miserable. I remember those days. They were awful.”


Mark said, “I remember them too. I hate church. So, what do we do?”


“We be bad, that’s what we do. For one thing, she can’t watch us all night long. I can’t believe none of you guys ever had the nerve to come to my room after she went to bed. Do you think I’d scream rape?”


John said, “You mean you want us to come and fuck you?”


“Yes, silly. Girls get horny, too.”


Matthew said, “Will you suck our dicks too?”


“Yes, of course. I love sucking on your dicks, but you’ll have to lick my pussy. Fair is fair.”


Mark said, “Hell, I like licking pussy. Can I lick it now?”


“Yes, as a matter of fact, I’d like Mom to walk in on us doing that.” I quickly dropped my panties and sat with my legs spread. Mark dropped to his knees and began licking. I turned to the others and said, “Both of you, get your dicks out. I’ll suck you both at the same time. Kneel on the sofa on either side of me. Hurry, she might pop in at any moment.”


They quickly did as I requested. Soon, I had two small cocks vying for space in my mouth. It was heavenly until Mom burst in and shouted, “Stop that! Stop that this instant! Hope, go to your room. Mark, Matthew, John, put those disgusting things away and go to your rooms as well. I will be up to see each of you. Honestly, I can’t leave you for five minutes.”


We all marched off. I sat on my bed, waiting. She reacted just as I predicted she would. I wasn’t sure how I’d handle the rest, but I was determined not to cower. She walked in and just stood, looking hard at me. She finally said, “All right, Hope. You are the oldest. You are my little girl. What’s come over you?”


“I’m horny. I’m always horny. Doctor Brown never stops by anymore.”


“Let’s leave him out of this. Hopefully, he never will again. This has nothing to do with him, anyway. You did this on your own. I want an explanation, young lady.”


“Mom, I told you. I’m horny.”


“Don’t talk to me that way, Hope. I’m your mother, not one of your little school girl friends.”


“I’m sorry, but it’s the truth. I get real horny. I need cock once in a while. I’m hooked on it. You hooked me; you and Dr. Brown hooked me. It’s all your fault.”


This stung her. My accusation took her steam away. She came over to sit beside me. She placed her arm around my shoulder and hugged me, pulling my head to her shoulder, stroking my face. I was looking into her lap at bare thigh a few inches from the pussy I loved to suck on. Mom stroked my face and hair, saying, “Oh, my poor dear. I’m so sorry you feel that way. Mommy has been sick. The doctor is sicker. He made me do those things. You can never understand the hold he has on me. It makes me sick to think about it.”


Impulsively, I laid my hand on her bare thigh, just at the edge of her skirt. The flesh to flesh contact made her halt. She took a deep breath, then said, “Things are getting back to normal, now, Hope.”


I slightly moved my hand, spreading my fingers, getting under the skirt’s hem. This did not go unnoticed. She paused, then said, “I’m letting the maid go and taking over the running of the household again. I feel much better.”


I pressed more firmly and kept up a soft, gentle, sensuous rubbing that slowly inched my fingers up the inside of her soft thigh. She said, “I want things to return to normal between us, Hope. He may return. Things may happen if he does. I still have no control around him, but he is backing away. Soon, he’ll leave us alone. Very soon, I hope.”


My finger tips were a scant fraction of an inch from her panties and moving closer as if with a mind of their own. She finally said, “Hope, what do you think you’re doing?”


I went ahead and closed the distance, bringing my fingers into contact with her fleshy cunt lips, feeling the warm wetness, slightly pressing in at the hole then moving up the grove to her clit. I rubbed each finger over her clit without answering. She drew a deep breath, then repeated, “Hope, what do you think you’re doing?” I rubbed harder on her clit. “Hope, please. You shouldn’t.” I curled a finger under the leg band and sought out her clit. I found it standing tall between the moist labia lips, waiting. I rubbed it hard, smearing her wetness over it then delving to her hole. I slipped my finger inside.


I got my finger in deep as she said, “Hope, no! I’m your mother. You shouldn’t.” I got bold when I felt her thighs relax and her knees parted slightly. I inserted a second, then a third finger. She was very wet and started to breathe harder. I knew I had her then. She moaned, “Oh, Hope. Please don’t.”


In response, I turned towards her and sat forward. Her arm fell off my shoulder. She moved it behind her and rested her upper body weight on her straight arms—a submissive pose if ever there was one. I pulled her skirt up to her waist, then reached to her crotch to pull the panties aside, giving my a good look at her pussy with my three fingers working inside. We both watched as I finger fucked her.


I dropped to my knees and reached for her panty waist band. I tugged firmly. She lifted just enough so that I could work them from under her. I freed them from her limp legs, then pushed her knees wide. I pushed until her knees were flat to the mattress. Mom’s wet beaver opened like a book. She watched my head come steadily nearer. I planted tender kisses high up on both inner thighs, intentionally avoiding her sex. I licked all around it, but never on it. I blew my hot breath on her exposed membranes and clit, making her moan. Finally, she said, “Please, don’t tease me anymore, Hope.”


“Tell me what you want, Mommy.” I kissed her right above her clit, looking up into her eyes.


“You know very well. Please! Go ahead. You’ve gone this far. Finish it.”


“Tell me.”


“Oh, God. You’re awful. All right, please, kiss my pussy, Hope.” I gave her a quick peck, square on her cunt. “Lick it, you devil. Lick Mommy’s pussy, sweetheart.” I licked up her slit, looking into her eyes the whole time. “Suck my cunt, Hope. Suck your mother’s cunt like a good little girl. Eat Mommy’s horny pussy, dear.” That’s when I gave her the kind of pussy action she wanted. She cried out and fell back on the bed, bringing her fingers down to hold herself open for me. I sucked her to three orgasms and lapped up all of her pussy cream after each orgasm. She was delirious.


She turned to jelly. I rolled her over and reamed her asshole. She pulled her cheeks apart for me. She loved having my stiff tongue way up her ass. She got her knees up on the mattress, widely separated, still pulling her cheeks apart. I stabbed in deep, withdrew, and said, “You’re not going to drag us to church, are you, Mom?”


“No! I can’t go to church, now. Don’t worry. Please, more!”


I probed her colon, then said, “I need some cock once in a while, Mom.”


“Yes! You do need it, don’t you. You can fuck the dogs. You like that, don’t you? More, please!”


“Yes, I do, but can the boys fuck me when I need fucking?”


“Yes. I won’t interfere. Just leave me out, okay. I need this as well. It will be our secret, okay, Hope?”


I gave her a long tongue fucking, then got on her clit and sucked hard to make her cum for a fourth time. After she relaxed, I lapped at her wide open hole and finished with several long laps up her crack from her clit to the base of her spine. I sat back on my heels. She rolled onto her back, then struggled up to her sitting position, her face flushed and beaded with perspiration. She smiled self-consciously. I smiled back. She said, “Hope, I enjoyed that.”


I wiped my face and said, “Yeah, I could tell. You liked it a lot.”


She laughed nervously, and said, “I’m awful, aren’t I?”


“Yeah, but you taste great.”


“Do you really like doing that, I mean for real?”


“Couldn’t you tell? I love eating your pussy and tongue fucking your asshole.”


“Hope, what a mouth you have, literally. Please, let’s try to act normal around the boys. They must never know.”


“Mom, they’ve seen me do this lots of times.”


“I know, but that was different. Please, I must get control of my life and my family. We can’t let things get out of hand. I don’t want them to know about us or that I know what you are doing with them. I’ll turn a blind eye and give you plenty of privacy with them whenever you need it. Just tell me when you need it. I’ll go shopping or go to bed, okay?”


“Okay, but don’t freak out if you see me letting the dogs lick my cunt, or catch me fucking, or if you walk in and see me sucking a dick.”


“I won’t, but I must say something about it. It wouldn’t look right, otherwise.”


“I know. Just tell us to stop, then get lost.”


“Get lost, huh? I’m afraid that would be too obvious as well. No, you’ll have to sneak behind my back. I won’t go looking for you. How’s that?”


“Fair enough. So, what are you going to tell the boys?”


“I don’t know. I guess I’ll just rant and rave a little, just for appearances sake.”


I snatched her panties off the floor, sniffed the crotch, and said, “Okay, but you’ll rant with no panties on. In fact, I don’t want you wearing panties anymore. I want free and easy access to your pussy from now on. I earned it.”


“Hope, you can’t. They’re bound to catch us at it one day, and once you get your mouth between my legs, I’m a gonner.”


“Yeah, I know. I want them to catch us. In fact, I was thinking of sneaking up behind you while you’re ranting and pinning your skirts up.”


“Hope, you’re terrible. What am I going to do with you? I’ve created a sex monster.”


“Yeah, but a sex monster with a taste for your pussy. That ain’t so bad, is it?”


“No, it’s not, but I can’t run a family with a pussy-eating monster underfoot.”


“You’ll have to try. I can’t help what I am, and you helped make me that way. If you want to look proper, resist all you want, but I’m going to go for your pussy when I need pussy. I’m a bad girl, Mommy.”


“So, that’s how it’s going to be, is it? All right, I suppose I can deal with that. If you insist on assaulting me, don’t be too surprised if I knock you on your fanny or slap your face. I’ll do it if anyone is watching. I’m sorry, but I’m being honest with you.”


“I don’t mind. Hit me hard, if you want. I’ll bet you won’t slap or push when I’ve got my mouth on your horny twat, though.”


“Possibly not. We’ll see, won’t we?” Mom stood and smoothed her skirt. She walked to the door, held the knob, and turned to face me, saying, “Oh, if you do lift my skirt, I’ll resist that as well.”


“Yes, but at least they’ll get a good look at your twat first. They miss seeing it, you know.”


“I wondered. Did they tell you that they missed seeing it?”


“Yes, all three miss seeing you masturbate. You do it so well, and you have such a nice, big, hairy pussy. I think they like yours better than mine.”


“I doubt that. Honestly, though, did they really say that?”


“Yes, Mother. They love your pussy, honestly. We all love our Mom’s pussy. You corrupted them too.”


“I suppose I did. Oh, well, what’s done is done. Still, I must play my assigned role in life. I am the mother. Don’t any of you forget that, or we all go back to church. I’m serious.”


“Mom, let them get a good look at your twat.”


Mom smiled, then exited. I sniffed my panty prize and smiled. The pendulum was dead center, at least for me it was.


    The End
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    “Mother’s Keeper”    By Tiffany


 


    Relations with my mother were at their worst as I neared my sixteenth birthday. We argued about everything. Mostly, she bitched about my choice of clothing. Earning my own money afforded me the opportunity to buy my own clothes. I like sexy, revealing clothes; Mom thinks a nun’s habit is too revealing—at least for me.


    My folks are big on maintaining an image. We entertain a great deal. My two younger brothers and I are perfect children—seen and not heard. We live a strict and structured existence. At almost sixteen, I still could not date, nor could I stay up past nine on school nights. Midnight was my weekend bedtime, and I was never permitted to sleep over at a friend’s house.


    The Bradshaws—Randy and Charlene—were frequent quests. They were ten years my parent’s juniors, a very attractive couple. Charlene and Dad could sit for hours discussing boring politics. He loves fussing with a feminist. Mom gets along better with Randy. They wander about, drinking wine and laughing.


    Mom and I had one of our worst fights over my wanting to shorten my knee-length skirts. It ended with her slapping my face and calling me a tramp. Hours later, I was still fuming, staring into my textbook while doing homework at the dining room table. Dad called from the sofa, “Hey, Cindy! Go out to the garage and bring in a case of beer to restock the fridge. When you get that done, bring me and Charlene one.”


    Stocking the beer was Jack’s job. I started to protest but was in no mood for another parental squabble. I didn’t mind the work so much, but I hated going into the garage at night. Our garage is a terrible clutter and the light hasn’t worked for three months. I opened wide the kitchen door to allow as much light in as possible, studied my course to the old refrigerator, then started forward. A strange noise from beyond the refrigerator froze me. Rats, I thought. Listening closely, I heard the rustling of clothing, a wet squishy sound, a moan. It was people—two people. Jack and Jeff were upstairs. Dad and Charlene were in the living room.


    My heart raced at the implication. I eased forward. The sounds were unmistakable—the sounds of sex. Though I didn’t know the act, I knew the sound. I crept closer, moved to the refrigerator, and peered cautiously around. There in the subdued light was a man’s back, Randy’s back. A woman’s hand clutched his left ass cheek. I drew back with the realization that my mother was fucking Randy Bradshaw.


    My first impulse was to make a quiet egress. My cheek still hurt from the slap of that same hand that was drawing Randy’s ass tight to her crotch. I had a right to be there, ordered to be there. They didn’t. Anger gave me strength to move back. This time, I got a better look. Randy held Mom’s left leg high on his right side. Her panties dangled from her ankle. Randy’s ass pumped a steady cadence as Mom groaned, her head buried in his neck. They were oblivious to me.


    I stood in the open, right behind them, awed by the sight. Mom appeared to be in ecstasy. She made sex look so exciting. My pussy began to swell and lubricate. I crouched low and could easily make out the penis entering her. He was huge. I knew Randy had a big one. He’s a show off. He gets hardons a great deal and doesn’t, or can’t, do much to hide them. I once heard Dad complain to Mom about it. He wanted to know what they’d been talking about that produced the erection. Mom feigned innocence and brushed it off. Randy was taking at least eight-inch strokes and still not showing the head. It was my first look at a real man’s cock. I envied my mother.


    They were nearing their climax. Mom softly cried out, “Fuck me! Fuck me hard, Randy.” Hearing her use those words was the biggest shocker of all.


    I stood. I wanted her to know that I was there. I timed it just right, just as they were peaking. I opened the refrigerator door, bathing us in light. Mom yelped, clutched tightly to Randy. She looked right at me. Randy didn’t miss a beat. He kept humping her. Mom surrendered in anguish. She re-buried her head and groaned out a long climax into his shoulder. Randy was pumping sperm into her. His thrusts were jerky and he groaned along with her.


    I just stood there, staring. Randy stopped moving. Mom looked up and pleaded, “Cindy, please! I’m sorry. Please don’t tell anyone.”


    I was speechless, mesmerized by the vision. Randy, still holding her leg, holding it higher in fact, turned slightly my way and looked at me over his shoulder. I got a great shot of his half-buried cock, slick and shiny. I saw him ease out and watched his milky spend pour out of Mom’s gaping snatch. Mom saw me gawking at her beaver and struggled to get her leg down as cum poured down her right thigh. Randy held her in that lewd pose for my benefit. He was also posing his cock for me. He turned in profile, ignoring her outrage. It stuck straight out, just beginning to droop. Cum dripped from the shiny tip.


    Mom got her leg from him, yanked her dress back into place, then said, “Cindy, please don’t tell your father! I’m so sorry you had to see this.”


    I was still watching Randy slowly stuff his rod back into his fly. Once he had it tucked away, I looked up to Mom. I calmly said, “I wasn’t spying. Dad sent me in here to get some beer. You two should be more careful.”


    “Sweetheart! Promise me you won’t say anything.”


    I smiled, took out a case of beer, kicked the door shut, and left. After stocking the fridge and giving Dad and Charlene their beer, I returned to my homework. Mom came out first. She brushed past, avoiding eye contact. She went straight to her bathroom. Randy came out a minute later. He strolled casually over and took a seat kitty-corner to me. He leaned close and quietly said, “Can we keep this our little secret, Cindy?”


    I felt paper tickle my left knee. I looked a question at Randy. He told me to take it. I reached down, grasped the paper, brought it to my lap, and looked. It was a twenty-dollar bill. I smiled and placed it in the leaves of my book. “Is it a deal?”


    I said, “Sure.”


    He smiled. His hand rested on my bare knee. He gave it a gentle squeeze and said, “You could earn more. We could use a good lookout.”


    “Does Mom know about this?”


    “No, but she’s a practical woman.”


    “She’ll never go for it.”


    “I think she will. Be nice to her. Don’t make her feel bad about it. Be her buddy. She’ll come around.”


    “You don’t know my mom.”


    “I don’t think you know your mom.”


    I grinned. I said, “Yeah, you know her inside and out.” He smiled back. Mom returned looking fresh but still nervous. She and Randy made for the patio. I watched them through the sliding glass door. Mom was very excited and animated. Randy was calmly pressing his case. Mom started pacing and wringing her hands. After a while, she seemed to relax. When they came back inside, she was much more together. She still avoided looking at me.


    The next morning, I went down early. Dad had already left. Mom was preparing breakfast. The boys were still in bed. I came up behind her and hugged her. She jumped. I said, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”


    She acknowledged me self-consciously and turned back to laying strips of bacon in the pan. She said, “You are surprising me a lot lately.”


    “Yeah, I guess I am. Sorry.” After a pause, I said, “You are looking really great lately, Mom.”


    She turned and studied me suspiciously. She said, “Just what do you mean by that?”


    “No, I’m serious. You really do look good, sexy.” A cautious smile broke over her worried face. I smiled warmly.


    She said, “I frankly didn’t think you’d be talking to me. I am so sorry you saw what you did.”


    “I’m not. It was great. I even earned twenty bucks.”


    “Yes, Randy told me. That was his idea. You won’t breathe a word, will you?”


    I raised my right hand and swore, “No way. Besides, I need the money. I’m your lookout from now on. Didn’t Randy tell you?”


    “He mentioned it.”


    “I’ll do a good job. You won’t have to do it in the garage. You can use my room.”


    Mom blushed, turned back to the frying bacon, and said, “I’d rather not discuss this, Cindy.”


    I let her think about things for a while. She said, “Cindy, I’ve been a little rough on you lately. I want to apologize. You’re not the tramp; I am.”


    “Do you really see yourself that way?”


    “Don’t you?”


    “Well, yes, I do now. I don’t mind, though. I think it’s great. You seem more real now.”


    She turned to face me. She had a curious smile and said, “So you think my being a tramp is great, huh?”


    “Sure, especially if every time you fuck, I get paid.” Saying “Fuck” was a bold gamble. A few months earlier, Mom washed my mouth out with soap for saying “Shit” and that was after stubbing my toe.


    My words were almost like a slap to her face. She stared me down before saying, “I suppose you think this gives you free license with your language.” I waited. She said, “All right, I can grant you that concession as long as it is just between you and me.”


    “I can say anything?”


    “Say whatever you want.”


    “Great! When are you going to let Randy fuck you again?”


    “Cindy!”


    “Well, you said.”


    “I know, but how could you even ask me such a thing?”


    “It’s my job. I need to know.”


    Mom broke into a self-conscious smile. She shook her head and said, “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation. Look, it’s not what you think. I don’t have sex with every man I see. When it happens, it just happens, and only with Randy. It isn’t even that often,”


    “It could be. You guys can fuck everyday now. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


    She smiled. “I suppose. And what do you plan to do with all this money?”


    “Buy clothes—lots of sexy clothes. And a teeny tiny bikini.”


    “That figures. And you think I’ll go along with this.”


    “Yes, because that’s the only way I’ll help.” I let that sink in then added, “Gosh, I feel like my mother’s pimp.”


    “Yes, and you’re making me feel like your whore.”


    “I know. It’s neat, isn’t it?”


    She thought for a moment. Burning bacon drew her attention back to breakfast. After removing them, she said, “And I was afraid you’d be traumatized by what you saw. That’s a laugh. Okay, Cindy. If you get off on this, I’ll play along. I’ll even bring the money to you afterwards, how’s that?”


    I threw myself into her arms and gave her a big tit-mashing hug. I held her close, our noses almost touching. She seemed shaken by my sudden show of affection. A peck on the cheek is an act of incest in our family. I felt infused with a sense of power over her. She sensed it too. In a matter of minutes, she shrank and I grew. For the first time, I felt equal to her—superior, in fact. Holding her like that seemed to reinforce that power, so I held tighter and actually brought my nose into contact with hers. I looked dead in her eyes and said, “You’re going to be a good whore for me, aren’t you, Mommy?”


    Mom hung limply in my embrace. Her tits burned where they met mine. I let my hands slide down until they rested on her ass cheeks. I cupped them and squeezed, as though prompting her for a reply. She said, “Yes.”


    I smiled and kissed her on the lips. It was a gentle, easy kiss. She pursed her lips. I looked her in the eyes and gave her ass another squeeze, pulling her closer. I said, “You’re going to make me lots of money with your hot pussy, aren’t you?”


    I was kneading her ass, sinking my fingertips into her crack. Her thin robe offered little protection. She stared blankly in a state of shock, her eyes glazed over. She said, “Yes, I’ll try.”


    Her subservience overwhelmed me. I brought my lips to hers, but this time I gave her a long, wet, full-mouthed kiss. She gradually gave herself over to that kiss. Impulsively, I pushed my tongue into her mouth. She responded by sucking it, then pushed hers into mine. My pussy was on fire, so was hers. I could tell because during the kiss, I bunched her robe and slipped my hands under her panties. All she said was, “Oh Cindy, no,” then went right back to kissing, more passionately than before. I had my fingertips on her vulva. That kiss lasted several minutes. I broke it to say, “I want Randy to come to me to arrange all of your screwing. I want him to ask me for permission to fuck you.”


    Mom nodded meekly. I moved in for another kiss while toying with the base of her wet cunt. She said, “Cindy, the boys can come down any second.”


    I said, “That’s too bad. I want to kiss my whore and inspect the merchandise.” I proceeded with the kiss, and she responded. I held that kiss the longest. She never tried to break off, even when I got several of my fingers up her hole. Our pubic mounds were hard-pressed to each other. I could feel her wet heat and I’m sure she could feel mine. My panties were sopping wet. I licked her lips as we parted. Mom’s face and neck were flushed. She turned her attentions to frying eggs. Jack plodded downstairs not one minute after we ended our kiss. Mom looked at me with that almost-hit-by-a-truck look. I merely smiled.


    School was an arduous chore that day. I could not get my mind off of mother. She actually turned me on. I had a genuine case of the hots for my own mother. I thought about her body, especially her pussy. The feel of her pussy, even the smell on my fingers, lingered all day. I tried hard to recall every detail I’d seen in the faint light of the garage. She shaves her cunt lips. I saw and felt that much. I felt her pubic hair as we embraced, so I knew she wasn’t completely bald. I shaved mine bald after my best friend dared me. Kimberly shaves hers. Kimberly and I are not gay, but we do mess around with each other.


    Kimberly is a very unusual girl. She’s very pretty, petite and feminine, but she attracts girls more than guys. She has the school lezzies falling all over themselves trying to win her favor. Kimberly hasn’t done a lick of homework all year. She also has several adult women eating from her box, including one teacher. I’ve studied her, trying to figure what it is that she’s doing. It’s nothing overt. I think it’s her masculine personality that intimidates guys and attracts girls. Kimberly is very sure of herself, like a male stud. She’s no virgin, but complains that she’s never had a good fuck. Guys either can’t get it up, or shoot early. She likes guys, but settles for women and girls. In fact, Kimberly will let anything with a tongue at her snatch. She even lets her dog lick her.


    Kimberly has been working her charms on my mother. She started on a dare from me. I knew it would never work on my uptight mother, but I figured it would be fun to watch. Kimberly is the kind of girl that a straight female will look at and think about sexually. I think every girl fantasizes about other girls at one time or another. I always have. I went down on Kimberly without hesitation and loved it. I know I’m not gay. I think about hard cocks too much.


    Kimberly had been working on Mom for over a month before this happened. She got much farther than I ever thought she would. Mom seemed interested right from the start. She looked whenever Kimberly flashed her pantieless beaver. She never said anything about the way Kimberly dressed. She has always been overly friendly towards her, fawningly so. Kimberly can do no wrong in our house. She pours herself wine from Mom’s private stock. She even smokes, though she doesn’t smoke anywhere else.


    Recently, Kimberly took up the habit of kissing Mom hello and good-bye. This floored me the first time I saw Kimberly kiss my mother on the lips. Mom was so embarrassed. She did it right in front of Jack, Jeff, and me.


    Kimberley’s kisses have become progressively more intense and sensuous. They began as pecks, but soon became full kisses that lasted seconds with lips mashed tightly together. They are also more frequent. The last time she was over—that was three days before the screwing—I counted eight kisses. Mom got a kiss every time she did something for Kimberly. Typically, Mom would deliver a soda or ash tray. Kimberly would say, “Oh thank you. You’re so sweet.” She’d then tilt her head back and pucker. She had Mom come to her for the kiss, and Mom always did. I also started timing the kisses, counting mentally, “One-thousand one, one-thousand two.” The last few times were five second kisses. That’s an eternity for a blushing mother being watched by her kids. That’s the main reason I went for the kiss.


    I couldn’t wait to tell Kimberly what happened. She was ecstatic. She swore she’d have Mom eating her snatch in front of me, Jack, and Jeff before the week was out. This time, I believed her. We spent the day discussing all our plans for her, all the guys we could line up to screw her, the clothes we’d make her wear, the things we’d make her do to us, and the things we wanted to do to her. It was a long day to spend with a drooling twat.


    Kimberly and I stopped by the mall after school. I bought the most ultra-skimpy bikini ever made. It was a macrame one with a wide knot pattern. It had nylon patches sewn into the bra cups and the crotch. Kimberly actually had the nerve to try it on and step out of the changing room. She created quite a stir, going around asking perfect strangers what they thought of it. She amazes me.


    We carefully removed the liners on the way to my house. There was so little material that we could bundle it and stuff it into a change purse. When we entered the house, Mom was at the dining table, writing a letter. Through the patio door we could see the boys in the pool with three of their neighborhood pals. When Mom looked up and saw me with Kimberly, her face went bright red. Awareness that I’d let Kimberly in on our secret was written all over her face.


    Kimberly pouted, “Don’t I get a kiss?”


    Mom nervously got up and shyly approached her. When she leaned in and puckered, Kimberly took her face in her hands. She gave Mom the most passionate kiss, using her tongue liberally. Mom’s knees looked ready to buckle. In preparation for this kiss, Kimberly fingered her cunt in the car and smeared her mouth with her juices. The sheen on her face was hard not to notice, but it wasn’t until Mom drew her first breath that she knew the source. All inhibitions drained from my mother. She embraced Kimberly, using her tongue freely, mindless of my being right beside her. Mom licked her face as Kimberly turned her head left, then right, then up, always smiling. She brought her wet fingers up and pushed them into Mom’s mouth. Mom sucked hungrily on her fingers while Kimberly reached into her crotch with her free hand, coating it liberally.


    Kimberly removed her right hand from Mom’s lips and held up her left. Mom looked at the sopping wet hand. Kimberly teased, “You’ll like this, it’s fresh. If you get down on your knees and say, ‘please,’ I’ll let you have it.”


    Mom hesitated for only a second then dropped to her knees. She tilted her head up and said, “Please!”


    Kimberly fed her one finger at a time, then turned her hand so Mom could get everything. Mom was hooked. That was obvious. She would have gladly buried her face in Kimberley’s crotch, then and there, but Kimberley had other plans. She knew the art of the tease. She lifted her skirt, parted her legs, and thrust her bald pussy in Mom’s face. Mom started to go for it, but Kimberly halted her, saying, “No, just look.”


    Mom settled back, disappointed and frustrated, staring intently at the delicious spread. Kimberly brushed Mom’s nose with her clit and said, “I just thought you’d like to see the source. Like it?”


    “Yes! It’s beautiful.”


    Kimberly dropped her skirt, laughed, and said, “Don’t worry, June, I’m not stingy with my pussy. You can get up now.”


    Mom nervously rose to her feet. I said, “We bought you a present. Actually, it’s mine, but I’ll share it with you. Take off your clothes, Mom.”


    “Cindy, I can’t. Not here. What is it?”


    I drew out the bikini and held it out. Mom’s brow wrinkled. She said, “Is that a swim suit?”


    “Yes. Put it on!”


    Mom took the two parts and examined them. She said, “My God, Cindy. This can’t be worn in public. Where did you get such a thing?”


    “Never mind. Just put it on.”


    “Look, I’ll go and change into it, but not here.”


    Kimberly said, “No, you’ll do it here.”


    Mom glanced to the pool. The boys were frolicking. She pleaded, “Please! Anyone might pop in. We have visitors, minors.”


    Kimberly stternly said, “Do it now, June!”


    Mom broke into a sweat. Anxiety etched her pretty features. She looked around nervously, then began undoing her clothes. Kimberly and I looked on smugly as one item followed another. Mom hurried and was soon standing naked and trembling. She looked sexy and vulnerable. She struggled with the bottoms. We helped. The top was easier. Once fitted, we stood back and had her turn slowly in place. The suit was obscene before our modifications. It was now moreso. Brief to begin with, it hid little. Tiny three-inch triangles were over her breasts and pussy. Her nipples showed through the knots. The nipple tips found holes to poke through. With the liner out, the part passing between her legs formed a single strand that nestled between Mom’s fleshy cunt lips. Her pubic hairs poked out of every hole over her mound. Even her clit was visible. In back, she looked naked. We tugged the strand into her ass crack. One strand crossed under her shoulder blades.


    Mom studied herself then said, “Cindy, you can’t possibly be thinking of wearing this?”


    “Not publicly, but here, why not? We can go naked in our own home if we want.”


    “Even here, it’s too obscene. It’s more obscene than being naked. Your father will have a fit if he sees you in this.”


    “Or you.”


    “Oh no! No way can I wear this. No! This is it for me.”


    She started to remove it. Kimberly reached out a hand and stopped her, saying, “Leave it on. I like it on you. You look so sexy.”


    “Kimberly, please!”


    Kimberly said, “I’m sure your guests could stand some refreshments. Why don’t you take out some sodas and get some sun. We need to get rid of those tan lines.”


    Mom turned anxious eyes on me and said, “Oh Cindy, please stop this. This is insane. You can’t be serious.”


    “We are, Mother. Don’t worry. The boys will love it, you’ll see. Dad won’t be home until eight. That gives you three house of sun. We’ll keep an eye out for visitors. Go on. Don’t make Kimberly angry.”


    Mom’s eyes begged us, but saw no mercy. She looked absolutely terrified. She kept glancing towards the pool. After several minutes, she resigned herself, went to the kitchen and filled five glasses. She placed them on a tray and stood by the patio door trembling. After one final plea, she passed through as Kimberly help open the sliding glass door. All action around the pool suddenly came to an abrupt halt as Mom stepped into the sunlight. Jack and Jeff were dumbstruck. Their little friends, likewise, stood with their mouths open. Mom walked nervously to the outdoor table, set the drinks down and said, “Here’s some refreshments, boys.”


    The boys cautiously gathered around her, staring at the many visual treasures. Mom looked on the verge of tears. We steeped outside to hear everything. I said, “How do you guys like Mom’s new bikini?”


    Kimberly said, “Model it for them, June.”


    Mom, blushing profusely, walked to and fro under their fixed stares. Jack said, “Wow, it’s great! I never saw a swim suit like that before.”


    As the compliments poured in, Mom appeared to grow less self-conscious. She strode among them with her head up and shoulders back. A sexy sway came to her steps. After a few minutes, she seemed to lose all inhibitions. With her ass facing everyone, she did a straight-legged bend in order to pick up a towel. In doing so, she presented us with a lewd rear shot of her cunt, split by the material. She knew what she showed. She then found a chair, pulled it into the sun, laid out the towel and sat. At first, her knees were together, but after a few minutes she could hold a football longwise between her knees. The boys gathered at her feet, staring into her crotch. Mom pretended to ignore their presence. She leaned the chair back and stared up at the sky. Satisfied, Kimberly and I went into the house and had a great laugh.


    With growing confidence, we plotted our next outrage.


    That evening, Randy came to me, ginning like the Cheshire cat. He said, “I’m impressed, Cindy. I under-estimated you. Well, I suppose the next order of business is to ask your permission to fuck your mother.”


    I smiled and said, “Okay, ask.”


    “Cindy, may I please fuck your mommy?”


    “Why, of course you can. Take her to my bedroom, but don’t lock the door.”


    “Can we expect a visitor?”


    “Three.”


    “She won’t like that. I assume you’re referring to the boys.”


    “Yes, and she has no choice.”


    “Fine by me, but what about your old man?”


    “He never comes into my room without knocking; besides, when has he ever left his easy chair. Oh, and I want her stripped naked for this.”


    “Naturally, and me?”


    “Especially you.”


    “I’m flattered.”


    “Put her through her paces, Randy. Make her beg.”


    “That’s easy. I don’t know how she’ll act with you guys looking on, but give me ten minutes alone with her, and she’ll be putty.”


    “Ten minutes, no more.”


    Nine minutes after Mom and Randy slipped into my room, me, Jack, and Jeff were gathered at my closed door. The boys had their ears pressed to the thin panel. Dad and Charlene were in deep debate with a small chest full of beer on ice between them. I mentally counted down the seconds then threw open the door, startling the boys and Mom.


    Mom was naked on her back with her feet facing the door. Randy, also naked, was standing between her legs, rubbing the head of his cock through her moist channel. Mom shrieked and tried to twist away. Her hands covered her face as Randy grasped her by the ankles and spread her wide. His cock bobbed over her mound as I ushered the boys in and closed my door. I positioned Jack on her left, and Jeff on her right. I told them to hold her legs. They nervously complied as Mom groaned into her hands. Randy took hold of his cock and guided it to her gaping snatch. The boys stared at the meeting of cock and cunt, awed by his size and their first view of a wide open adult vagina.


    We watched that massive rod slowly take possession of our mother’s pussy. After the first few inches disappeared, it looked like Mom’s cunt was swallowing it. Her pelvis lifted in short jumps. As Randy’s pubic hairs meshed with hers, Mom’s hands came away from her face. She looked at her kids staring at her stuffed crotch. She then looked at her crotch as Randy withdrew. She moaned as he re-inserted. She moaned steadily as he began to fuck her steadily.


    Her ass was soon bucking up to meet his thrusts. She lost all inhibitions and seemed to feed on our presence. Lost in passion, she cried, “Oh, yes, fuck me, Randy. Show my kids what a whore I am. Yes, Yes!”


    In the midst of her passion, her eyes fixed on my smiling face. She said, “Oh Cindy. Darling, sweetheart! I love you. You saw right through me. I’m your whore baby. I love what you make me do. I’ll do anything you say, anything. Drag me deeper. I want to please you. I want to be the best whore I can be. Sell my pussy, darling. It’s yours, I swear. Humiliate me; I deserve it; I crave it. Go get your father. I want him to see this. He’ll accept it, I know.”


    “Really!” I said. “Are you sure?”


    “Yes, I’m sure. He put me up to cheating on him in the first place. He gets off on it. He’d love this.”


    I looked to Randy, “What about Charlene?”


    “She knows I’m screwing your Mom. Bring her up.” He looked to My mom and said, “Are you sure about Jack?”


    “Yes, don’t worry. Just keep fucking me.”


    I was elated. I leapt to the door, ran downstairs, went up to Dad and said, “Dad, Charlene, I think you better come to my room. Randy is doing nasty things to Mommy on my bed.”


    They exchanged looks of shock. Dad got to his feet. Charlene followed saying, “Jack, don’t do anything foolish.”


    He said while leading the way, “I won’t, don’t worry. They’re both adults.”


    Dad opened the door slowly as Charlene peered around him. He said, “Holy Shit!”


    Charlene pushed past him and came up beside her husband. She placed her hand on his shoulder and whispered something into his ear, all the while staring at her husband’s cock plowing my mom’s pussy. Dad came up and stared openly. Mom said, “Things will be different around here, Jack. I’m Cindy’s whore now. You may as well get used to it. I do what she says from now on. This pussy will cost you from now on. You’ll have to make arrangements with Cindy.”


    Dad turned sheepish, excited eyes on me. I read his acceptance and felt an overwhelming power. I stripped off all of my clothes under their hungry eyes. I mounted the bed, knelt astraddle Mom’s head facing the action and declared, “This bitch is my whore.”


    Mom reached up, grabbed my hips, and pulled her face tight into my crotch. Her tongue lapped at my bald pussy. Everyone’s eyes were glued to the sight of Mom’s tongue making long swipes through my slit. I wanted to present a more obscene spectacle, so I got to my feet in a low squat, leaned against the wall, and widened my knees as far as possible. Mom had to tilt her head way back to reach my pussy, but the view was spectacular.


    Mom’s hips were gyrating, her hands were frantically working her clit and pulling her lips apart. She constantly moaned and groaned. Randy stepped up his pace, ramming into her squishy cunt. Mom exploded in orgasm, screaming into my beaver. I reached my climax as Randy began spewing sperm. He pulled out and shot his load up her front, hitting my cunt with some. We stayed joined as we came down.


    Mom lazily licked my spend as the boys stared into her vacant, abused fuck hole. Dad shook his head in amazement. Charlene had one hand in her pants, rubbing hard on her clit.


    My last two years at home were the best of my life. I had it all, and Mom never had it better. We got along just fine after that day—still do.


 


    THE END
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Phil Phantom “Photo Pro” (Part one of three) By Phil Phantom


Ginger returned from the clinic with a curious gleam in her eye. She set her purse down and joined her mother at the dining table, saying, “All right, Mother, the jig is up. Daddy is not my biological father. I was rejected as a donor. I know enough genetics to know why. Our blood types can’t be related in one generation. I’m not upset, but I would like to know who you were fucking twenty-two years and six months ago.”


“I knew you’d find out one day. It’s not like I tried to keep it a big secret. Christ, we didn’t meet until I was sixteen.”


“I never knew when you guys met. I always thought you were childhood sweethearts that got careless, then married when you were old enough. I do have some of his features. It’s no big deal, really; but who was the guy that got lucky?”


“Honey, I don’t know who your father was, but I can narrow him to a field of seven men. Your Grandpa is a prime candidate.”


“That’s interesting. Did he rape you?”


“No, he didn’t rape me. He did use intimidation, cunning, and deception, though; and he did screw me two or three times a day during that time.”


“What did he do, exactly? Come on, I told you about all the things Daddy did to me. Maybe I should just call Daddy, Frank, now. Shit, if her ever gets a kidney, we could get married.”


“You bore him three kids. Marrying him seems the decent thing to do.”


“You’re still bitter, aren’t you? Look, you divorced him; he didn’t divorce you. We could have shared.”


“I am not bitter, Ginger. I am glad you took him off my hands, but I don’t recall you ever offering to share, either. I went a full year without sex from him, then I divorced him.”


“You could have gotten laid. If you ask me, you were prettier and sexier than I was back then. I’d say we are even, now, though.”


“True, but I wasn’t sixteen and a virgin; besides, who said I wasn’t getting laid? I just said I hadn’t had any from Frank.”


“You are bitter, but come on, tell me about my potential fathers. I am especially interested in hearing about the other six men who could be my daddy.”


“Well, you won’t learn much about them from me, except for what they did to me. I never learned who they were, what they did, or their real names. They were always Fred, Joe, Jim, Bill, Bob, Phil, and Ed. Each time I saw them, they had switched names. Even Daddy assumed a new identity each week. One week they’d be calling him Phil, the next week, he’d be Bob. You needed a score card to keep up, and they damn near drove poor Mom, crazy. She’s terrible with names, anyway.”


“This has got to be good, I mean, you were thirteen or fourteen at that time. At least I waited till I was sixteen. Come on, tell me about my bad Grandpa and his band of merry perverts. I’m in the mood for a juicy sex story. I haven’t had a good poke in over a month.”


“Oh, all right. If you want a juicy sex story, I’ll give you one that will drown your asshole. For your information, from the moment they learned I was pregnant with you, they took me out of school and kept me at home, naked, with my arms bound behind my back. I could do nothing for myself. I was fed, pottied, enemaed, twat shaved, fucked, sucked, photographed, and mated to dogs on a daily basis; and all I could do was watch my tits and belly grow.”


“Oh, God, Mother! I love it. Tell me the whole story, from the beginning. How did it start?”


“This all started when Daddy got into photography and built a studio out back. Mom wanted him to have a hobby after his medical retirement, and she fully supported his interest in photography. He went away to schools, took courses, and invested literally thousands in fancy equipment.


“One day, he asked me to be his model. He told me he wanted to take artistic pictures of me to enter in contests. I was so flattered, me, an art photography model. At first, that’s just what they were, art photos. Though many involved partial or total nudity, they were tastefully done. He entered my pictures in contests and won a few minor awards. Mom made a big deal out of the awards and displayed them proudly. The underground kiddie porn exchange discovered Daddy long before he received any real recognition. They wanted more graphic shots - frontal nudes and beaver shots. They paid in cash. Daddy really got into photography then. Mom thought it was great that Daddy turned pro.”


“Mother, this is making me hotter than shit. I have to masturbate. I’m sorry, but I have to.”


“Go right ahead, but don’t expect me to look away.” Ginger self-consciously lifted her short skirt and revealed a bare, shaved, full-lipped, inflamed pussy right before both hands cupped the lewd sight, and Ginger swung her legs under the table. Bonnie said, “No panties. How convenient.”


“Look if you want to, but don’t comment. Go on with the story! Please!”


“Give me something to look at, or the story is over.”


“Shit, Mom, I gave you a peek on purpose. Besides, it’s not like you’ve never seen it. You’re not turning queer on me, are you?”


“I’ve never seen you masturbate; and I am certainly not queer. Bisexual, yes, but not queer. Well?”


“Oh, fuck! All right.” Ginger swung her legs back to face Bonnie, then spread her knees wide, lifted the skirt to her middle, and began lewdly fondling her wet sex, saying, “Does this make you happy? Can you see everything all right?”


“Yes, thank you.” She resumed, “Mom didn’t know Daddy had a little home grown porno business going, and he also had a local clientele. In her mind, Daddy was a professional art photographer with an international clientele. Had she ever just poked her head in his studio, she’d have known what was going on. The place was wallpapered with my pornographic pictures. Those pictures were in no way tasteful and grew progressively less so. It wasn’t long before he had me doing the splits over a camera lens and using household objects as dildoes. Anything he thought he could cram up my twat was photographed sticking out of my beaver from every angle. I knew we weren’t making art, but I enjoyed posing for nasty pictures.


“Before long, the weekly sessions took a pornographic turn, and grew progressively more pornographic as Daddy tried to fill customer requests. This trend, I didn’t like, but Daddy was a pro at moving me along from one level to the next, while blaming the escalation on demands of the market place. In no time he had me masturbating for the camera. He had me fucking myself in the ass with rubber dicks. He gave me enemas. He had me sucking his cock within a month. He fucked my ass the following month and took my cherry a week later. I was thirteen at that time, and I prayed Mom would find out what was going on and put an end to it, because I couldn’t.


“When I stopped protesting, and he knew I wouldn’t tell on him, he began inviting his porno buddies over for photo sessions. They only watched, at first, but they soon began to use me as well. This went on all through High School, and actually continued long after your dad and I were married.


“Wow, I guess Dad was right; you were getting it on the side.”


“Side, back, front, up-side-down, and in every hole.”


“Cool! But why did you keep posing for Grandpa after you got married?”


“Daddy blackmailed me with the pictures he had; and besides, I enjoyed the variety.”


“So why did you stop?”


“After I divorced Frank, I didn’t care about the blackmail, and I just got tired of being a sex toy for a bunch of dirty old men. I just quit.”


“Did Grandma ever find out?”


“Yes, but in a way, no, at least not at first. The story is long, rather complicated, and more than a little bizarre. If you’re in a hurry, I’ll tell you about her some other time.”


“No, I’ve got plenty of time. I want to hear everything; besides, Grandma Stevens is my favorite relative. She’s the one who encouraged me to have sex with Daddy. I am especially interested in how she ties into this.”


“Well, that doesn’t surprise me. Okay, I will start at the beginning, but you have to realize that she was not the woman that you know today. She made Mary Poppins look like Madonna. Mom was very excited when Daddy and I began working together, and she cleared three walls in anticipation of creating a gallery of award-winning photos to go with the plaques and trophies. When she saw the first picture to win an award, she blushed and said how nice it was, then placed the picture in a box.


“After that, Mom just wanted the awards, not the pictures, and she wanted noting to do with the studio out back that produced them. That was fine with Daddy. Still, she saw plenty but never acknowledged what she saw for what it was. This was my biggest frustration. Imagine standing before a cop with a mugger behind you. The mugger has a gun in your back and is wearing a ski mask. You have your hands high, and the cop doesn’t notice anything unusual. That’s what my home life was like for me. Mom either had a classic case of chronic denial syndrome, or she was the most naive human on Earth. I never found out which it was. She played her part well if she was aware from the start. I honestly don’t think she suspected a thing. She was way too sweet and innocent for what was going on, and far too maternal to turn a blind eye.”


“There must have been some close calls.”


“There were many, for any normal person. To show how naive she was, or how effective her mental block was, imagine this. It’s two in the morning. I am almost fourteen. I come in through the kitchen door walking stiff and bowlegged with a small towel wrapped around me. Daddy is walking behind me carrying the clothes I’d worn when I went out to the studio with him and six men earlier that evening.


“She had just gotten up for a drink of water and unexpectedly met us in the kitchen. She eyed me all over, sees my hair mussed and matted with semen, cum all over my face, trails running down my neck, and gobs of slimy white goo running down both legs. She looks to Daddy and says, “Walter, you shouldn’t keep Bonnie up past midnight on a school night. I don’t see why photo art has to involve such long sessions, or why it has to be so messy.”


“What did she think that mess was?”


“I don’t know, but Daddy told her it was cream to protect me from the hot lights, and that the container got dropped and splashed me. She bought this story and even helped wipe the cream off with a wash rag.”


“Didn’t she notice the cream was coming from your pussy?


“My asshole, too? And yes, but she didn’t say anything about it. She went right to work and wiped my legs, face, and neck. Daddy stood by watching with an amused grin. He, in fact, suggested she check between my legs and told her that’s where most of the cream went. She nervously removed the towel and knelt before me. Daddy reached down and took me by the right ankle, then lifted my foot high over my head. I was doing the sideways splits with my beaver in her face, holding onto his waist.


“You can imagine the obscene view she had. She saw how red, open, and swollen my pussy was. She must have seen the red hand prints from where they’d spanked me. I’m sure she noticed my asshole still stretched and open. I could feel gobs of the stuff oozing from both holes. She dabbed at my pussy, dabbed at my asshole, then made a wiping pass along my crack. Daddy was enjoying himself, and in no hurry to end the game. He held me in that position for a good five minutes. Mom stayed in place and caught each new dribble as it appeared. So, you see, Daddy didn’t have much to worry about from her.”


“Mom, Grandma had to know. Nobody is that stupid.”


“I don’t know. I think she refused to see what her eyes were showing her. Daddy offered an explanation, a dumb one I’ll grant you, but an explanation. I think she latched onto his explanation like a life ring thrown to a drowning woman.”


“Okay, but how did he explain the hand prints on your ass?”


“He didn’t need to. Daddy had always been a strict disciplinarian. He’d spank me on my bare ass with his hand, and sometimes with a belt for the most minor infractions. Mom hated seeing him do that to me, so she’d leave the room. I suppose she figured I’d given him some back talk during the shoot. She knew Daddy would be a hard task master to work for.”


“I guess, but I still can’t see how she could not put two and two together.”


“At that time, I don’t think she could have dealt with the reality. She was into collecting ceramic poodle miniatures, doing needle point, Camp Fire Girl fund raising, and organizing Tupperware home parties. I don’t think sex ever entered her mind, and the woman wouldn’t say the word shit if she a mouthful.”


“She will now.”


“Yes, but the woman you know as Grandma is not the same woman that raised me to the age of fourteen. I’m telling you, she was living in a world of her own creation. In her mind, we lived in Mr. Rogers’ neighborhood, and she was Susie Homemaker who lived by the glen.


“Daddy went out of his way to make her realize what he’d been doing with me. I could see he wanted to turn her world in-side- out, and he found her denial amusing. While she was wiping sperm from my twat, he said, ‘It looks a lot like sperm, doesn’t it?’ She admitted it did. He said, ‘It tastes like sperm, too. Taste some. Go on, it’s safe. Taste it!’ I watched Mom lick some from her finger. With a face blushing red, she agreed. He then said, ‘Yeah, by the looks of things, with all that spermy stuff leaking out of her pussy and asshole, you’d think we were out there fucking her, huh?’


“Mom blushed a deeper red, but said, ‘I thought no such thing. I do wish you wouldn’t use those words in front of Bonnie. She’s just a child.’


“I asked Daddy about Mom’s strange behavior the following day, and he said, ‘If she don’t know what’s going on, she’s a bigger fool than I thought. On the other hand, she knows I won’t stop, and knows better than to try and stop me. She’s going to see what she wants to see.’


“His assessment appeared correct. There were numerous instances when she’d see me coming in late and totally naked in the company of dad and several men, and usually leaking semen down my legs to my heels, making pecker tracks on her waxed floor as I padded through on bare feet. I didn’t want to believe she knew what was happening to me but was too intimidated and insecure to say or do anything about it. That seemed to be the case, though.


“Mother, why didn’t you just come right out and tell her what they were doing?”


“Daddy made me promise not to ever tell a soul.”


“And you felt you had to honor a promise to a child molester.”


“He was my dad, Ginger. You of all people should know the position I was in.”


“But I did tell you.”


“Yes, when your belly was so big your clothes wouldn’t fit, and you were too far along to abort. Keep in mind, at this point we were only two or three months into the sexual activity, and the sessions with other men present were only a month old. I was waiting for Mom to wake up. I figured nothing would change, but she’d at least get me on the pill or insist they use rubbers.”


“Okay, Mom, you’re right. I can see where your head was. I still don’t understand hers, though.”


“I didn’t either. I tried to rationalize her behavior. I knew she was very gullible and naive, and she knew art photography involved nude modeling and was a respectable field. She thought Daddy’s cronies were art people and photography experts and that seeing me naked was necessary and essential. I think she figured they thought nothing of seeing a nude child model.”


“Could you just walk around the house, naked, with men there?”


“Not at first, but after that late night scene in the kitchen, Daddy thought it was cool to flaunt their activities in front of her. The men thought the game was fun, too. The sessions would start in the house and go to the studio only after everyone arrived. Daddy decided I should wait naked. He’d have me stripped and sitting on the table before the first man arrived.


“Mom wasn’t happy about Daddy stripping me in the house, but she remained quiet about it and even served coffee. The men would gather around our large oval dining table and drink coffee for thirty minutes to an hour before going out to the studio. They would gather again for an after-shoot beer and bull session that sometimes lasted into the early morning. Mom joined these sessions, but she kept a low profile whenever photo business was being prepared or discussed.


“While waiting for everyone to arrive, the men talked photography, discussing the upcoming shoot with their attention focused on me. I was, after all, sitting naked in the center of the fucking table. They discovered that even if they touched me openly in intimate areas, Mom wouldn’t raise an eyebrow. They kept pushing the limits, trying to get her to crack. Daddy encouraged them to try and assured them that whatever her complaint was, he could smooth things over.


“At first, they posed me in what they called aesthetic poses, discussing my photogenic qualities. They also discussed lighting and shadow for the upcoming shoot. They played their roles to the hilt and used all kinds of technical lingo that no one understood. They also used clinical terms for my female body parts.


“I suppose, to Mom, the strange pre-shoot warmup routine looked proper and professional. Even when they made me sit back and expose a spread beaver, or used their fingers to trace shadow and highlight areas on my pussy lips. She might blush, look away, go after coffee, but she never raised an objection.”


Ginger made a face of disbelief and said, “Mom, that’s incredible. She watched men touching your pussy and never said anything about that? She had to be in on it.”


“No, not then she wasn’t. There would be no reason to hide. I’d be the only one she was hiding that fact from, and she didn’t need to hide from me. I was no threat to anyone at that point. I was whipped. I totally accepted my lot in life.”


“She had to be suspicious.”


“No, not even when their attentions centered more and more on my intimate anatomy. By the way they acted, you’d think art photography was the art of photographing a young girl’s beaver. This was typical. A guy would be toying with my clit while Mom asked him if he cared for a warm-up for his coffee. The closest she got to objecting was when a guy stuck his finger up my ass. He didn’t keep that finger still, either. He finger fucked my asshole with Mom looking on. She meekly said, ‘Is that really necessary?’ Daddy said, ‘That’s called rectal enhancement. Probing the rectum produces a prominence and swelling in the sphincter muscle which results in better shadow effects, dear.’ Her response was, ‘Oh.’”


Ginger said, “Oh? You’ve got to be kidding. This could be a comedy if the story were halfway believable. I think you’re jerking my chain, Mother.”


“I’m not kidding. This is all true, I swear to you. To top it off, she apologized for questioning the man’s motives. She said, ‘I’m so sorry. Every time I think something bad is going on, there turns out to be a perfectly rational explanation. As you can tell, I know nothing about this field.’”


“Oh, that’s rich, Mother. How did anyone keep a straight face?”


“They didn’t, and she was always asking, ‘What’s so funny?’ The next time we had a session, they laid me out on the dining table with my knees drawn up and pulled back. I had a man holding each leg wide and pressed down on the table top. Mom came over to see what was up and looked shocked to see me in such a vulgar and vulnerable position. Another man stepped up and started masturbating me, feeling my pussy all over, poking his fingers deep inside, rubbing and pinching my clit, pulling on my clit, in fact. At one point, he had his two middle fingers thrust in to the palm, demonstrating to Mom that I was no virgin. Mom stood by and watched him do this and finally asked in a concerned voice, ‘What is the purpose in doing that to her?’


“Daddy says, ‘It’s like the anal stimulation technique. Massaging the vagina brings out the vaginal highlights by stimulating blood flow. This makes the vagina blossom into full prominence and produces the best photo effects when combined with proper lighting. What were you thinking, Beth? Dirty thoughts again.’


“Mom said, ‘Oh, no! Absolutely not. I was not questioning the practice. I knew what he was doing to Bonnie had to be for a good reason. I was just curious, that’s all.’”


“Mother, I think Grandma was jerking your chain. That would be just like her, too.”


“That’s possible, but totally out of character for her back then. You could read the genuine anxiety in her face when she saw something inappropriate going on, but as soon as any explanation was offered, relief flooded over her. I doubt she could act that well, even now.”


“I sure wish I knew her back then. I’m sorry, Mother, but this strikes me as extremely funny, besides being a super turn on.”


“It gets funnier then, so stick around. Before we go on, though, get naked.”


“WHAT? Oh Mom!”


“Get naked, or we stop here.”


“FUCK!” Ginger got to her feet and quickly went about divesting herself of all clothing, saying, “I think you are becoming queer for me. God, this is going to be so weird.”


“You have a terrific body, Ginger. Why keep it under cover when you are jerking off. And, I do love those firm, sweet titties of yours.”


Ginger kicked off her shoes and stood naked for a few seconds before returning to her seat. She said, “Look, but no touching. I don’t have a queer bone in my body, Mother, so don’t get any ideas.”


“Ginger, do you know why I never made a fuss about you and Frank getting it on?”


“I don’t know. I just figured you were afraid to say anything to him. Why didn’t you?”


“For one thing, I couldn’t blame Frank. For another, I was hoping the two of you would become uninhibited. I was hoping I’d see you two fucking, and see you going about the house naked. That’s also why I surrendered my marital bed to you and took your room.”


“That was so cool. I felt like the wife, and you were like our live-in maid. That’s what I pretended you were. That’s also why I never lifted a finger around the house after I moved in with Dad. The other kids were so jealous, especially Cindy. Mark and Steve hated me, but they were still getting off on the situation. You got your wish, though. We fucked all over that house, and I hardly ever wore anything, even at the dinner table. It wasn’t the same after the divorce and you moved out last year. By the way, Cindy is two months pregnant. You should stop by and see her. A pregnant fourteen-year-old needs her mommy. You, of all people, should relate to that.”


“I can’t say I’m surprised. She can still get an abortion this early. I’ll pay for it if she wants one.”


She wants an abortion, but Daddy won’t let her get one. I don’t want her to have one either. Mark and Steve want to watch her belly get big, so you’d be the only one.”


“Well, I wouldn’t want to spoil everyone’s fun. Cindy’s going to have a baby.”


“Great! You’re the best, but quit staring at my tits with that hungry look. You’re not getting any, so forget it.”


“I guess you’ve heard enough, then.”


“Oh, Jesus. Oh, all right. What do you want?”


“Bring them here. Let me have a suck and nibble of those fine titties.”
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“Photo Pro” (Part two of three)


Ginger made a pained face, but stood and came up to her mother. She bent at the waist and brought her right tit to Bonnie’s lips. Bonnie teased and sucked the hard nipple while molding and massaging the breast. Ginger’s heavy breathing betrayed how she really felt. She offered the other tit immediately when Bonnie eased off the right one. When both tits were done, Ginger returned to her seat wearing a full body blush. She was speechless.”


Bonnie appeared unaffected. She casually resumed her story, saying, “After the session, when they gathered around the dining table, I served them as a naked waitress. They even went so far as to have me wear spike high heels - only the spike heels. Mom always joined them for a beer or two. Their hands were all over me as I tottered around the table pouring beer in their glasses.”


“Yes, I love it. Naked is much better for frigging off. Look all you want, Mother. I could care less.”


Bonnie smiled and resumed, “After a shoot, cum would leak out of me for an hour, so the insides of my legs stayed wet and shiny. I made a point of giving Mom good looks at my inner thighs and shiny wet ass as I made my way around the table. I also kept any marks I had on me in plain sight. In particular, I wanted her to see the marks made by alligator clips that they often placed on my nipples, clit, or labia lips. Those damn things left bright red teeth imprints that lasted for days. Right after a shoot, the angry marks were positively unmistakable as to what caused them.


“No matter how brazen I was in my efforts to show what they’d done to me, my efforts were in vein. Mom either looked away or pretended not to see. I filled as many glasses as I could by getting in next to Mom and leaning out with a leg raised to counter balance me. She had to see. There were times when my nearest nipple was in her face, and I’d get sperm on her knees from my wet thighs.”


Ginger offered, “That’s unreal. She had to be suspicious, at least.”


“I’m sure she was, but she never let on. Her demeanor never changed. She never even commented on those ridiculous spike heels I had to wear. She observed everything but saw nothing. Her eyes would lite on a man’s finger going up my twat or on my nipple being twisted in a vise-like grip into gross distortion. She’d take in the sight, then jerk her eyes away. She got a peek at everything, but would not stare.


“When Mom began joining in on the after-shoot bullshit sessions, acting totally at ease, laughing at their crude jokes, and ignoring all the finger-fucking, ass slapping, tit squeezing, and nipple twisting that was a constant, the guys began treating her as one of the guys. Abuse followed me where ever I went, and Mom was as likely as anyone to slap my bright red fanny or tweak a sore nipple as I passed by. When Mom started abusing me, that really freaked me out, mostly because she was still in denial, and still her regular self.”


Ginger sat forward, still playing with her pussy, and said, “Okay, how do you explain her behavior at those bullshit group gropes. If she wasn’t an active partner in crime, who explained away the crude behavior at those bull sessions? What they were doing had nothing whatsoever to do with photography.”


“Actually, she explained it away. That was the only time she took me aside and discussed anything related to my sexual abuse. After the men left and Daddy turned in, she came to me in my bedroom. She sat on my bed and stroked my hair, then told me not to let their crude behavior bother me. She said that men were just grown-up boys when they got together over beer, and that they act silly and nasty, and that this conduct was something we women had to learn to accept about them. She said that even professionals will act like drunk sailors when they decide to unwind, and that’s all it was. She said, “I’m just trying to fit in and make them feel comfortable. I didn’t want you to think I enjoyed treating you that way, sweetheart.”


Ginger said, “She rationalized finger fucking and tit torture.”


“Keep in mind that she’d accepted finger fucking as a professional act done as part of a warm-up to a photo shoot. Except for nipple twisting and fanny slaps, they weren’t doing anything at their bullshit session that they hadn’t already done on the table earlier. The only difference was, the pre-shoot warm-up activities were a professional act; whereas the things they did to me at the bullshit session was men just being playful and crude. She felt she needed to explain and console me about the latter, but never brought up the former.”


“What about the nipple torture?”


“She never mentioned anything about those marks made by the alligator clips; but personally, I think those blood red marks, more than anything else, helped break down her wall of denial. She was trying to fit alligator clips into her new world order, but she couldn’t make them fit.”


“I didn’t think you could explain her behavior away, but I suppose if a person were trying to rationalize away the irrational, that would do it.”


“It did for her, anyway, and I truly believe she was sincere. That was when I first noticed her changing. She was shifting from denial to rationalization, and her personality was changing as a result. You could see the stress she was under as her world of denial crumbled around her. She was very relieved when I told her I understood. She let out a big sigh of relief and said, ‘I’m so glad you understand. I just want to fit in with the group, Bonnie, and you saw how excited the guys got when I slapped your fanny and called you a little trollop. You were being such a good sport about all the abuse they were dishing out. I figured a little slap and pinch here and there couldn’t hurt. It meant so much to them to know I wasn’t an old fuddy duddy sitting in judgement of them having a little harmless fun with my little girl.’”


Ginger took renewed interest, sitting up, saying, “Wow, Mother, that tells me a great deal. When she could no longer deny what was happening, she had to rationalize. That’s all she had to fall back on.”


“Exactly, and I understood, even at that age. I had to reassure her several more times that I understood completely, and that I thought nothing of her slaps and nipple twists; which, by the way, were as hard and cruel as the guys were doing. She really laid it on after she won their approval. She hurt me, and she knew it. She needed to hear me tell her that her abuse of me was okay, and I told her several times before she could accept that.


“Weeks earlier, Daddy gave me permission to answer truthfully to any question Mom posed, but said I couldn’t volunteer any information. There were times, after a photo shoot, that she’d even seen angry red welts made by a whip. These lasted throughout the week, and I’d do my best to keep them on display throughout the week. She never commented on them, so when she asked for my okay, I took another stab at getting through to her, saying, ‘You can’t hurt me, Mom. My breasts, nipples, and vagina are accustomed to very rough treatment. I am tough as nails, now, so do whatever you feel you need to do to make our guests comfortable. I won’t mind, honest.’ I added, ‘Also, you can call me any name in the book. I know you are only saying those things to fit in and be one of the guys. You have to verbally abuse me and physically abuse me if you want to be accepted as one of them.”


Ginger said, “Don’t tell me she didn’t catch that hint.”


“She did, but she didn’t want to hear what I had to say. She just thanked me again and told me what a trooper I was.”


“That pretty much told you where she stood on the physical abuse though, didn’t it?”


“Yes, but I knew she wouldn’t try to stop the beatings and physical torments. She’d known for some time that they were working me over in that studio. She could have attempted to stop them long ago, but didn’t. No, I was hoping to start a dialog that would lead to a full disclosure, exposing all the perverted activity. I still thought, at that point, that she might curtail or severely restrict the intercourse if she were confronted with the fact that they were fucking me without protection. I still wanted birth control and felt certain she’d insist on that much, at least. I did lose faith in that conviction after our talk, though. I didn’t think she was capable of drawing any lines. “Having Mom join their bull sessions was a major breakthrough for them, and their nasty little game took a radical leap after she joined in the abuse. In the studio, they had a good laugh over their successes. Daddy told them that he bet they could fuck me and get Mom to go along. They bet money on it and selected a volunteer to try at the next session. They wanted to see anal and vaginal sex, with orgasm, right in front of Mom. Daddy already had Mom in the habit of giving me my enemas prior to a shoot, so my asshole would be ready for a big cock. He told her he wanted my colon clean to flatten my abdomen. She gave me enemas until I shit clear water.


“At the next session, Mom stood close by and watched everything. She obviously felt welcome, because she used to hang back out of the way. I was laid out on the table like a lab frog and getting both my ass and pussy fingered by several of the men at once, a gang finger bang that looked anything but professional. Two others played roughly with my titties. Mom appeared comfortable with what they were doing and would smile from time to time to let them know she wasn’t bothered. I remember her saying, ‘Boy, that ought to get her blood flowing, for sure.’


“Someone said, ‘You know, the French use the natural technique. They will only use a real penis for anal and vaginal enhancement. They do get amazing results, you’ve got to admit that.’ Another one added, ‘They are the world’s best. They must know something we don’t.’ Another said, “That’s how DuPree won the Googleheim. He used the French method with a model younger than Bonnie.’


“Daddy said, ‘Well, damnit, I’m not willing to play second fiddle to a bunch of Frenchies. Honey, I want to try this French technique with Bonnie. She wants to be the best. She has worked hard to be the best. I’m sure she’s willing to do anything it takes, but I want your okay if we’re going to go all the way with her.’


“Mom said, ‘I don’t understand. What do you mean, go all the way?’ He says, ‘Go all the way, dear, as in use a real penis the way it’s supposed to be used, the natural way to stimulate a vagina.’ ‘Oh my,’ she says as they all stared, waiting to hear her reply. I was waiting as anxiously as they were, because this was my chance to get on the pill.


“Mom agonized over her response, but finally said, ‘Well, this is your profession. I suppose you know what’s best. I’m sure you’ll be careful and take precautions. If Bonnie is willing, and you want to try this French method, I guess you’ll need privacy.’” Ginger folded her arms and sat back, though keeping her knees wide, saying, “Okay, Mom. This has got to be where Grandma gets on board. By no stretch can any rational human being rationalize that crock, and why must you stare at my cunt like that?”


“Why not? Honey, keep in mind that for two weeks she’d been watching me getting fingers and dildoes shoved deep in my ass and cunt. A live penis was no great escalation by then. She had to know I had no hymen. Daddy was a pro at bringing you along one baby step at a time. If they’d pulled that shit just one week earlier, I know she would have freaked out. I wasn’t surprised at all; besides, this group was our social circle. We had no other friends. She wanted to be part of their group. She certainly didn’t want to act the spoiler when what they were asking for wasn’t that big a deal.”


“I suppose, but I’m sure she knew the score.”


“She did, and she remained anxious after Daddy’s explanation. I could tell she wasn’t buying the French method. Anyway, Daddy said, ‘Honey, these men are professionals in this field. Modesty is not an issue. Aesthetics is all that matters. You should stay; you’re part of the team. You needn’t be embarrassed, and you may be able to assist. We are going to do this right, or not at all, right guys?’


“All of that crap he was shoveling her way was just to introduce those five words: you’re part of the team. He knew exactly what she needed to hear to get her to go along with their transparent scheme. He was a real pro at manipulation, Ginger. They all sounded off with affirmatives without ever asking me how I felt about the plan. The volunteer stood, brought out his eight-inch stiff cock, and stroked the shaft. They slid me to the table’s edge, and he placed the head of his cock at my pussy with Mom standing right beside him. He rubbed that throbbing cock around the wet opening of my twat, while Mom stared with eyes wide, her hand covering her mouth.


“Under her intense scrutiny, he went right in to his balls after a brief period of stirring my juices, proving that I had no hymen. He fucked my pussy in long deep strokes, as Mom stared in open-mouthed awe. I tried hard not to show so much as a flinch or let out a tiny grunt. I clearly demonstrated that my pussy was no stranger to his eight-inch cock. Mom’s eyes were riveted to my stuffed pussy getting fucked by the only cock she’d seen other than Daddy’s six-incher. He screwed me hard for a few minutes, then dropped down to my asshole. Once in position, he grasped my hips and pulled until the head popped in.”


Ginger attacked her cunt with renewed vigor and cried out, “Fucking a little girl’s ass, right in front of her mother. I love it!”


“Mom was truly amazed by what she saw. Butt fucking was not in her vocabulary or life experience. She seemed fascinated by the sight of a big dick penetrating my asshole without so much as a grunt from me. He began a fucking motion and soon had six inches sawing in and out of my well-conditioned asshole. Daddy said, ‘It’s working. I can see a difference guys.’ This is the secret all right. Keep that up. Go all the way in. Don’t hold back; you’re getting there.’ He slid right in to the balls.


“He was actually screwing eight inches of cock in your ass and she said nothing?”


“Not a word. I swear. Not only that, after Daddy’s encouraging words, the guy slammed into my ass and began fucking me hard and fast until he came - half in, and half out of my ass. Quite a bit of cum was deliberately shot right at my wide open pussy crack, as one of the guys reached over and pulled my cunt lips open for him. Daddy explained the cum shot away as an occupational hazard that was unavoidable and to be expected. He asked for another volunteer as Mom went dashing for a rag.


“Another guy stepped up, drew out a larger cock, and inserted the head in my spermy pussy before Mom could wipe off the cum. He pumped his shaft and rubbed my clit, pushed the head in, drew back out, then rubbed the head through my slit. He got his cock good and wet with the other guy’s sperm, then shoved his cock in. He gradually pushed all the way in as Mom made an anguished face.”


“That’s beautiful, just fucking beautiful!”


“So is your cunt, Ginger. Do you think you can get your legs any farther apart?”


“The splits aren’t wide enough for you? What’s the matter; you can’t quite see my tonsils?”


“Get smart with me, Ginger, and the story ends here.”


“I’m sorry! I’m real, real sorry. Please don’t stop now!”


Bonnie smiled knowingly, then said, “He fucked me hard for a good ten minutes. Daddy said, ‘If you feel like you are going to ejaculate, try to pull out and deposit the stuff where it won’t cause a problem. She’s just a child, and she’s not on the pill.’ Minutes later, he came in my pussy after stepping up his efforts to reach a climax, pulling our loins tightly together for the cum shot, grunting with each jet he squirted in my womb.”


“Oh, Yes! Cream the little girl’s womb while Mommy watches helplessly. Too much!”


“Mom wasn’t exactly helpless. She could have ended their game if she’d pitched a bitch. She appeared visibly shaken by this blatant disregard for the rules she and Daddy sorta laid down. When he withdrew, she wiped angrily at the sperm seeping out from my abused pussy hole, then looked to Daddy to chastise the vulgar man. Daddy said, ‘Oh well, accidents happen.’ When she heard Daddy blow it off so casually, she instantly stopped her angry display and simply patted the rag to my twat.”


“Do you mean she had nothing to say to this man after he intentionally shot his wad in you?”


“All she said was, ‘Let’s try not to have anymore accidents.’ The next guy pulled out but came on my twat. Mom got a clean rag to wipe up the mess, but the guy wouldn’t get out of the way. While she waited patiently, he remained in place and used his wilting dick to play in his sperm. Before long, he was stuffing sperm inside. He took his time and didn’t stop until his dick gave out. She then wiped up what little was left outside, while the men watched with amused grins.”


“Uh! Oh! Oh yes!”


“She stepped aside for the next guy and went to rinse the rag. He made no attempt to avoid cumming in my twat. He actually announced that he was about to cum, then pulled himself in tight to put his load deep. Mom mopped what seeped out and stepped aside for another who did the same thing, only with more exaggerated flair, grunting and pumping his sperm deep. After he finished cumming, he remained lodged inside, plugging his load of sperm until his dick went soft.”


“Oh! Oh! More!”


“The next guy tried to top that. He spent the whole time jacking off while rubbing the head of his cock in my spermy cunt lips. When he was ready to cum, he announced the fact, then centered his cock at my pussy hole. He put the head in and pumped his load out with his fist jacking the shaft.”


“Oh, God, I’m going to cum!”


“Daddy was last and determined to top everyone. He put the head of his cock in my cunt, than placed Mom’s hand on his shaft and asked her to do her thing. Mom got into the job after an uncomfortable start. She obviously knew her business, because she knew exactly how to pace the strokes. Mom’s fist banged against my sloppy twat as she brought Daddy off. She milked Daddy’s spend into my overflowing snatch.”


“Oh Jesus! OH JESUS! Oh God, I’m cumming. I’m cumming sooooo good.”
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“Photo Pro” (Part three of three)


Bonnie waited until she had Ginger’s attention once again, then said. “I’ve seen you cum a hundred times, so don’t hold your breath waiting for applause. That was fair.”


“I’ll try harder next time. I’m ready for another one. You know me, my second cum is always better than my first.”


Bonnie resumed, “When he finished, Mom cleaned me thoroughly and stepped aside. Daddy said, ‘Now look at that dear. See what a difference using a real penis can do? Look how flushed and alive her parts are. Look how her anus has opened and blossomed. See how her Vagina is full and open like an orchid.’


“She said, unconvincingly, ‘Yes, I see what you mean. If that’s what makes a good picture, then you should get some good ones. I better take her into the bathroom and douche her vagina real good to wash out the accidents.’


“Daddy said, ‘There’s no time for that. Besides, I wouldn’t want to tamper with perfection. Pregnancy is a risk we’ll just have to take.’”


“Grandma must have freaked at this.”


“No, but this is where she seems to have caught on and accepted the inevitable. I thought I detected friendly sarcasm in her voice when she said, ‘Well, I suppose. I’m glad I bit my tongue, now. Boy, I sure would have felt foolish if I had voiced what I was thinking. I’m ashamed to even tell you gentlemen, but I actually thought you were trying to get my daughter pregnant. I feel so silly, now. You will get no further questions from me. I’ve learned my lesson.’


“The funny part was, after saying they had no time, they lounged around for an hour with my ass propped up on two cushions to prevent the sperm from coming out. They even had Mom get the cushions and do the propping. She was puzzled by their odd request, even more puzzled at their lack of haste. She said she wouldn’t question them again, and they tested her. She passed the test.


“Mom’s brow wrinkled when someone stuck his finger in my cunt, stirred the six loads I had in my vaginal well, and said, ‘Just in case she is ovulating, we ought to give everyone’s sperm an even chance at the egg, huh? May the best man win.’


“Mom didn’t find that a bit funny. He got no courtesy laugh and the closest thing to a scowl she gives. Later, Mom came around with the coffee pot, and Daddy said, “I think she is ready for another stir, dear. Would you mind?’


“She looked dumbly at him and said, ‘You mean put my finger in there?’ He said, ‘Yes, and stir clockwise.’ Mom set the pot down and timidly inserted her index finger. I could feel her slender feminine finger moving around in my twat as she said, ‘Like this?’ Here,let me show you, Ginger.”


With that, Bonnie reached for Ginger’s pussy, but was block by both of Ginger’s hands. Ginger said, “Mother, no. No touching, remember?”


“Fine. The end.”


“Oh, fuck, not that again. All right, god damnit! Show me.”


“Get up on the table and lie back. I’ll get the cushions.”


“Oh Shit!”


Ginger climbed onto the table and reclined with her legs hanging off the edge. Bonnie brought two sofa cushions and made Ginger pull her legs up and over her head. Bonnie propped the cushions under the small of Ginger’s back, then said, “Now relax but keep your knees out wide. Keep your twat straight up. That’s my girl. Okay, you’ve just been screwed by seven men; six came in your twat and you are one juicy Lucy. Here’s what she did.”


Bonnie inserted her right index finger and stirred clockwise, saying, “My, but you are one creamy-twatted bitch, aren’t you?”


“Yes. Are you done now?”


“What’s the matter? Does my finger remind you of Frank’s peter?”


“He is not that small, Mother.”


“How would you know? You’ve never been fucked by a real cock.” Bonnie drew her finger out, then lightly flicked Ginger’s clit, saying, “You sure have a cute little pussy, Ginger. Cute enough to eat with a spoon. Fucking Frank has done one thing for you; you’re still as tight as a virgin.”


“Mother, please. I don’t want to get into that scene with you, not even on the receiving end. I told you, I am 100% straight. Even if I did feel like trying girl/girl sex, it would not be with my own mother.”


“Suit yourself, but I wasn’t offering to suck your twat for you. I just said it was cute enough to eat with a spoon. Do you see a spoon n my hand? You can get down, now.”


Ginger eased down from the table and resumed her seat. This time, she did not start right in masturbating, but sat with her knees together, eager to hear more.


Bonnie said, “Play with your pussy, Ginger. Make me a good spread. Yes, just like that. In fact, that’s what Daddy said when Mom asked if she was doing it right. He said, ‘Yeah, just like that. A minute should do.’ She stirred the sperm while the guys suppressed smirks. She was called to stir the well five more times before we headed out to the studio. In the studio, they broke up into fits of laughter, mocking her, and repeating the things she said and did.”


“Did she get you on the pill?”


“She never mentioned it. I don’t know why unless she thought that a thorough pussy washing would suffice, or whether Daddy nixed the idea. “When we emerged from the studio, an hour later, Mom had the mugs on the table ready for the customary bull session. While in the studio, they decided to place a few welts on my ass and tits. They rarely hit me with the whip - two or three across my ass was about all they ever did. They weren’t really into the S&M scene, but they had all the gear, and filled requests from time to time. This time, they put at least a dozen welts on my ass, tits, belly, and thighs. Mom never saw anything like that before. I took the whipping without complaint, hoping this would shock her out of her complacency.


“She surprised us by her lack of reaction. If what they’d done upset her, she kept her feelings in check. I did notice that she did not loosen up as fast as the last time we met, but after three mugs of beer, she relaxed considerably and focused her attentions on my welts when I came near. She’d trace the lines with her finger while making some crude comment about me misbehaving during the shoot. Later, after her fourth beer, she’d drag a fingernail along a welt to watch me wince before delivering a hard slap on the welt. She ended up tracing and slapping every welt I had, and would finger my ass and pussy as the guys did.”


Ginger giggled and said, “I’m sorry, Mom, but this shit really turns me on. Frank is still into spanking and belt whippings, but Cindy is his favorite target, now. I still get off on a good spanking, but watching Cindy get it with a belt, buck naked, is better. I can picture Grandma trying to impress the guys after you told her that she can’t hurt you. I’ll bet you wished you’d thought that over more carefully.”


“That’s an understatement, Ginger. I’m like you, though. I respond to a good ass whipping, even some of their torture devices made me hot. Pain administered by someone who knows what they’re doing can be a terrific experience, but Mom did not know what she was doing. No one ever hurt me as badly as Mom did, and I felt obligated not to cry or even cry out. Another thing, when the guys fingered me, they never made a big deal about doing it. They’d reach over, slip a finger in, hold me in place by my pussy or asshole, then slip out and let me move on. Mom, on the other hand, was vulgar. She made sure everybody saw where her finger went, then she’d fuck her stiff finger in and out, giggling, or saying something like, ‘Oh, it feels all gooey in there,’ or, ‘We must stir this up so the best man wins,’ or, ‘Oops, can’t make a baby in there; it’s full of poo poo.’”


“Oh, that’s beautiful! She was making a real ass of herself, wasn’t she?”


“A huge ass, Ginger. Hell, I was embarrassed for her. After all I’d been through, I found her antics the most vulgar and childish of all. She was trying so hard to fit in. She was really pathetic. What ever maternal feelings she had for me seemed to go right out the window after four beers. She returned to her old self the next day, though. Still, I knew she’d throw me to the wolves when they returned the following week.”


“I’m curious; how did she act the next day? I mean, after what she’d witnessed and done to you, how could she be her old self?”


“She wasn’t her old self like she’d been months earlier, or even a week earlier. She knew they were simply dirty old men molesting her child, but she also knew there wasn’t a damn thing she could or would do about it. By this time, she was beyond denial and rationalizing, beginning a phase of acceptance. To speed this phase along, Daddy made me remain naked at all times while in the house. He also took me where and when he pleased, which was always where Mom would see. Furthermore, she had to see my welts constantly, so she could never put that night out of her mind. She handled the transition by simply not talking about it.


“When the guys showed up the following week, they started right in fucking me. Mom never lifted an eyebrow when they spermed my womb. She stirred the well between fucks and didn’t wipe anything but the table after they finished with me. The guys spent the entire time in the studio preparing me for the bull session to follow.


“For this bull session, they dressed me in one of the S&M theme costumes. In addition to the five-inch spike heels, I wore large weave fishnet hose, a leather garter belt, and a push-up matching leather metal-studded bra that presented my exposed nipples. My nipples had alligator clips on them with beaded bangles dangling from each. In addition, my clit was pulled out and clamped tightly in a wide spring clamp that they molded into the base of a giant India rubber cock that hung past my knees. This carefully detailed imitation cock was so obscene, especially dangling between my legs, swinging like an elephant’s trunk, tugging on my clit with every step. I suppose they wanted to demonstrate what sort of photography they were doing.”


“What a sight that must have made. This just gets better and better.”


“They didn’t stop there, either. They covered my body in lewd graffiti: vulgar messages, nasty cartoons, crudely-drawn replicas of genitalia, cocks shooting thick ropes of sperm, a girl sucking off a pony, a big dog fucking a very pregnant child named Bonnie. Mom was visibly stunned when she saw me, but tried hard not to show it. Her face was redder than I thought possible as she watched me hobble toward the table with a pitcher of beer. The men took seats and carried on as though this were a regular bull session. They ignored me for the most part, but Mom’s eyes never left my body. She could not take her eyes off of me. She strained to read every word written, and visually devoured every drawing, especially the doggie scenes which were rather well-done.


“I saw her gradually adjust to my bizarre condition and giggle when Daddy took hold of my cock and made me dance in place on my tip toes as the guy behind me repeatedly slapped my bare ass hard, making a loud crack with each fall of his hand. I moved around the table with guys tormenting my nipples, pulling on the clamps until my tits were pulled out thin at the ends. My ass took a beating as I made my way toward Mom. By the time I got to her, she was visibly aroused and eager to get hold of me. I knew I’d get no reprieve from her.”


“Oh, god, Mother, I need something to fuck myself with. I know you must have a dildoe.”


“In my night stand, top drawer, hurry.”


Less than a minute later, Ginger plopped back in her seat with the clamp dong her mother had described in the story. She declared, “Oh, Mother, I love it. When we’re finished, you simply must clamp this fucker on my clit and let me walk around.”


“It will be my pleasure, sweetheart.”


“Please continue.”


“Go easy. I know you’re not used to one a third that big. Okay, I arrived at Mom’s place and she grabbed my nipple clamps, pulling me around by them to stand between her parted knees. She tortured my tits by pulling those bangles to better read what was written on and under my tits. She’d read aloud some nasty witticism, then berate me for being a nasty child. She’d swat my ass or slap my tit flesh, read another, and slap me again. She acted as though I wrote that shit on my body. The men howled, which only drove her on.


“She tired of slapping me after reddening me from my knees to my shoulders. She took me by the cock, hoisting me to the table top. She made me recline before her as she turned her chair to face my spread beaver. She pushed my legs back and told me to hold them wide open. The men sat forward, eager to see what she was up to. Mom unclamped the cock and laid it on my belly with the head between my tits, then rudely pulled my cunt lips open and peered inside my hole, saying, ‘Have you been letting these men fuck you out there in that studio, Bonnie?’


“I said, ‘Yes, Mommy.’ She says, ‘Oh, you nasty child. You nasty little whore.’ She then gave my clit a hard shake and tug while pinching with her nails dug in, saying, “Oh, you are a nasty little whore, you are.’ She probed my anus with her finger and said, ‘And did you let them put their cocks in here, too?’ I said, ‘Yes, Mommy, there too.’ She slapped my ass hard and cried, ‘You filthy slut, you, letting grown men fuck you in the ass. No doubt you sucked on their cocks, didn’t you? You sucked their cocks till they ejaculated in your mouth, didn’t you? You sucked and swallowed their sperm right from their balls, didn’t you? Didn’t you, you cock sucking whore!’ ‘Yes, lots of times, Mommy. They’ve been fucking me and making me suck their cocks for over a month.’


She said, ‘I’m not the least surprised, and I don’t blame them one bit. I’m sure you led them on. I’ve been watching you closely. You are getting exactly what you deserve. If you think I’m going to stand in their way, you have another thing coming, young lady. I’m going to see that you serve these gentlemen properly like a good little cock sucking whore should. I’ll see that you beg for cock, and you’ll beg them to squirt their sperm in your pussy where it belongs.’


“She took the rubber dong and fitted the head to my asshole, then worked that huge cock in until only two inches remained sticking out while saying, ‘And when they fuck your asshole, you’ll beg them to pull out and cum in your pussy where the sperm might do some good.’ She then pulled me to my feet and smacked my ass, saying, ‘We need more beer. Get busy, slut!’”


“OH! YES!”


“Their laughter rang in my ears as I shuffled to the kitchen. This turned into an all nighter, and I was thoroughly screwed in every hole before the sun rose. Mom tucked me in. In parting, she dug in my sperm-filled pussy, took out a sopping wet hand, and smeared the mess over my mouth, saying, ‘I meant what I said. You’re going to be a good little whore for our friends, aren’t you?’ Naturally, I nodded. Hell, I already was. You couldn’t get much better. I licked her fingers clean, then she left smiling.”


“Oh FUCK ME! Oh Mother fuck me! Oh shit, Christ, DAMN! I’m cummingggggggggg! Uh…uh…oh, oh, ahhh! Ahhh.”


Ginger took longer to recover. When her eyes opened, Bonnie said, “Not bad. We’re almost finished. Wanna stop here?”


“No, go on.”


“After that, our photo sessions always began with a gang bang in front of Mom. They dropped all pretense of professional conduct. The men actually stripped naked from the start, parading around, stroking their erections, and placing me in obscene positions for screwing, butt fucking, or cock sucking, sometimes, all three at once. They also stopped using clinical terms. It was fucking, and that’s what they called it. My vagina became a pussy or a cunt, and my anus was my asshole. Even Mom began using the term, fuck, and referring to my vagina as a pussy. And they could cum where they pleased, but Mom had a preference for my pussy.”


Ginger said, “Yep, Grandma was onboard.”


“Oh, yes. Even I was onboard by then. I knew I was going to get pregnant, and I fully accepted that fact. Mom dropped all pretenses. She sat in on the photo shoots and suggested poses that were every bit as obscene as those the guys came up with. It was her idea to bring dogs into the act. We ended up owning four that I serviced daily, whether filming or not. She also suggested that they take shots of me eating her pussy. She especially liked having me eat her while I was being screwed by a dog. Eating Mom’s pussy was also a daily occurrence.”


“Oh shit, Mom! You’re going to make me cum again!”


“Oh, you like the idea of a daughter eating her mother’s pussy.” Bonnie lifted her skirt and spread her legs to expose her naked wet beaver, saying, “Go for it, baby!”


Ginger pounded her pussy with the huge dong and cried, “Mother, you filthy fucking whore! Oh, you fucking bitch. You sick slut, you! Oh God, I love it! I love it! Oh yesssss! I’m cummingggggg!!!”


Bonnie returned her feet to the floor and dropped her skirt with a knowing smile. She watched Ginger slowly recover and struggle to sit up. Ginger blushed self-consciously, smiled, and said, “We’re both sick. I hope you know that.”


“Yes, I know that.”


“I hope you’re finished, because I can’t take anymore.”


“We’re almost done, but there’s a good six inches you aren’t using.”


“I tried, believe me, I tried. Okay, I’m ready for more.”


“Those men were welcome to drop in and screw me any time, day or night. We had orgies, lots of orgies, and somewhere in all that fucking, one of those little sperm cells cracked the egg and made little Ginger. Now you know.”


“Wow, think of the competition that one sperm had to fertilize the egg. I feel so special.”


“You are special, Ginger. On Father’s Day, you have your work cut out for you.”


“Yeah, and I think I’d like to leave it that way. I don’t want to know which one it was. Is there any chance we could all get together for a family reunion?”


“They aren’t all available. I think one died and one moved away, but Daddy can bring what’s left together, and they still have two of the dogs. I can’t guarantee those guys will behave themselves, but the dogs are well-trained.”


“I want guarantees that they won’t.”


“That, I can guarantee. I’ll tell you what I’ll do. If you will get off the pill and set this up to coincide with your ovulation, I will consider that compensation for stealing my husband from me.”


“I knew you were still bitter about that. Oh, all right. Daddy’s going to be furious with me, but that’s the breaks. Actually, I was a bit disappointed when I learned that my daddy hadn’t knocked me up after all. Now, he just might.”


“If you don’t deliver a litter of pups, he just might at that.” Bonnie, once again, presented Ginger with an obscene spread beaver, and said, “Right now, you can begin making up to me for eight hours of intense labor. Your time begins when your lips seal themselves to my cunt.”


Ginger smiled then got to her knees and crawled forward, but that’s another story.


    The End
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    “Prisoner of Love”


By PHIL PHANTOM


 


    I met Sharon in my junior year of high school. She stole my heart on first sight. Intelligent, warm, frisky, fun-loving, describes her personality. She was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen in person. She’s petite, nicely-developed but without big breasts. Most women would kill for her hair. It is long, wavy, and always bouncy and full. She swings her mane like a sexy movie star. Her legs could stop an express train. She doesn’t walk, she flounces—almost a dance. She’s full of energy and a passion for life. She radiates positive vibes to everyone around her. Consequently, she’s very popular.


    I knew my chances of winning her love were practically nil. Some call me a nerd, though I don’t wear glasses or carry the pencil and pen variety pack in my pocket. I’m not physically adept. Sports hold no interest for me. My one strong suit was my intellect. I applied that intellect to winning her heart. I wrote her anonymous love sonnets, put a white rose in her locker everyday after spying her using her combination, and wrote her passionate declarations of my love. It took three months for me to expose my identity to her, three more to get her to go out with me, six more before she agreed to be my steady, and in the middle of my Senior year, Sharon said yes to my proposal of marriage.


    Early in my courtship, after telling her I wanted to marry her, I swore an oath to remain a virgin until our wedding night. We were not going steady at the time. She thought my pledge was cute. She then launched a discussion on what constitutes virginity. We came to the mutual conclusion that true virginity was a triad of genital, anal, and oral virginity. I told her I was a total virgin and would remain so. She told me she was a total virgin, but said, “If we do get married, you might be the only total virgin in our honeymoon suite.” She said it in a playful, teasing way, but her words strung my ears. I just never thought of her as someone who could lie down with a man she didn’t love, or that she could love anyone but me. I also felt like kicking myself for making that stupid pledge.


    I sweated out the months between my declaration and our going steady. Each time she went out on a date, I managed to quiz her as to the state of her virginity, always in a delicate, humorous way, but dead serious. She didn’t mind my queries, and saw right through them. Soon after that, after a date, she’d come right out and say, “It’s still there (meaning her hymen),” or something licentious like, “He didn’t even put a dent in it.” She floored me one day by saying, “Boy, we sure had a close call last night. Thank god for pre-mature ejaculation.” Another time, she told me she defended my precious hymen with a blow job, sacrificing one third of her virginity.


    The day before she took my ring, she went out with Mark Springer, our quarter-back. I could not sleep all night. I called her at six in the morning, waking her to ask how she was. She groggily said, “You mean how is your hymen? Can’t you wait until a decent hour, like noon? I can assure you its status won’t change between now and then.”


    My heart fell. She heard it fall and said, “Relax. It’s still there, damnit! It took more than a blow job, though. My ass is still leaking at it hurts like hell. I should make you kiss it. I did that for you, you know. Look on the bright side; I’m still a one-third virgin.”


    What do you do when the love of your life tells you she sucked and took in the ass the most desirable guy in the school, for you. I was so relieved, I said thanks. She said, “You’re welcome. Good bye! [Click.].” I was back on the line at noon, begging her to go steady. She took pity on me and accepted my ring.


    The next few months were the best of my life. Sharon and I were inseparable. Our love blossomed. We talked of marriage and a life together, named our kids, and plotted our future. When we set a date—two years off—we made formal announcements. My feet never touched the ground. I never touched her in a sexual way, and she never offered any services to me. We did, however, spend hours kissing and holding each other.


    While we were dating, I never brought Sharon near my house. My house was a zoo, and my family—step family mostly—were animals. I lived in a run-down suburban home with my mother, step-father, and four step brats, all boys ranging in age from ten to fifteen. My step-father, Bucky, drove a dump truck. Bucky treated me like a red-headed step child, though my hair is blond. I do all of the stepping and fetching; his kids don’t do anything except create work for my mother.


    Bucky is one of the most vulgar men I’ve ever met, and I’ve met a bunch. My mother attracts that type like a dead squirrel attracts flies. Between marriages, Mom brought home some truly skuzzy humanoids. In truth, I was relieved when she married Bucky. Bucky may be vulgar, but he’s not physically abusive. He loves my mother, though he treats her like trash. I’ve known for years that my mother feeds on abuse—physical or mental. I’ve lived through the bondage freaks, the slave scene, the orgy set, and a few real perverts. I’ve actually seen my mother gang banged in my living room at the age of eleven. I’ve had to feed her and attend to her toilet while she was tied naked to a chair for days on end. I’ve sat in on photo sessions where Mom had to pose with dildoes and other women. Then, I had to live with the humiliation when those photos—published in a porno magazine—got circulated around school. Thankfully, we moved away right after that.


    So Bucky isn’t so bad by comparison. Crude and vulgar, I can live with. I hope he stays with Mom for the rest of her life. The only problem was Sharon. No way did I want Sharon exposed to Bucky and his brood. It would be like placing a lamb among wolves. Therefor, I went to great lengths to keep her away. After our engagement, though, Sharon wanted to get to know her new family. She became adamant, even after I told her what they were like. I reluctantly consented, and managed to bring her by when I knew Bucky was working or hunting. I kept him from seeing her for two months. It wasn’t long before I got pressure from both Bucky and Sharon to bring her by so they could get acquainted. I fought this as long as I could.


    Sharon loved my family and they adored her. She thinks it’s is neat the way my mom takes abuse from my step-brothers. She found it amusing that Bucky threw away all of Mom’s underclothes and makes her wear ridiculously shot skirts, tight sweaters, and high heels. Sharon laughs openly when one of them flips up Mom’s skirt or pinches her boobs. I’ve seen her instigating abuse. Once, when we were on the sofa and Mom was cleaning the fireplace, giving us an unintentional rear beaver shot, Sharon leaned over and told little Kevin, “I dare you to go up and stick your finger in her pussy.” He did and Sharon thought that was the funniest thing she ever saw. I think I was more shocked by Sharon’s vulgar term for the vagina. Nothing foul could come from Sharon. In my mind, her shit came out in little perfumed plastic capsules.


    The day I’d dreaded arrived. Sharon was invited to dinner. I picked her up. On seeing her, my mouth dropped open. I never saw her looking so sexy. She wore a short dress with an open bodice, high heels, and had been to the beauty parlor. She wore heavy make-up. She looked like a Sunday school whore. She could not have picked a worse outfit to wear in front of Bucky, and I begged her to reconsider jeans, tennis shoes, a sweat-shirt, and no make-up. She brushed me off with a simple, “Don’t be silly.”


    I was shitting razor blades all the way to my house. Sharon seemed quite calm. When Bucky saw Sharon enter the house, his eyes sprang out and he began salivating. He took her in a big bear hug, groping her ass with his greasy paws, welcoming her to the family, astonished that I could get such a fine piece (his words). I wanted to die, but Sharon took the groping and the hugs warmly. Bucky turned her loose and stood back to admire her body, telling her to turn slowly in place. Sharon blushed, smiling, and basking in the lewd attention. Bucky said, “You know what I like best about your legs, honey.”


    I went pale. I knew what was coming. I knew Sharon would freak out and leave, never to return. I wanted to stop her from answering. Sharon smiled her cutsy smile and said, “No what?”


    “They got feet at one end and pussy at the other.”


    Sharon laughed. She didn’t bat an eye. She said, “We have something in common all ready, because that’s what I like about them too.”


    Her impulsive response had an immediate impact on Bucky. He held out his hand and said, “Sweety, if you’re going to join this family, then we have to have us a little private talk.”


    Sharon cast me a curious look. I tried to signal with my expression, “No! Don’t go!” She offered him her hand then followed dutifully right into his bedroom. Bucky slammed the door shut, collapsing my world. Mark, Bucky’s oldest boy, taunted, “Dad’s going to fuck your little fiancee.” The four boys dashed for the closed door and pressed their ears to it.” Mom came over and held me, saying, “Now, now, you know what a tease Bucky can be. He’s just making you think bad thoughts, dear. Don’t get upset.”


    The boys took delight in running in and giving updates, like: I heard a zipper; she’s moaning; they’re on the bed. After ten minutes, the updates weren’t necessary. We could hear the squeaky bed springs and the banging of the headboard all through the house. I fell into a chair in a catatonic daze. The boys were merciless in their taunts. Brian shouted, “It looks like Dad added a new whore to the stable.” I wanted to kill him, but all I could do was stare fire at him.


    They stayed in the bedroom for over an hour, and by the sounds, had three sessions of intercourse. Mom had the food on the table, getting cold, waiting for Bucky to finish with my love. He emerged from the room moving Sharon ahead of him. He brought her before us, holding her by the shoulders like a trophy—her bra and panty in his left hand. Cum trails ran down both her legs, clear to her high heels. Her right shoulder strap had been ripped apart and the flap of dress material kept sliding off her right breast. She caught it just in time each time it threatened to uncover her nipple, but then stopped trying. The flap slid then flopped down, baring her right breast. She looked at me as if to say, “I tried, but I’ll be dammed if I’m going to hold it up all night.”


    Bucky tossed the bra and panties at Mom, the panties landing on her head. He said, “She understands the house rules. Throw those damn things away.” He announced, “All right. Listen up. We have a new member of our happy family. I want you guys to treat her with the same respect and consideration that you treat my dear wife.”


    This brought howls, cheers, clapping, and jumping joy to his four delinquents. I saw Sharon smile. I could have crawled under a sheet of paper. Brian said, “Can we fuck her, Dad?”


    “Son, if she will part her pretty legs for you, you’d be a damn fool not to.”


    This brought another round of buffoonery. He added, “That don’t mean you can just dog pile her and take it. If you want some pussy, you’ll have to do it like gentlemen. You talk her into it like I had to. You do it right, and she’ll strip, lie back, and put her knees in her arm pits without the first finger being laid on her.”


    Mark said, “Is that what she did?”


    “Ask her.”


    Mark addressed Sharon. She finally blushed and quietly said, “Yes.”


    Mark said, “Was she a virgin, Dad?”


    Bucky turned her back to us, pushed her shoulders down to knee level, pulled the back of her skirt up over her creamy moons and shot me through the heart. There was my lady love’s vagina, in full view, gaping open obscenely, tainted red and smeared with cum. Bucky made her widen her stance, saying, “These boys have never seen a fresh-fucked virgin before. Give them a good look, sweetlips. I watched in horror as those four perverts gathered at her ass and peered into her vagina. What shocked me even more was how easily Sharon accepted this treatment. Far from being traumatized, she had a sexual glow about her. Despite my anxiety, I couldn’t help admiring her beauty. Having never even seen her tits, I at least had Bucky to thank for exposing all of Sharon’s hidden treasures. I also figured that since she was no longer a virgin, our sexual relationship could begin.


    Sharon sat through dinner with her right tit hanging out and leaking Bucky’s cum on her seat—a mess my mother had to clean up. The only topic of discussion was Sharon’s performance. She sat quietly listening to them talk about her remarkable abilities and attributes. After the bizarre dinner, I felt as though I’d been in the bedroom with them throughout. I learned that Bucky took her orally, anally, and vaginally. That Sharon sucks a mean cock, and does a trick with her sphincter that drives Bucky wild. He also informed us that her toes turn inward when you nibble on her clit. I made a mental note.


    Mark kept pressing for specifics on what to say and do to get Sharon to spread her legs. Bucky said, “I’ve always said, ‘Treat a whore like a lady and a lady like a whore and you’ll never go wrong.’”


    “Yeah, but what is she, a whore or a lady?”


    Bucky leaned forward, got serious, and said, “Sharon is the exception to the rule. She’s a whore that likes to be treated like a whore. If you boys want anything from this little slut, you got to treat her like a whore. She can’t resist that approach. She told me that herself.”


    Sharon peered at me while casually placing a fork of mashed potatoes in her mouth. She turned the fork head-on and sucked the potatoes off. I made another mental note. We left shortly thereafter. Mom pinned Sharon’s strap in place. It troubled me that Sharon did not bother to clean herself. She sat on my new seat covers, but I said nothing. We drove in silence. When I drove past her turn off, headed in the direction of our favorite makeout spot, she said nothing. My cock leapt to attention; my foot pressed harder on the accelerator. I parked the car by the lake and turned in the seat to face her. Sharon turned her head towards me. I scooted over and took her in my arms. We kissed. I grabbed her right breast and squeezed. Sharon took it off, leaned back and said, “What do you think you’re doing?”


    My face burned with shame and confusion. I said, “Sharon, don’t be mad at me. I tried to warn you.”


    “I’m not talking about that. I’m talking about you grabbing my breast like I was some cheap slut. Is that what you think of me now?”


    “No, of course not.”


    “Do you think that just because I stripped off all my clothes right after entering the bedroom, and climbed onto the bed; that because I spread my legs and played with my vagina; that I told him I was a virgin and wanted him to fuck my pussy; you think that makes me a whore?”


    “Well Sharon…”


    “I only did that because I knew that’s what he wanted and expected. I only wanted to be accepted by the family. And after what you told me, I knew he’d just take it anyway. I didn’t want that to tarnish our relationship, so I gave it willingly, so he wouldn’t carry any guilt. I did that for us, and you call me a whore.”


    “I’m sorry, Sharon. I never called you a whore, or even thought it.”


    “Do you think I enjoyed exposing my pussy to those boys, your mother, and you? Is that what you think?”


    “No, not at all. It must have been terribly humiliating.”


    “Do you think I enjoyed being talked about in the most vulgar terms and having all my sexual secrets laid bare for everyone to know. Sure, I told him I wanted his boys to treat me just like your mother. I don’t want special treatment. Your mother appreciates that, if her son doesn’t”


    “But, Sharon. That wasn’t necessary. My mother likes that kind of treatment.”


    “I suppose she’s a whore, too?”


    “No, you’re putting words in my mouth. Sharon, I love you.”


    “I don’t want to discuss this anymore. I need time to think about our relationship. Take me home.”


    “Sharon, Ple…”


    “Take me home!”


    I started the car and eased onto the roadway. All the way to her house, I pleaded for forgiveness, rededicated my love and respect, promised never to insult her modesty or impugn her virtue, praised her for her sacrifices on our behalf, and thanked her for placing the welfare of my family members above her own. As I turned into the driveway, I said, “Thank you for handling Bucky the way you did. That was smart. He would have taken it anyway.”


    I put the car in park. Sharon turned towards me on the seat and said, “Do you really mean that?”


    “Yes, I do.”


    “And how about me suggesting to Bucky that the boys treat me like a whore.”


    “I thought you asked him to be treated like mother?”


    “Same difference. I may have said whore. Well?”


    “Okay. Yes, I agree. I don’t like it, but now that I know why you said it, I agree.”


    “I don’t know. I’m not sure I trust you anymore.”


    “Sharon. I love you. You know that! You can trust me.”


    “All right. You heard Bucky tell the boys how to get me to spread my legs, right?”


    “Yes.”


    “And those boys expect me to put out, just by treating me like a whore, Right?”


    “Well, yes, I suppose, but nothing says you have to.”


    “And if I let Bucky, or Mark, but not the others, can’t you see where that will cause hard feelings.”


    “Well, yes, but…”


    “No buts, you know it’s true. Face it. From now on, I’m a whore for Bucky, Mark, Brian, Stevie, and Kevin. Can you deal with that reality.”


    “You’ll never be a whore to me.”


    “But I will and am a whore to them, don’t you agree? It’s all right. It’s the truth. I won’t get made if you say it. I want to hear you admit that I’m a whore.”


    I was terribly confused, but one thing I knew—Sharon did want me to call her a whore. I said, “You’re a whore, Sharon.”


    She smiled and made me say it ten times. She then said, “But I’m not a whore to you. To you, I’m a virgin princess.” I nodded my weak understanding. She went on, “That means I expect to be treated no differently by you. Between you and me, nothing has changed. And I’m holding you to your pledge. If you can accept those terms, I’ll consider the wedding still on; otherwise, I never want to see you again.”


    This was like a splash of ice water. I quickly said, “I can accept those terms.”


    “That means that you have to watch while your step-father and your step-brothers enjoy what you must wait two years for.”


    This was another splash in the face. I nodded weakly. She smiled and said, “I’m not sure you fully understand. Close your eyes and imagine this scene. We’re sitting on the sofa, cuddled up, watching TV. Little Kevin crawls up, reaches under my skirt and starts playing with my pussy. I reach down and pull my skirt up. I lay my leg over your lap and lay my head into your shoulder while he finger-fucks me. And you look down at the pussy you haven’t even touched and see your brat brother in it to his wrist. Could you sit still for that?”


    The vision, oddly, had my cock standing tall. I said I could. She went on, “Okay, later, Brian leans across you with his dick in his hand, right in front of your face, and says, ‘Suck my cock, bitch.’ I lean over and slide my mouth over it and start sucking. I’m sucking Brian’s cock with my mouth right next to yours. In fact, his cock is under your nose and the shaft is against your lips. You don’t pull away because you know better. You know it makes me angry when you don’t let them humiliate you. Sometimes I pull off and press his cockhead against your lips. You open and suck him in. I like to jack him off in your mouth especially if your mother is watching. I like making him cum in your face, or on mine and having you lick it off. Can you see yourself doing those things?”


    Unbelievably, I was about to cum. Breathing hard, I managed to say, “Yes.”


    She said, “One day, Mark comes over and say’s, ‘Give me some pussy, whore.’ I calmly get up. I do a strip. Mark lays me over your lap so that my ass is over your crotch. You see Mark get between my widely-parted legs and center his cock at my hole and shove. You watch that hated cock take your lady’s pussy and can only imagine the exquisite feelings he’s experiencing. Everybody gathers around to watch Mark fuck me. I hold my feet by the toes and beg Mark to pound my cunt. They’re all excited because they know what happens after Mark cums. After getting my pussy pumped full of Mark’s sperm, I jump up and stand on the sofa cushions with my back to you. Your head is laid back and I get my cunt over your mouth. You suck all the sperm, right from my fresh-fucked snatch. Your hands are dutifully at your sides, because you still cant touch my pussy. Only your lips and tongue can touch my pussy, and that’s only if there’s sperm in it. Can you see yourself doing that?”


    I had my cock out and was masturbating. Cum flew out and peppered the headliner. Sharon laughed and said, “I’ll take that as a yes.”


    When my breathing returned to normal, I glanced sheepishly at my love. She was smiling. She said, “Do you still want to marry me?”


    I said, “Yes, god yes.”


    “Good, then you have potential as a husband. I can’t go in the house like this. Take off your shirt so I can wipe my cunt.” I handed her my shirt and watched her mop her crotch, wipe her legs, and draw it up the crack of her ass. She handed it back and said, “Well, got to go. Great dinner. Thank everyone for me. See you in school. Bye.” I put my soiled shirt back on and drove home in a daze.


    We were married as planned. Sharon stood beside me at the alter with five loads of cum drooling down her legs—none of which was mine. Bucky and the boys took turns with her in the bridal chamber, wiped their dicks on her train, and sent her down the aisle. Things haven’t changed much since, but I finally got to make love to my lady. That whore is one fine piece of ass, and she has this thing she does with her sphincter. What a gal!
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Phil Phantom “Raising Cain” (Part one of two) By Tiffany







Cain is our only child. Thank God, because I never could have raised two. Cain would have been a handful for any mother under the best of circumstances. My husband, Cliff, hamstrung me with Dr. Spock’s method of child raising. Yes, Cliff read the book forward and backward. He firmly believed in the non-physical method of child raising. Dr. Spock never tried his methods on a kid like Cain. If he had, his book would have been completely different.


You can say no to Cain until you’re blue; he doesn’t mind. You can talk and reason until you’re black and blue; nothing gets through. Even at the age of three, Cain would stand flat-footed and yell, “NO!” Consequently, Cain grew up getting his way. I don’t dare try to shop with him. As for getting help from Cliff, no chance. Cliff thinks the method is working just fine. He would, he’s never around.


Cliff thinks a kid that gets expelled twice a year since first grade is a sign of being high spirited. He will not help me break his kid’s spirit. Cliff can control Cain by a firm lecture, but avoids them if possible. In order to curb an intolerable situation, I must call on Cliff. Afterwards, Cain stays pissed at me for days, making my life miserable for telling on him. Therefore, I try not to involve Cliff.


As an example, when Cain was eight, he suddenly took an interest in the physical differences between boys and girls. He marched in the door one day, strode up to me, and said, “Mom, take your clothes off. I want to see you naked.”


I looked at him like he was nuts and told him, in a manner of speaking, to go to hell. The war was on. I could not turn my back on him after that. He’d lift my skirt and try to yank my panties down. He’d reach inside my blouse. He even snuck under my bedding with a flash light. When I told Cliff what Cain was doing, Cliff quoted book and verse from Dr. Spock’s book. “Parents should satisfy the natural curiosity of children. Sex should be discussed openly to the degree the child wants to know.” He told me to let the kid look.


I am painfully shy about my body, even though I think I have a good one. I’m not big busted, but I am trim and shapely. Without Cliff’s help, I knew I was fighting a losing battle. The worst part of all was that the war interfered with my favorite pastime, masturbation. I could never relax knowing Cain might be hiding and watching.


The next day, while fighting off Cain, I suddenly jumped up, stripped, and reclined with my legs apart in complete surrender. Cain had a field day exploring every nook and cranny of my body. I gave him the three dollar tour. At his insistence, I even demonstrated how women pee, sitting on the toilet with my knees out wide while Cain peeled back my labia lips.


He fondled, pinched, and sucked my tits. There was nothing sexual about this. He was simply curious. After that, he stopped bugging me. He paid little attention to my body, in fact. The positive side effect of this was that I overcame my inhibitions around Cain. Being nude in Cain’s presence was easier than being nude with Cliff. Cliff and I still made love with the lights off.


I thought I’d been through the worst, and then puberty hit. Cain shot up like a weed. Now, in the seventh grade, when he stands flat-footed to tell me no, we are eye to eye. Furthermore, he took a renewed interest in my body, a sexual interest, at a time when Cliff wouldn’t look twice at a beaver shot. I can’t say I didn’t enjoy the attention, but I strongly resented my son’s crude fondling. When he’d finger fuck me or try to suck my titties, I’d tell him no. He rarely took my no, but I tried to be firm. I struggled against his assaults, but he could overpower me. I’m a petite woman anyway. I stand five two, and my normal weight is one hundred and ten pounds. Cain weighs about the same, but he is all muscle. I couldn’t hold him down if I wanted to take a belt to him. In those early months of puberty, I wanted to do just that. If Cliff only knew what his son has put me through, he’d…well, he’d have done something, I’m sure. I just wish I’d told him when the trouble first started.


This all started when Cain’s voice started changing. He began taking an abnormal interest in women, not girls, women. He had a source for hard-core pornography. He kept these slick magazines in his room. Since I cleaned his room, I noticed everything. Cain never tried to hide them, anyway. I knew the first time he had an ejaculation. He proudly soiled his bed sheets, underwear, and socks which I had to handle.


When I made no comment about this, he became bolder. He began depositing his load on my personal things. I found sperm on my toothbrush, in my clean panties, on my pillow, in my favorite coffee cup, in the silverware, in my shoe, and in my bra cups. Far from upsetting me, I grew to enjoy these sticky surprises. If I felt something squish between my toes on slipping a shoe on, I’d wear the shoe that way. I brushed my teeth with sperm, ate with a spermy fork, and drank my coffee with sperm cream. If I pulled out a pair of fresh panties with a soggy crotch, I wore them. I gladly set my breasts in wet bra cups.


I tried to never let Cain see me do these things, but one morning, I caught him zipping up after sperming my coffee cup. I pulled back, out of sight, my pussy all a-tingle. I took a deep breath and walked into the kitchen, putting on my usual, half-asleep morning face. As Cain sat before his cereal, watching me with a wicked grin, I groggily poured coffee in the cup, added a spoon of sugar, a spoon of creamer, and stirred without looking. When I brought the coffee to my lips, taking a long sip, Cain’s wry grin became a wide grin. I made a pleasant face and joined him. He said, “How’s your coffee this morning, Mom?”


I said, “It’s very rich. I always enjoy my first cup best of all, but this morning the coffee is very good.” I took another long sip, watching his reaction. He just smiled knowingly.


The following morning, I walked in on him while he was jerking off, naked in his bed. He didn’t stop; he didn’t even look up. My catching him triggered his orgasm, in fact. He ejaculated all over his chest, then he looked to me. I backed out, blushing profusely.


After that, Cain jacked off wherever and whenever he felt the need. He went for shock value and was quite proud of his erections. He had a right to be. For a thirteen-year-old, he had an impressive piece of meat between his legs. He had seven inches as thick as his father’s with a flaring helmet as big as a plum. When erect, his adult-looking cock arched back almost to his lower belly. His father had eight inches but had difficulty reaching the perpendicular when fully erect, and the head was smaller than Cain’s. Furthermore, Cain still had a lot of growing to do.


I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to look at my son’s cock. Cliff was my first and only lover. Cliff’s cock was the only adult cock I’d ever seen in person. Until Cain started bringing the porn home, Cliff’s cock was the only adult cock I’d ever seen. I thought Cliff was huge. While Cain was in school, I learned differently while perusing his material. I saw cocks twice as big as Cliff’s, as thick as my wrist, and with heads the size of my fist. I got weak in the knees just thinking about taking a cock that big. I got weak in the knees just thinking about taking Cain’s.


Yes, in my private fantasies, I thought the unthinkable. I couldn’t help it. I saw Cain’s cock several times a day, in action. To make matters worse, I have always been fascinated by semen. I love the stuff. I like the taste, smell, and consistency. I love to feel the hot, slimy goo squirting deep inside me, squishing between my thighs, sliding between my pussy lips when I walk, running down my legs, and drying on my body. Cain could ejaculate eight times in one day, with his last load equaling his father’s first. Cain’s first could drown a cock-sucking whore. Cain gave me plenty to fantasize about.


Cliff was no help. I could have vented much of my sexual tensions on him, but he was rarely around. Cliff is a workaholic, and after fifteen years of marriage, his sexual appetite dramatically waned as mine grew. Sometimes, we went months between fucks and weeks between blow jobs. I often resorted to sucking him off while he slept, just for a taste of semen. When Cain started jerking off in front of me, I was sucking off Cliff whenever I could get him alone. Sometimes, he had to push me away. Cliff called me a sex maniac and made me take cold showers. I’m serious; he’d put me in the shower and turn on the cold water.


I knew I should have told Cliff what Cain was doing. I came close, but after a few forced cold showers, I was in no mood to curb the one outlet I had—masturbating to the image of a recent display of youthful virility. Masturbating to the image of Cain’s magnificent cock spewing forth a fountain of rich sperm gave me my best orgasms ever.


Also, I knew that Cain would continue to escalate his activities if I didn’t tell on him. The very idea thrilled me. Speculating about what might happen next was masturbatory foreplay. For the first week, all he did was jerk off where I’d catch him in the act. When he got away with that, he began jerking off after seeking me out. If I moved, he’d follow.


I came close to telling Cliff after Cain jerked off while standing in front of me. I was seated on the sofa, pretending to read a magazine but secretly watching over the top. The first blast hit my magazine. Two more jets landed on my skirt. Several ropy strands landed on my bare legs. For appearances sake, I threw the magazine at him and stormed off to the bathroom. In the bathroom, I gathered his sperm on my fingers and sucked my fingers. His youthful ball juice was like ambrosia.


I knew I’d be courting disaster if I didn’t put a halt to Cain’s latest outrage. I could only imagine what his further escalations might entail. I imagined them while masturbating. After a dozen terrific orgasms, I decided not to tell. For two days, Cain thought he would catch hell. For those two days, he laid low. I did not see his cock. For those two days, I was a wreck. At first, I was sorely tempted to tell Cliff what had happened, but after two days, I was craving another encounter. After seeing his father come and go twice without any mention of the incident, Cain relaxed.


Cliff leaves the house as Cain awakens. I usually watch the morning TV news while drinking my coffee, usually wearing only a loosely-belted short robe. On that third morning, I half expected, fully hoped, that Cain would give me a parting show before leaving for school. I waited with growing nervousness. I sat with my back to the hallway and did not hear his approach. Suddenly, a slimy wet hand cupped my mouth and nose from behind, pulling my head back.


The shock startled me, but my first strained intake of breath told me I had a face full of fresh sperm. I struggled only half-heartedly and tried shouting my protests. All this did was permit Cain to get his wet fingers in my mouth. He had me by my hair with one hand, laughing wickedly while wiping his sperm-covered hand through my moving lips.


This crude and messy assault was marvelous. My mouth, inside and out, was coated in his fresh spend. I savored the feel and taste while putting up a show of resistance. I made faces while he meticulously wiped sperm from my face and stuffed coated fingers inside my mouth. I could have sealed my lips tightly to prevent this; instead, I kept up a steady flow of muffled words in mock agonized disgust. He took his time and got most in my mouth before walking away, laughing. I swallowed his load then spit saliva into the lapel of my robe. I doubled over, sputtering and gagging, putting up a good front. Cain watched from a distance, laughing.


We didn’t speak as he readied himself for school, but on the way out the door, he paused to say, “I’ll whip up another snack for you when I get home from school. Bye, Mommy!”


I went straight to my bedroom and attacked my hot pussy. I spent most of my day torturing my cunt, in fact. I dreamed of the repeat assault. My only concern was that I somehow maintain my show of distaste and resistance. I knew I was weakening, and the thought of turning into a babbling sex slave to my Cain sent shudders through me. Somehow, I needed to impose limitations on him. Without dragging Cliff into the problem, that seemed an impossible feat. Still, I thought I must try.


When Cain returned that afternoon, I was seated in my usual place on the sofa wearing a nice skirt and blouse combination. I’d spent a great deal of time fixing my hair and makeup. I must have looked like I was going out. In truth, I wanted to look my best for Cain. He liked what he saw and strode right over, dropping his books and standing between me and the TV show I wasn’t watching.


Cain drew out his hardening cock and began pumping the arching shaft. I made a face and said, “Cain, you must stop treating me this way. Boys are not supposed to treat their mothers this way. If you must do that, please do it in private.”


He merely grinned as I stared at his cock. He said, “I’m whipping you up a sperm snack. You’re going to eat it all up, too. Sperm is good for you. You love my cum! You like looking at my dick, too, don’t you?”


I forced my eyes up and said, “I think it’s disgusting what you’re doing, and I don’t like looking. I can’t help looking; you practically shove that thing in my face. I should tell your father what you’re doing to me.”


His reply was to step closer, straddling my knees, thrusting his cock out obscenely. I had to draw back to avoid the wet head as he teased, “Yeah, but you won’t. He wouldn’t care anyway. He’d probably make you suck it.”


Cain gave me this opening to explain my reluctance in telling, and I jumped at the opportunity to seal my fate further, saying, “I know, that’s why I haven’t told him. Daddy’s little boy can do anything he wants. Don’t push your luck, though.”


“Yeah, I think I’ll tell him I want my own private whore. I’ll bet he gives you the job. How about that, Mom? How would you like to be my whore?”


This excited him further and had my mind racing with the implications, the possibilities. He pumped harder and faster. I watched that delicious, shiny, plum bob repeatedly into view in the wrap of pumping fingers. His left hand was poised at the tip, cupped to catch his spend. Seconds later, thick jets poured into his free hand as he shuddered and groaned his release. It was all I could do not to lap at the puddle then suck that beautiful instrument into my mouth. My mouth watered for my son’s cock, but I maintained my look of disgust.


When he had all the sperm cupped in his hand, he held that hand to my lips and said, “Here, lick it up.”


I turned my head. He mounted the sofa, kneeling on my left side. He took my hair in his right hand and pulled my head back forcefully. When I opened wide to go, “ouch,” he upended his cupped left hand into my open mouth. His sperm poured in, filling my mouth. I was in heaven. He said, “Now, swallow it all.” He pulled harder on my hair. I didn’t want to swallow, because I was hoping to savor the taste. He took my stalling as reluctance, but I finally did as he insisted.


He then put the wet palm to my lips and said, “Lick it all off.” I licked his palm. Afterwards, he got up, grinning from ear to ear. I sat rightfully humbled and ashamed. My face was even red. I’m sure he thought I was embarrassed, certainly humiliated.


Cain was so happy with the way I took to his domination of me, my subservient behavior, that he couldn’t wait to try again. The next assault happened thirty minutes later as I was leaning over the sink, peeling carrots for our evening meal. His sperm-laden hand came from behind, cupped under my lower lip. I gripped the counter top and made a groan of despair. This time, he pushed on the back of my head until my head was down, my lips in the puddle. He said, “Lap it up.”


I hesitated only long enough to make my surrender believable, then dipped my tongue into the warm, white mess. He giggled and drove me on. Soon, I was lapping at the puddle like a dog. His other hand wasn’t idle, either. He ran his right hand up my skirt from behind and insinuated the fingers down my panties. I clamped my legs together but he forced his way into the crotch, digging at my hole with his fingers. I lapped and groaned in feigned mortification. When he moved his wet fingers up my ass crack and stopped at my anus, I stopped licking. His index finger poked rudely inside and I cried out, “No! Please don’t do that!”


He ignored me and fucked that finger in and out, saying, “Shut up and keep licking, whore.” I tolerated that butt finger-fucking and went back to my licking like a good whore should. When he worked a second finger up my ass, I merely groaned. When I had his hand clean, he dropped that hand down and went in my panties from the front. He toyed with my pussy, exciting my clit and fingering the hole. The kid knew a woman’s pleasure centers and was actively trying to make me cum.


I found my feet sliding outward as though my pussy was giving the orders. Before long, I stood with my feet a yard apart, head bowed, hands gripping the counter, my pelvis grinding on my son’s fingers rapidly penetrating me, front and rear. I had never had my asshole touched before. I found the wicked sensation delightful once my sphincter adjusted. I came like a woman possessed with a sex demon and almost sank to the floor.


As I regained my feet, Cain drew my panties down my legs. I offered no resistance and stepped free of them. He stood, lifted my skirt to bare my ass and delivered a sharp stinging slap, saying, “You’re a good whore, Mom. What’s for supper?”


All I could do was bury my face in my hands to mask my arousal with a show of shame. He only laughed and walked away. He returned twice more while I prepared our dinner. Each time, he felt me up, entering both my ass and pussy for a quick fingering and parting with another sharp slap to my ass cheeks. I was properly humbled. I never said a word and would not look him in the eye.


Cliff was out of town on business for a week. Even if I wanted to tell on him, I was at Cain’s mercy for the entire week. We both knew that. During dinner, I sat looking morose, still not wearing panties. He checked before I took my seat, casually lifting my skirt in front. When I sat, he opened my blouse and exposed my bare breasts. I left them exposed.


Halfway through the meal, he got up, came over, and freed his erection. He began jerking off. I sat back, quietly waiting for him to finish. He shot his load on my dinner, covering what remained with his special sauce. I was delighted, of course, but reacted with disgust, pushing my plate away, making a face.


As I expected, he moved it back and insisted I clean my plate. I pretended to gag with each fork full; but in reality, I never enjoyed potatoes and carrots more. Before the night was through, Cain had me sucking him to orgasm while I was totally naked. I don’t know how many times he came, but I ended up swallowing every precious drop.


That night, he climbed into my bed with me. We were both naked. I rolled away, lying on my side. He snuggled up to me, spoon fashion, and poked his tired erection between my legs. I half expected intercourse would occur, and the actuality of the impending event had me breathing hard. It was all I could do to remain still and not lift my leg like the bitch in heat I’d become. As it turned out, lifting my leg wasn’t necessary. Cain had easy access to my slimy wet hole and pressed hard. His big head pried its way through my receptive pussy lips. I almost swooned. I never felt anything so erotic.


Unfortunately, the poor kid was all orgasmed out. He’d spent his last spend and was tired. He simply entered me fully and drifted off to sleep. I was far from sleep, however. With him snoring beside me, I bravely used my fingers to excite my clit. His cock, amazingly, remained hard. His cock was not as hard as it gets, but hard enough for me to move my pelvis on to get a short stroke out of him. Together with my finger play, I managed a quiet climax. Thirty minutes later, with him still inside me, still hard, I managed another.


I was awakened the following morning to a rude, missionary screwing. Cain was on top of me, pounding away at my cunt while he chewed my right tittie. I was a little disoriented, but my pussy knew what was going on and ordered my legs wide apart. My back arched, and I used both hands to squeeze my tittie up in lewd offering. This was fucking the way I’d always dreamed fucking should be. The fact that my son was doing the fucking made no difference. Any male that could do to my body what Cain was doing to it, had themselves a whore.


In passionate surrender, I cupped my hands to his head and slobbered wet kisses all over his face, saying, “Oh, yes, Cain, fuck me! Fuck Mommy, sweetheart. Oh, yes, baby! I’m your whore, darling.” The words were out before I knew what I was saying. Those words made him cum deep in my womb, deep in my fertile womb, I might add. Since Cliff had a vasectomy, we used no birth control. I wasn’t thinking about that at the time, though. I was too busy cumming on that shooting cock.


Since the words were out, I had no intention of trying to take them back. When Cain collapsed on me, I cupped his tight buttocks, squeezing and stroking his soft skin. His ear was beside my mouth. I kissed his ear and whispered sexily, “That was wonderful, Cain. I meant what I said. I’ll be your private whore. I’ll do anything you want, anytime.” I planted loving kisses while stroking his flanks, grinding my sex-starved cunt on his still buried cock. Cain simply relaxed and soaked up the lewd affection.


We languished in each others arms, alone with our own thoughts. I began thinking about all that virile sperm swimming about in my womb and began counting back the days since my last period. It was dangerously close to my fertile cycle, but too late to do anything about it if I was fertile. Oddly, the thought that I might, at that very moment, be conceiving a child by my own son gave me a wicked thrill. Still, I had enough sense to know what a disaster that would be. Getting an abortion on the sly would be difficult without Cliff’s knowledge. He controls every dime, and our state requires the consent of both parties for married women.


I said, “Cain, we are going to have to get you some condoms, sweetheart. It wouldn’t do for me to get pregnant. You do know that your father had an operation to make sure he couldn’t make babies, don’t you?”


To my utter surprise, he said, “Yeah, I know. That’s why I want to get you pregnant. I’m not going to wear no rubbers, no way.”


I said, “But honey, that would be a disaster. I’d have to get an abortion if that happened.”


“No you wouldn’t, and you’d better not try. If you do, I’ll tell Dad. I’ll tell him you’ve been fucking all kinds of men. I’ll tell him you’re the biggest whore in town.”


I was stunned, to say the least. I backed off to get a good look at his face to see if he was serious. He got up on his straight arms, looking down on me, and said, “I’m going to knock you up, Mother. You’re my whore, now, and I want you pregnant. I always get what I want. You know that, don’t you?”


“But, baby, your father will divorce me if that happens.”


“I know, then I’ll have you all to myself, won’t I?”


“But, sweetheart, we won’t have any money.”


“You’ll earn plenty with your pussy. You’re my whore, remember?”


What could I do? I wasn’t about to tell Cliff after all I’d done, after willingly screwing our son. Cain had me and would continue having me whether I liked it or not. To make matters worse, his bold declaration had fired his passions. His once softening cock was again rigid and moving in my soupy twat, stirring our juices and my own passions. I drew my feet in and ground back saying, “In that case, then put some more sperm in Mommy’s pussy, sweetheart. Let’s do this right. Make a baby in me, Cain. Fuck more sperm into my hot pussy. Make me a pregnant whore.”


My words fired him to new levels of lust, ending in a dynamic mutual climax and another dousing of sperm in my receptive womb. He stayed home from school that day and we fucked like bunnies. Every day, he filled my womb several times. I remained naked and ready to fuck for the remainder of that week.


When I missed my next period, I wasn’t the least surprised. Cain was elated when I told him the news. I was somewhat elated, but tempered with the knowledge that my life was on an irrevocable path, one that did not hold the promise of a bright, secure future, but did hold the promise of months, perhaps a few more years, of deliciously wild sex. Since I had no choice, I tried to stay focused on the short term advantages, resolved to see my marriage self destruct.


The marriage was a hollow shell, anyway. Whatever love there had been was long dead. Cliff was merely security; though, for a woman with no job skills or work experience, that security counted for a lot. I could not conceive of fucking strange men for money, though Cain reminded me constantly that real whoring was in my immediate future. Cain played up the whore angle. When he said whore, he meant whore. Whoring wasn’t just a dirty word to add excitement to our incestuous relationship, as I at first believed.


(end part one of two)
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“Raising Cain” Part Two of Two


He expected me to act like a whore at home, but more and more, he demanded I act like a whore outside the home. He not only treated me like a whore in private, he treated me that way in public. I didn’t mind the private stuff, but I strongly resisted going public. As always, Cain slowly got his way.


The conditioning all started with his little circle of neighborhood friends. Cain was the ring leader of their group of young delinquents, always doing things to piss someone off: peeping in windows, stealing women’s panties, spying on grownups making love. The police were called in several times; but usually, I had to deal with the angry neighbors’ complaints directly.


Cain had two best friends his age: Marty and Steve. Steve also had a younger sister. Ann tagged along with them a great deal. Ann was a precocious little eleven-year-old with big, mischievous, blue eyes and a full head of long curly blond hair. She had little budding titties and the hint of a developing woman’s figure. I always suspected that she was their little sexual plaything. She would go into Cain’s room with them when the bed was strewn with his pornography. They were in there sometimes for hours with the door locked. I’d seen her leave looking disheveled and a bit flushed.


All of the kids had mouths like sailors and they loved tossing about the “F” word in my presence. They liked to hang out at our house; I suppose, because our house was the only place where they could get away with their lewd conduct. Cain was at his worst when they were around. He’d boss me around and call me names just to look cool. After he started jerking off in front of me, he also took every opportunity to embarrass me by grabbing a tit or flipping up my skirt if I walked by. Before Cain and I began having sex, I had been goosed by all of them, including Ann.


Having an eleven-year-old girl reach up under your skirt and grab a handful of pussy is a sobering experience. There is nothing like it for reminding a woman how little respect or control she has over the kids in her life. What little I did have, I gradually surrendered to Cain as we sank deeper and deeper into our incestuous relationship. In the back of my mind, I knew this would happen. I wanted him so badly that I was willing to pay the price. For the most part, I tried not to think about the price. On that first day after Cain and I went all the way, I didn’t even want to think about what might happen when the gang arrived after school.


I knew they’d march straight over from the bus stop at three forty-five and enter without knocking. As the time drew near, I managed to slip into a pullover shift. Though I was naked beneath the shift, I could not bear to let the kids see me wearing nothing. I kept mopping my crotch, but semen kept leaking out. I wanted to go away and hide somewhere, but I knew they’d seek me out. The look on Cain’s face told me he was going to humiliate me beyond words. He couldn’t wait to share his conquest with his little friends.


I didn’t know how I’d survive this ordeal. I knew the time to make my first installment for all the illicit pleasure I’d received was at hand. The scene was unavoidable, but that didn’t make enduring any easier. As the clock ticked closer to the hour, Cain’s grin grew. He wasn’t going to tip his hand. I had no idea how this would go down, only that it would. When the door burst open, I nearly jumped out of my skin.


I stood in the open living room looking at the smiling faces of Marty, Steve, and Ann. Without my being aware, Cain moved up from behind me and quickly raised my shift above my waist, pinning the material tightly about my middle. I struggled to cover my nakedness, but quickly realized the futility. As the kids gasped and dropped to their knees at my feet, all hope and thoughts of resistance drained out of me. I hung limply on display as my son proudly announced, “Well, I did it. I fucked her. I fucked her good, too.”


Marty said, “Boy, I’ll say. I can see your cum leaking out of her cunt crack.”


Cain gently kicked at the inside of my right ankle. With resignation, I allowed my right foot to move out the desired distance, a good thirty inches. Cain pushed against my ass to thrust out my pussy for his friends. Their faces were in my crotch, peering up into my open pussy. Ann’s small fingers touched my wet lips and trailed through my slimy slit, saying, “Wow, look how red and big it is. Look at all the stuff leaking out. How many times did you fuck her pussy, Cain?”


“Lots, right Mom? Last night, she gave me three blow jobs, and today, we fucked six times.”


Steve said, “Man, this is great. You lucky mother fucker, Cain. Is your mom a good fuck? Does she like it?”


“She’s a great fuck, better than Ann, that’s for sure. You liked it, didn’t you, Mom?”


I nodded meekly as Ann, that little shit, pursed her fingers together and pushed her hand inside, declaring, “Hey, look, I got my whole hand inside her pussy. I’m making a fist inside.”


This nearly took my breath away and made my knees almost buckle. Steve said, “Make like a cock and fuck her with your fist.”


She did just that, sending delicious waves of lust swarming through me. Her arm was bigger than Cain’s cock, her fist bigger than his cockhead. She gently, but firmly, punched deep, pounding my cervix with her small fist. Cain asked, “Want to see her tits?” The two boys stood as Cain lifted the shift over my head. I assisted by lifting my arms. He took my tits in both hands and held them in offering to his buddies. Marty took the left; Steve took the right. Each played with and sucked on my tits while Ann drove me wild. I was moaning, groaning, and rocking my pelvis on her hand, thrusting my chest out to the boys.


Cain said, “Mom said she’d be my whore from now on. Isn’t that right, Mom?”


“Yes. I’m your whore, Cain.”


Ann asked, “Are you still going to get her pregnant like you said?”


“Tell her, Mom.”


“Yes, he is going to make a baby in me. We’ve been working on it all day. I want to have Cain’s baby.”


Ann said, “Man what a horny bitch! Look at her fucking herself on my arm. Man, it’s gooey in there.”


Marty said, “Can we fuck her, too?”


“Not until I know she’s pregnant. You can fuck her asshole if you want. Either that, or she’ll suck you off.”


I came explosively with my son’s offer to share me with his friends. Though I’d never had anal sex, I was willing to try. When Ann pulled out, they put me on all fours. They all stripped and Marty got behind me with his six-inch erection. He used the head to toy with my pussy, saying, “Can I at least stick it in her cunt to get it wet?”


Cain had my cheeks pulled apart, looking into my crotch from above. He said, “Yeah, go ahead and fuck her pussy if you want, but just be sure you cum in her ass, okay?”


While Steve presented his five-inch rod to my open mouth, Marty sank in to the balls and started fucking me. I sucked hard on Steve’s cock while Ann crawled under me to watch my screwing from below. Marty drew out after a few minutes, then poised his cock at my sphincter. He grabbed my hips and pulled hard. His cock sank into my colon with relative ease, but he still made me groan.


Ann cried out, “Look, he’s got his cock all the way in her asshole. Man, that’s neat looking. Look at her wiggle her butt. Cain, your mom sure likes to fuck.”


Steve didn’t last long and emptied his balls in my sucking mouth. Ann crawled out to watch him cum. When he eased away, she got in front of me and shoved her hairless pussy in my face. I was so hot and horny, I eagerly licked and sucked her little snatch. She said, “Look everybody, Cain’s mom is sucking my pussy. She really loves it, too.”


I heard Cain say, “I’ll bet she’d like it better if there was a big cock in it.”


I was so turned on, I took my mouth off her to say, “Oh, Yes! Cain, please put your big cock in her pussy. I’ll lick you both.”


Cain pulled the ottoman up to me and sat with his cock sticking up in my face. I mouthed his familiar rod deeply. Ann stepped across and settled, as I guided his cock to her small opening. I had an excellent view as her tight lips flowed over his crown. She winced as she settled lower, letting the bulbous crown pop inside past her ring of muscle tissue. From there on, the shaft went steadily in with short squatting motions, lifting, settling deeper, until she sat fully on his groin.


The two of them reclined. Ann had her legs up in a wide “V”, presenting me with the full plane of their joined genitals. God, it looked so erotic. Her lips were drawn tight and thin, squeezing the cock. I eagerly lapped my broad tongue up Cain’s shaft, around her cunt, and over her tiny clit. I held the little vixen by her inner thighs and rocked her back and forth so that three inches of cock sawed in and out. My tongue stayed busy as they giggled and squirmed.


While I was thus occupied, Marty came in my ass. Steve had a new erection which he immediately inserted in my pussy. I sucked Cain’s balls and made them fuck furiously. I poked my tongue up Ann’s hole, alongside my son’s cock. I tongued her cunt, pausing to suck her clit from time to time. Steve pulled out of my cunt and slipped right in my ass. His small cock felt better in that hole. My sphincter milked him.


The fucking kids didn’t last long. Cain poured his load in Ann’s squirming body. I lapped at the sperm that seeped out along the edges of her pussy. When she raised up and off, I glued my mouth to her sopping beaver. The little vamp ground her spermy cunt on my mouth. With her feet on the edge of the ottoman, she fucked my face, calling me a cunt-sucking whore. I loved hearing those words and held my head steady for this abuse, keeping my tongue fully extended as she wiped her cunt on my tongue and my face. Steve came in my ass.


This was my introduction to group sex. Things got nasty after that. From then on, they all used me freely. They kept me naked and busy. I had all the sperm I could ever want. I literally had the stuff running out of my ears. Ann was insatiable. She loved getting her pussy sucked. My mouth ached, always. That first week was a marathon suck and fuck fest, but eventually the activity died down. At least, I could wear clothes again. I couldn’t wear underwear, though.


As the weeks rolled by, they devised ways of deepening my involvement and my humiliation. They took me out for strolls through the neighborhood wearing very little. Super short skirts that were light and blew up in the slightest breeze brought them their greatest joy. Thin, elastic tops that showed my nipples added to the effect. High heels made me wiggle with a sexy sway. They had all the neighbors gossiping and gawking. I became the neighborhood scandal. Cliff was oblivious to this as he never socialized with anyone, and was never around, coming home late and leaving early.


At first, I truly hated what they did to my reputation. No woman would ever talk to me. I got icy stares everywhere I went. Their husbands, on the other hand, became a real pain. They saw me as an easy lay. Cain insured that I was. He and his friends set me up with the men in the neighborhood. I let the first one fuck me under strong protest, but after that, I was easy. If a man came to my door, I led him to the bedroom. Those were my instructions. As a consequence, six of the ten men on our street had me regularly. Two more from a street over were also regulars. In addition, I screwed Ann’s father. Ann, by the way, also screwed her father, the slut.


Once my pregnant condition was confirmed, Cain let anyone cum in my pussy. After a while, with my reputation firmly established, I couldn’t care less. I even enjoyed the exhibitionistic neighborhood strolls. I learned to enjoy all the male attention and ignore the bitches. I became a true slut, even in my own mind. I had all the hard cock and hot sex any horny housewife could want. As the months rolled by, and I began to show, even the illicit life growing in my womb excited me.


After three months, I had a swelling in my lower belly that was quite noticeable. The first time Cliff took notice and stared with a wrinkling of his brow, I had a mild panic attack. He didn’t comment on my tummy pouch, though. This puzzled me. I almost wanted to get the awful scene over with. I was prepared to make a full confession. My confession was rehearsed by Cain. I had orders to confess a full adulterous life with so many lovers that determining the father was impossible. I had no idea how Cliff would respond. He has never hit me, but he is a powerful man. I figured that if anything would push him to that extreme, a confession like that would do it. At the very least, I expected a divorce.


By that time, I knew I could earn a decent living on my back. Cain had already sold me dozens of times and had our nest egg safely hidden away. He didn’t sell my services cheaply, either. By that third month, we had over one-thousand dollars set aside. As our kitty grew, I became bolder. I enjoyed seeing that look on Cliff’s face when I’d catch him studying my paunch. I found myself purposefully displaying my puffed tummy, wearing tight-fitting stretch clothing, or low-slung, hip-hugging short shorts with half tops that left my belly bare. With the warm weather coming on, I wore my bikini a great deal.


I found that the best way to display my growing belly was while lying nude on my back. Since Cliff gets up early and putters around the room with the lights on, getting ready for work, it was easy to feign sleep, lying uncovered. In this position, my belly really stood out, even in the early stages. The hard round swell did not look like weight gain. To any normal person, I looked exactly like a woman with a baby growing in her womb. I could also see Cliff through squinted lashes. I could watch him looking at my tummy, thinking about it. After a few weeks of this, well into my third month, I was quite vexed. He had to suspect; but still, he said nothing.


In an effort to bring this to a head, I took to sleeping in the nude, something I’d never done with Cliff. He was shocked by this sudden change, but made no comment about that either. When I made this decision, I was starting my fourth month. I was much bigger than I had been in my fourth month with Cain. I suspected twins were in the oven. My belly looked like I had a football stuffed up my twat.


Cain was as perplexed as I was. He was eager to get this over with as well. He had already begun commenting on my belly in front of his dad. Cain suggested that I sleep in the nude. He held the mirror while I posed on my back to see the effect. I looked very pregnant. I knew damned well that when Cliff saw what we saw, he’d have to say something.


Cliff said nothing when I came to bed, naked. When he got up the following morning, I made sure the covers were past my thighs. When light flooded the room, Cliff looked back at my sleeping form. He stared at my mounded belly for the longest time from many angles. I was certain he would wake me, but he didn’t. Every time he wandered through, he paused to stare. He made me very horny. I played with my pussy while he showered. When he returned, I lay sprawled with my knees drawn up and laid flat. He not only saw my belly, but he noticed my sopping wet and inflamed pussy. Still nothing.


Cain was on me and in me right after Cliff left the house. We were both turned on by Cliff’s obvious denial. Afterwards, we laid there, speculating about what it all meant. We were dumbfounded. Cliff didn’t even comment when Cain came right out and said I looked pregnant. Cliff knew I was pregnant. My condition was that obvious; besides, I was being overtly obvious in my attempts to show rather than hide that fact. Add to this, Cain’s frequent remarks and we had a clear picture of total denial on my husband’s part.


On my own, I tried to figure Cliff out. For the life of me, I could not imagine his motive. He did not act upset in the least, though he certainly wasn’t happy. It seemed that he could not face up to the obvious reality that I was cheating on him and carelessly got myself pregnant. I figured that his male ego couldn’t handle the situation, so he pretended it wasn’t happening. I supposed that he remained silent, hoping I’d find a way to abort the child.


I had good reason for assuming this to be the case. Right after he first noticed my swelling belly, he did become less tight with the money, asking me to start keeping the records for him as he was too busy to mess with family finances. Since only he could sign checks, he even had me practice signing his signature to pay the bills. I had everything I needed to get an abortion on the sly. I could even sign the consent form for him. This explanation fell apart as I got further along. He knew as well as I that no clinic would abort a pregnancy in the second trimester. I was obviously well along in my second trimester when I displayed my naked belly to him that morning. My confusion grew, but so did my arousal.


Cain and I decided not to push it, and see how long he could go on pretending. This became a game for us. I continued to sleep in the nude and wear revealing clothes around Cliff, but Cain stopped bringing my condition to Cliff’s attention. All through that fourth month, I grew and grew, but we just acted like nothing was wrong. Cliff still played his role. He looked every day. He watched my progress. By the fifth month, I had a nice rounded swell the size of half a basketball for him to try and ignore.


By the middle of my fifth month, I also had confirmation by ultrasound. I was having twins, a boy and a girl. I looked like a woman in her seventh month. I shamelessly flaunted my big belly by then. I even bought a skimpier bikini, one with a tiny crotch patch that rode low over my pussy. I even shaved all the hair off my pussy to accentuate the sight. I had to anyway. The suit demanded a close shave. I either wore my bikini or nothing at all when Cliff was around. I went so far as to walk around the house stark naked in front of Cain without Cliff raising an eyebrow.


This really had us going. We decided to start upping the ante. We were determined to make Cliff crack, and we didn’t care if he knew about us. We thought he suspected anyway. He could see how close we’d become. We were quite affectionate, and several times, he caught us kissing as lovers kiss. He didn’t say anything about that, either, so we started kissing more often.


On Sundays, Cliff began hanging around more than he ever had before. I stayed naked all day, and Cain stayed home. Cain began touching me, especially on my belly. When I’d sit on the sofa, he’d snuggle up on my shoulder, rub my belly, and rest a cheek on my tit. Cliff saw everything we did. It wasn’t long before Cain casually ran his hands all over my body while I sat there reading my magazine or watching TV.


In the evening, we’d all watch TV together. One Sunday, at the start of my seventh month, determined to get Cliff to crack, I sat beside Cliff, naked, of course. Cain laid his head on my big belly and began stroking his hand up my thigh. Cliff had his arm around my shoulder but had his eyes on Cain’s constantly moving hand, watching our son’s hand get closer and closer to my shaved pussy. Cain’s hand slid lower on my inner thigh and kept closing in on my pussy. When his passes brought his fingers within a few inches, I applied outward pressure against Cliff’s leg, signaling my desire to open my legs for Cain.


Cliff eased his leg over, giving me room to part my knees by a foot. Cain went right for my cunt and massaged me between my legs. When Cliff said nothing about this outrageous behavior, we both became electrified, charged with a growing perverse passion. Cain slipped his two middle fingers in my cunt and turned his face to my tummy. He planted wet kisses, moving up to my right tittie. My hand cupped my breast, offering the pursed nipple to his lips. He suckled me while fingering my twat. I reacted by lifting my leg and placing it on Cliff’s lap. I could see from the corner of my eye that Cliff was taking this all in with silent, avid interest.


I gradually sank, sliding my back down Cliff’s front. Cain readjusted his position to allow me to recline fully on Cliff’s lap, bringing my legs up on the sofa. Cain got between my legs, on his knees, as I wiggled into position with my lower back lying over Cliff’s legs. When I reclined, this brought my belly up in dramatic presentation. Cain wasn’t idle. He boldly pulled his cock out and stroked the shaft with the head poised at my hole. Though I couldn’t see over my belly, I could feel. I reached to my pussy with both hands and opened my labia lips to receive him. That was all he needed. He sank that beautiful cock in me with his father watching.


I could not have been more thrilled. Cain was fucking me and my husband saw and felt every thrust. I let this sink in, then I took Cliff’s hands and placed them on my pregnant belly. With my hands on his, I moved them all over and said, “Cliff, I’m pregnant. I’m going to have twins.”


He said, “Yes, I know. Now I know who the father is.”


“Yes, Cain is the daddy. I’m sorry, but I could not resist.”


“I understand, dear. It’s not your fault; it’s mine. I have neglected you terribly. I put my work before my marital responsibilities.”


This inspired me to say, “He wasn’t the only one. I have been very unfaithful, Cliff. There have been dozens of men, but Cain got me pregnant. I’m a whore, Cliff.”


“Don’t say that, Honey. I know. I’ve been told. I saw it coming. I saw it develop and still didn’t change. I can’t blame you.”


“No, Cliff, I am a whore. I still am. I will be tomorrow and the next day. I told Cain I’d be his whore. That’s what he wants, his own whore. I agreed to be his private whore. I have no intention of going back on that promise.”


“I understand. I guess I’ll have to try to live with it.”


Well, you could have bowled me over with a used condom. Cain and I exchanged looks. His look said, “Great!” Mine tried to convey, “What more could we ask?” We both smiled and quickly finished our fuck. We’ve been smiling ever since.


    The End
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    “Rooms to Let” By Phil Phantom


Returning to the old house brought back a flood of memories. Its musty walls and dark passages, peeling paint and greasy wallpaper released those memories into my receptive mind. Every creak reminded me of my childhood. Stains held the faces of ghosts from my past, a parade of ghosts that spanned twelve years. Almost all made an impact on my life. One gave me Susan, my twelve-year-old daughter. Another gave me Samantha, my ten-year-old.


At twenty-five, I still had not found Mr. Right. The ghosts from my youth clouded his image. I probably wouldn’t recognize him if he fell on me. When Mom died, she left me with a warehouse of conflicting emotions and a boarding house of old ghosts.


Daddy built the big three story house. He and Mom raised eight kids in it. I came along as the youngest was leaving the nest. I was an oops. They were both in their late forties when I arrived. Daddy died two years later. I don’t remember him at all. Mom remained in the house and began letting out rooms to help make ends meet.


We had six rooms to let out. In my early years, I recall lots of college kids and single women, some had babies. As I neared puberty, she rented exclusively to men, mostly older men. Some would say, dirty old men. She never kept the place up; and, after a few years, the only people interested in a room from us were bums, winos, drifters, and men hiding from their past. A passing police cruiser would send them scurrying.


The third floor was reserved for the transients. It had three rooms and a common bath. When the toilet ran constantly, Mom turned off the water to the tank. The men flushed by filling a bucket from the tub. She never went up there after that, and that was the last repair we made. I had to go up each week. It was my job to collect rent money. Mom made me wear a short, thin dress with no underwear on rent day.


On the second floor was another three rooms—mine, and two for fairly stable residents. We also shared a bath that I kept spotless. Mom got a kick out of making me share a bathroom without door locks with two men. She would not permit me to block the door shut, nor could I hang a curtain for the tub. After blocking it several times against her orders, she removed the door completely. She removed my bedroom door a month later, using it to replace one on the third floor. I never knew what privacy was after the age of ten.


On the ground floor was the living room, kitchen/dining room, Mom’s bedroom, and the suite (the former den reserved for Mom’s favorite). She shared her bathroom with him. His room cost ten dollars more a week than those on the second floor, twice what the rooms on the third floor went for. The others had to use the outside stairs to each floor to come and go. He was the only guest allowed downstairs and had full use of the downstairs facilities. Mom treated him as though he were part of the family; he could even boss me around. Susan’s father was a suite guest but a sour molester.


Mom was never what you might call attractive. Besides being old, overweight, and sloppy, she had bad teeth and more facial hair than most of the men we rented to. The only time I ever saw anyone flirting with her was on rent day. Rents were due weekly. Those who fell too far behind were condemned to share her bed. If they fell further behind, or something better was late, out they’d go. Mom was a pig, but in a strange way, we loved each other. It was a love hate relationship on both sides.


I knew she resented my youth and beauty. I knew she got off on placing me in vulnerable situations. She knew I resented being used as amusement or as bait to lure lovers to her bed. I also hated her sloppy habits and having to do all the work necessary to make living in the house possible. I moved out (ran away, actually) at the age of fifteen and never returned. The house was mine by default: no one wanted anything to do with it. One walking tour through the place and I knew why.


Ten years of trash and accumulated filth rendered the house worthless. Mom’s second and third mortgage made it a white elephant. What possessed me to take it was a mystery to me then, but I took it. It was mine, mortgages and all.


It took me, Susan, and Sam (Samantha) three months just to haul the trash to the dump. We got help from a reclusive teenage boy who lived behind us. He drove his father’s old pickup truck back and forth between the house and the dump on weekends. With the money I got from the sale of my car, we bought paint, cleaning supplies, and repair materials. Benjamin and his father, Roy, helped with repairs, asking only for a home cooked meal in return. I used to babysit Benjamin, and Roy was the first man to put his hand in my panties at the age of eight.


We began with the third floor rooms and rented those out as quickly as we could. I had a mortgage to meet. By the end of our third month, the second floor was ready. Sam and Susan had my old room, but the bath had a lock. Those second floor rooms I intended to rent to female college students. They remained empty, however, as I turned away one man after another. In a panic, I accepted two renters that were every bit as low as mom ever rented to. The girls didn’t like it, and complained bitterly about the way those men ogled them. I knew exactly what they were going through, but we remained in a pinch. I begged their indulgence.


The downstairs took another two months to complete, but it was better than I ever remembered it being. The project kept us behind in the mortgage payment, so I was never in a position to be giving our boarders a hard time. As a consequence, when the second story men bored holes through the bathroom door to spy on the girls, I said nothing. When they broke the door lock, I said nothing. I replaced the lock three times, then removed the door. When the girls hung curtains, I took them down, using the lame excuse that fire codes did not permit them. They protested, just as I had done, but they learned to live with the situation.


I had no intention of running the house as my mother had done, but I soon found myself doing exactly that. Circumstance conspired to bring that about. I suppose the same thing happened to my mother. When you must rent to dirty old men, and you must put up with their shit, and you have a sexy young daughter or two, what’s a mother to do. You can’t keep fighting it. Like trying to hold back a storm tide, you just wear out and the water keeps rising. Mom surrendered, and so did I.


Not a day went by that I didn’t have to listen to what those men did on walking into the bathroom and finding a little girl on the toilet, or taking a bath. I knew the tales; I lived them all. I’ve had winos pee between my legs while I sat on the toilet, pee in my bath, and pee on me while in my bath. I’ve had them wipe their drippy dicks on my face. I’ve been wiped and washed and scrubbed between my legs with a toilet brush. I’ve been dried until my skin glowed red, especially in my crotch, and I’ve been raped in my bathroom too many times to count. Samantha was probably conceived in that bathroom. Complain as they did, they got the same answer I got: “My hands are tied, kid. We are behind in the mortgage. If he moves, we could lose the house. You’ll just have to put up with it for a little while longer.”


A dramatic change came over me when I first walked through that house after ten years. I became horny. So much of my sexuality was tied to that house. I never experienced sex like that after moving away. My daughters noticed the change almost immediately. As I took them on the tour, I stopped along at various places and described, in lurid detail, a scene of sexual molestation that was perpetrated on me there.


I enjoyed the retelling. I enjoyed the look of shock and bewilderment my stories generated. Their lives up to that point had been rather protected and sedentary. They’d spent much of their formative years in my brother’s home. My brother and his family are straight arrows, conservative to a fault. I was in and out of their lives for much of that time. Their knowledge of sex was extremely limited.


They were as innocent as I was, and I took great pleasure in telling them they had no choice but to tolerate the indecencies and the loss of privacy. I looked forward to the day when the first came to me holding her sore pussy, crying about the nasty man who put his thing in her vagina. Hopefully, before that day came, I could get them to stop calling a cock a thing and a pussy a vagina. I’d hold her, soothe her, and make her tell mommy all about it. And then, I’d tell her there was noting I could do about it. I’d tell her to be nice to the man so he wouldn’t move out, but to be sure and tell mommy everything he does. I’d then wipe her pussy and legs, swat her playfully on the fanny and send her out to play.


I figured the first would be Samantha, oddly enough. She took to exposure like a politician. She liked it when the men peed between her legs and hit her vagina with their piss stream. She liked having the men scrub her in the tub and dry her. Susan reported that her sister often ran around naked and went into the mens’ rooms with them. I knew Sam wasn’t getting screwed; she would tell me. She freely admitted sucking on their cocks until the stuff came out. I praised her for making the men happy, and told her that, thanks to her, they would probably stay. Susan could not believe I did that.


Susan was more like me at that age: shy, modest, inhibited, and submissive. She has my features. The girls have different fathers and look nothing alike. Sam is dark with curly hair, a precocious little nymph; Susan is light blond, fair skinned, with long straight hair, a budding Barbie doll. Both look adorable, but Susan is developing into her woman’s body and is self-conscious of her titties and pussy curls. Susan tries to avoid the men, using the bathroom when the men are away or asleep. She complains about every intrusion, and complains most bitterly about Sam’s habit of alerting the men when Susan is in the bathroom.


Sam watches her sister’s ordeal and reports from her perspective after Susan lodges her complaint. I get to hear two versions of her abuse. I hope to hear two versions of her rape. After listening attentively to both versions of how she was forced to spread her legs to allow both men to piss into the toilet, and how they hit her vagina on purpose; or how one held her up-side-down while the other scrubbed the inside of her vagina with her own toothbrush; or the time they drained her bath water then took turns pissing on her as she sat naked in an empty tub; how they lifted Sam and encouraged her to piss on her sister as well; I’d offer my sympathies, re-explain our plight, then tell her to be nice. She was further vexed when, instead of berating Sam for getting the men, I hugged her and told her she was a rascal.


From the start, they also got to see me in my slut mode. Roy offered to help out for meals, but he obviously wanted more. He wanted me. He was pretty obvious about that, too. I worked in loose shorts and a knotted shirt without underwear. I made Roy’s job hard by making his dick hard. His son, Benjamin, had the same difficulty when I worked with him or the two together. I put on shameless exhibitions that made the girls giggle when they’d see what the guys were seeing.


After our first meal together, I got up and went to Roy. I took his hand and purred, “Desert will be served in the bedroom if you’re not too full.” He followed right behind me with his tongue dragging. I took my blouse off on the way. We fucked with the door ajar and I was quite vocal. He went out and asked Ben if he wanted desert. Ben eased in and found me sprawled naked on my bed with his father’s cum pouring out of my open hole. He shut the door and nervously stripped on his way to my beaver. I gave that kid the ride of his life, his first fuck.


Afterwards, I went out naked with cum pouring down my legs clear to my heels. I made a special effort to parade myself before my astonished daughters. Susan would not look down; Sam would not look up. After that, if the guys saw something, they grabbed it. This often led to an on-the-spot fucking, often with the girls looking on. Before the first man moved onto their floor, they’d seen it all: fucking, cunt lapping, cock sucking, and butt fucking. Before our first tenant moved in, they both had received numerous bare bottomed spankings from Roy, and later, Benjamin.


Susan was the first, and she got it a week after that first meal. With so much to be done, I had no difficulty finding fault with their work. I noticed that Roy had difficulty keeping his eyes off Susan’s ass and legs. I made them both work in the tiny bikinis I’d bought them. Susan hated hers; Sam loved hers. Both looked adorable in them. Having to do a great deal of stooping and bending around the guys, gave the guys amply opportunity to steal peeks. Roy was blatant about it and picked on Susan.


He liked to send her up a ladder while he held it for her, then direct her in meaningless chores, all the while with his face near her butt. He’d position the ladder so that she had to reach far out, left or right, forcing her to throw one leg out as a counter balance. It didn’t matter if I was right there beside him, he’d get his nose in her crotch. This drove Susan to distraction, but if she faltered, or brought her leg down, I’d give her ass a smack and push her leg higher.


On that first night, she was being punished for dropping a pallet of patching compound after Roy tried to snake his tongue under the crotch of her suit. I instigated the incident. While holding her leg up overhead, I stuck out my tongue, flicking air, a dare to Roy who was sniffing her crotch. His tongue slithered under the leg band at the crotch, and the spackle hit the floor. Roy kept licking, and I kept holding the leg for him, so she got her twat licked anyway.


Afterwardds, I took Roy aside and told him of my plan to punish Susan after our desert fuck. I asked him to deal with it. His smile almost cracked his weathered face.


After giving Ben his desert, I walked out nude, as usual. I told Susan that she would be punished by Roy for dropping the spackle compound that afternoon. I turned to Roy and said, “You handle her as you see fit, Roy. I’m sure you know how to discipline naughty young ladies. I’m sure you appreciate the value of humiliation in curbing bad behavior. I give you a free hand with her.”


Susan’s face fell. She went ghost white. Roy took her by the arm and strong-armed her into the living room. We all hurriedly took seats around him when he sat on the sofa with Susan trembling before him.


The girls still had their suits on, so she was almost naked anyway. Roy wanted her nude. He ordered her to strip. Susan pleaded and tears welled in her eyes. She was most upset by having Ben watch. The two had been flirting with each other. Ben was no catch, but to a twelve-year-old, he, at seventeen, was a prize to attract or practice on. Ben was licking his lips in anticipation. My response was to laughingly say, “Come on sweetie, lets see those new titties. And I’m sure Ben is dying to see what you have between your legs. You’ve been waving that pussy in his face all week.” I got us all clapping and chanting in unison, “Strip! Strip! Strip!”


Susan stood trembling and mortified, but her fingers went to the ties. Her top went first, then the bottoms. When they fell, she stood in a modest pose, covering her tits with one arm and her crotch with a hand. Roy made her stand up straight with arms at her sides. Stiffly, she assumed the pose. He then made her move her feet out wide, very wide. He made her place her hands on her lower ass, and lean far back. She did it, but only after a fierce internal struggle ending in total surrender.


Sam got down and sat by Susan’s left foot and reached up to poke and pry at Susan’s pussy. Susan begged me to stop Sam, but I said nothing. This emboldened Sam, who began penetrating both of Susan’s intimate openings. Before long, she took to prying her sister’s cunt lips open and toying with her clit. Ben was leaning out for a close look while I sat back, snuggled up to Roy.


Roy lectured Susan on being a responsible helper, dragging out her ordeal. When it came time for her spanking, he sat on the forward edge of the sofa and had her lay far over his lap with her head resting on the floor. This had her ass up. We moved her knees apart and gathered around to look down on her exposed pussy. We all toyed with her lucious pussy. She lubricated profusely. Her private parts swelled with her unwanted arousal. While we amused ourselves with her pussy and asshole, Roy delivered hand spanks where he could. Her punishment lasted twenty minutes. She probably took a hundred smacks. Her ass and thighs were bright red, and her inner thighs were sopping wet. You’d think she’d pissed herself.


Roy let her up, but made her stand in a corner facing out with her legs apart and arms behind her. Her wetness ran down her legs. She was so humiliated. I remember my first public spanking at the hands of Mom and three male perverts. I remember it often, but only when I can masturbate. The way I saw it, I gave Susan a gift to last a lifetime. She did not appreciate my gift, but in time, she would.


Every workday ended with one or both girls getting a similar punishment. Sam looked forward to her punishments. She was bad on purpose. Susan never did grow accustomed to them, but never put up a fuss and never cried after the first. In the weeks that followed, before we took in our first guests, the girls had to work in the nude. Susan seldom worked without a finger or tongue in her pussy or butthole. Sam invited them. They weren’t exactly innocent when the first man moved onto their floor. Both were still virgins, however.


Susan knew the score. She knew I was getting my jollies by putting her in sexual harm’s way. She knew it was only a matter of time before she’d get screwed. As I had with my mom, she grew to accept her fate, and accept her mother as she was. She didn’t understand me, but she still loved me. I understood perfectly. Sam was difficult for me to relate to. She wanted it all, never once showing any reluctance. She ate up sex as we fed it to her and had a big appetite for it. She was fun to watch, but not nearly as exciting to watch as Susan.


Watching Susan was like looking at myself going back in time. I could almost read her every thought. I knew she truly hated being made vulnerable, hated being made to expose herself, hated the humiliating spankings, hated the dirty old men, and hated the loss of bathroom privacy. I also knew that alone in her bed at night, her finger stole between her legs as her mind recalled every detail. I confirmed this by going to her room, late at night while they slept, and sniffing her fingers. The fingers of both hands reeked of pussy musk.


Besides, Sam often caught her in the act and never failed to report what she saw at a time when I’d be talking to a guest, a prospective guest, a neighbor, or meter man. These were terribly humiliating experiences for Susan, but great opportunities for me to expose her to new eyes. I would act upset and excuse myself from the visitor to address the problem. I would ask Sam to show me what her sister was doing. Sam, of course, would try to uncover Susan’s crotch. I’d make Susan put her hands behind her back and remain still.


Sometimes, I’d slap her to make her stay still. Before Sam proceeded, I’d turn to the shocked visitor and say, “If you are uncomfortable, you can wait in another room or turn your back.” In all the years we played this same scenario, no one ever went away or turned their back; not women, not family men, not even the police who often stopped by to look for my residents.


What followed went something like this: Sam would uncover Susan’s sex, then use her own hands to simulate what she saw. The position was never right, so I’d make Susan lie down either on the floor or on the sofa. There, Sam would sit astride her sister’s chest facing her feet and show what Susan was doing with her hands, in effect masturbating her, doing her damnedest to fully expose all of her sister’s intimate anatomy before an astonished visitor. I’d permit this to go on and on while lecturing Susan about her nasty habit. I would drag this out until Sam had a chance to induce an orgasm that Susan couldn’t resist or hide. I would then berate her for deriving pleasure from the exposure and tell her to expect a punishment.


Susan hated this as well, but learned to accept it. She learned never to challenge Sam’s accusation; consequently, Sam was free to fabricate incidents to meet any occasion of opportunity. Therefor, most of our new residents were first introduced to my Susan’s naked pussy, obscenely displayed, and whipped into a froth. You can imagine how forward they would be with her after such an exhibition of her lusty nature and feminine charms. It was Susan’s job to go around to collect the weekly rents. She hated this, too.


For her rent collecting uniform, I had a special dress made of shear, see-through material. From the waist up was an elastic, body-hugging, white spandex that molded her form and showed her breasts quite clearly. A simple finger pull would pop the top below them. Her skirts billowed just below her ass cheeks and she wore nothing under the dress. With the dress, she wore high heels. She was a sight.


On her first collection day, we had only two residents on the third floor. The first guy made her show him her tits before handing over the money. The second made her take the dress off and assume obscene poses for him in her heels. He kept her for over an hour. She had instructions from me to do whatever was necessary to get the money. She came stomping down the stairs, carrying the dress, her body covered in sperm strands. She walked up and handed me the bills, saying, “Here, Mom, there’s your stupid rent money. I did what was necessary. I hope you’re happy.”


I simply smiled, counted the money, and said, “You did very well. Are you still a virgin?”


“Yes, but I won’t be for long if I have to keep collecting the rent in this stupid dress.”


“Well, I guess you won’t be for long, then, huh?” She stormed off to her room exactly as I had done thirteen years before her.


Her second collection day had three residents on the third floor. The first wanted to see tits and pussy this time. The second had her strip, pose, and fingered her. The new resident made her strip and masturbate for him while he jerked off on her fingers. She was gone for two hours.


After a month, we had the second and third floor rooms filled, five residents. Her collections took four hours and she had to suck off one of her floor mates. She came to me, naked, with cum running from the corners of her mouth. She handed over the money. I thanked her.


I was surprised that after two months of collections, she still had her virginity intact. I had to surrender mine on my second outing. It became a tossup between Sam and Susan for first prize, and I wondered what was taking those guys so long. Was I more intimidating than my mother. I doubted that. Was she more obvious in her desire to set me up? I didn’t think I could be more obvious. I practically presented Susan to them on a silver platter, and permitted Sam to visit their rooms in the nude. She roamed the entire house, even the third floor. They all knew that I knew what was going on and said nothing about it. It was all very puzzling.


I was just about to send her out on her next rounds wearing only pushup bra, crotchless panties, and heels when Sam came bounding downstairs excitedly saying, “Mom, hurry, Susan’s getting fucked!”


We both ran up the stairs and Sam led me to their room. She threw open the door and there, on her own bed, was Susan getting humped by her next door neighbor and floor mate, Terrence, a sixty-year-old retired railroad worker. He knew we were standing in the doorway, but he kept pumping away. Susan laid limply and took it while looking at me with this I-hope-you’re-satisfied-now look on her face. Before he came, her legs came up and she dug her heels into his buttocks. He came with her pulling him deep. When he collapsed on her, I walked up and said, “If you plan to keep on fucking my daughters whenever the mood hits you, I’m doubling your rent. Either that, or pay by the fuck. A fuck is five bucks from either one. You decide, but decide right now. This fuck is on the house.”


He rolled off and looked up to me. He smiled and said, “Double my fucking rent.” His rent went from fifty to one-hundred bucks a week. After resting for an hour, he fucked Sam. I got to watch that as well.


His other floor mate heard about the deal he had and came to me with an additional fifty bucks. I smiled, took it, and followed him to the girl’s room where I watched him screw them both and cum in Susan. The next day, a guy from the third floor was at my front door with forty bucks in hand, the other half of his doubled rent. I smiled and took it. The other two third floor residents could barely handle forty a week for a room, let alone more for unlimited pussy. They compensated, however, by putting Susan through her paces on rent day. Each kept her busy for over an hour and made her fuck for the rent money.


Just like mother, I was soon running an in-house whore house, and making a tidy profit. I used the extra money to fixup the downstairs nicely. The suite got special attention. I wanted a special man to occupy it, a man for me to play with. He had to be a working man, under forty, handsome, and in shape. I knew I’d be interviewing many people before finding a suitable applicant, but I wasn’t pressed for time or money.


What I didn’t realize was that renting laws had changed since the old days. Landlords could not discriminate by age, sex, or race. A young college co-ed challenged me with a law suit if I didn’t let her have the room. I had no choice, I rented the suite to her. The arrangement was very strained for a while. She knew she had full access to the downstairs, my bathroom (which was part of my bedroom and I could not lock her out), the kitchen, and TV.


She was a feisty little shit, a freshman, cuter than hell. She was a cheerleader and was elected prom queen at her old high school. She was also a track star with an athletic build, a tight bundle of firm hard flesh. Her trophies filled her room. Her big tits looked out of proportion to her petit frame. They vibrated when she walked. She stood five two and weighed one-hundred and ten pounds. Her full head of long chestnut hair framed a face right off of Sweet Sixteen magazine. The girl was too cute for her own good, and too innocent to remain a virgin in my house.


She was raised on a farm, and I was certain she was a virgin. She prayed before eating and never dated. She aspired to nursing and missionary work after college. We had nothing in common, so we had little to talk about. We did, however, grow comfortable with each other. My girls loved her, and she loved talking and playing games with them. I knew that sooner or later, Nancy would find out what went on upstairs. I told her she could not go up there. I also told the girls not to talk about our private lives with Nancy.


Nancy also put a crimp in my sex life, which I came to resent more and more. I had met several men who were welcome to stop by anytime for a quickie or an all nighter. Besides Ben and Roy, there were five others, including Terrence. I wasn’t about to change my habits for her. The inevitable happened three days after she moved in. She walked right into my bedroom on her way to the bathroom while a man was pumping me. I watched her reaction as she marched right past and into the bathroom, pretending not to see anything.


She stayed in the bathroom for much longer than any good dump takes. I knew she was waiting us out. I was determined to give her a sight she’d never forget. I had my man sit on the edge of the bed nearest the bathroom door and lay back. I mounted him facing the door, waiting. When the door knob moved, I leaned back on my straight arms and bobbed my pelvis up and down on his shaft. That’s what she saw when she opened the door, and the sight froze her for a few seconds. She went red as she stared at my cunt sliding up and down a ten-inch cock. She made her way out and never said a word. By the look on her face, I figured she was packing. I was wrong.


Though we tried to tone things down, Nancy caught bits and pieces of my other activities. She liked to do her reading from a chair that had a view up the stairwell. From her seat, she got glimpses of naked little girls and naked old men going back and forth from the bathroom to the bathrooms. She observed me collecting one-hundred dollars from Terrence and Henry for a week’s rent. She knew my girls shared a bathroom with the men, one with no door. Sam let that slip. What I was not aware of was that she could hear. The girl’s bedroom was over hers.


I carried her folded towels to her one day. She invited me into her room. I set them on her dresser while she sat on her bed against the headboard with her knees drawn up, reading a book. The unmistakable sounds of people fucking filtered from overhead. We could hear a stressed out kid’s bed thumping rhythmically and the sound of Susan’s voice saying, “Yes! Yes! Ohh…Uhh!”


Namcy grimaced a shy question and said, “You’re pimping them, aren’t you?”


I said, “What do you know about pimping?”


“I’m not stupid. I do read and watch movies. Don’t worry. What you do is your business. They’re your kids.”


“But you disapprove.”


“It’s not for me to approve or disapprove. It’s not a perfect world. A woman on her own does what she has to get by.”


I took a seat on her bed with a view up her short skirt. I had a good view of her crotch. My first good look revealed that her pink panties were skewed and wet. The left leg band was caught in her slit, leaving her left labia lip and clit exposed to my eyes. I had obviously interrupted her finger play. To confirm this, I looked to her wet fingers and smiled.


Nancy saw where my eyes kept darting. She blushed a deep red. I enjoyed making her uncomfortable and settled lower, closer, resting on my elbow. Looking right at her twat, I said, “So, it doesn’t bother you that I rent my little girl’s pussies to horny old men?”


“No, like I said, that’s your business—literally, I suppose.” I remained staring hard at her exposed cunt, making her anxious. She said, “Do you have to stare at me there?”


“I don’t have to, I want to.”


“Yes, if you must know, I was masturbating. Every girl does. I’ll bet you do it, too.”


“You’re right; we all do. I was just admiring your pussy from a professional viewpoint.” I kept staring, and moved closer, placing my head at her feet.


She didn’t try to cover herself, but said, “What do you mean?”


“I am in the pussy selling business, you know.”


“But mine is not for sale.”


“That doesn’t mean I can’t admire its potential, its marketability.”


“Yeah…What would it bring?”


“Oh, I don’t know…Show me what you’ve got.”


“You mean, show you my vagina?”


“No, show me your pussy. Ladies have vaginas.”


She drew a deep breath. She hesitated for a few moments, then her right hand drifted down and hooked the crotch. She pulled it aside, exposing her sex completely. I moved in closer, my head between her thighs. I said, “Very nice. Good form, full labia lips, a firm standing clit, juices nicely, good hole symmetry, no blemishes. I’ll need to test the hole. A tight fit is most important. Do you mind?”


She gave a throaty, “I suppose.”


I reached out my index finger and slid slowly in to the last knuckle. She let out a gasp and stiffened as I turned and twisted my digit in her tight, slippery hole. I poked and probed her opening, felt her hymen, then drew out and said, “I could get twenty bucks a pop for this pussy. Double that for your cherry. Split fifty-fifty, of course.”


“Is that good?”


“It’s good for this town. There’s too much free pussy in a college town. Free pussy drives the price down. You could go to the city and get two-hundred for your cherry.”


“Wow. Can you really find men that would pay to have sex with me?”


“Sure, but I’ll have to train you. The split is seventy-five twenty-five for your first month. Your cherry fuck is all yours. It’s a tradition.”


“Wow, forty bucks. That’s almost a week’s rent just for letting a guy put his penis in me.”


“We call it a cock, Nancy, and he won’t just put it in, and you won’t just lay there like a fucking blowup doll. He’s paying for a fuck from a live pussy that fucks back. That’s what your training will teach you. I’ll teach you how to milk sperm from a cock using your cunt muscles.”


My words were getting to her. She still held her crotch band aside and her index finger lazily stirred through her slit. From years of direct sales, I knew to take an assumptive attitude with her. I said, “Here, let me show you.”


I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her down so that she lay flat on her back. This startled her, but I gave her no chance to protest. I flipped back her skirt, then took her panties by the waist band, telling her to lift up. She lifted and I moved her panties down and up her thighs. She raised her legs and brought them together so I could remove her panties. I then laid her legs out wide and brought my hand to her pussy.


The girl was panting with a full flush as I inserted my two middle fingers. She moaned as I went deep. I let her adjust, then said, “Now squeeze my fingers. Make like you have to pee real bad. Strain, girl. That’s it, squeeze. Those are the muscles we need to train. When I get through with you, you will be able to suck sperm out of a cock without moving your hips.”


She lay there with a look of bliss, squeezing on my fingers while I gently moved them in and out. I never saw such a sexy sight. This girl was so turned on, so fresh and pure, so flawless. Her pussy melted on my fingers as she rolled in a sensuous grind, moaning with her eyes crossed, biting her lower lip. I reached my free hand to the top button of her blouse and said, “Let’s see what you have to offer in the tit department.”


She watched me unbutton her blouse, unhook the center clasp, and fold back the cups. She arched her breasts into my exploring hands. I pinched her nipples and fondled her ample tit flesh while she rolled, lifting one then the other. I said, “Nice, fuckable titties, Nancy. Good nipples too, tight, chewable. Guys will love biting these babies. Press your tits together. Let’s see what kind of pussy you can make of them.”


She pressed her mounds in hard from each side, bringing the nipples together. I said, “Excellent. They’ll fuck nicely. Can you suck your nipples?”


She strained to reach them with her outstretched tongue, but the firm flesh wouldn’t permit the touch. She collapsed her head back, saying, “I can’t.”


“That’s too bad. Perhaps we can stretch them. Okay, let me see your hip action. Fuck yourself on my fingers.”


She planted her feet on the mattress and heaved up in short finger-gobbling humps. I said, “Put a rolling grind in it. That’s it, gentle, not too much. Lift, drop, rock, and roll, that’s the name of the game. Keep your ass off the mattress. Do all the work. Use those vaginal muscles, squeeze, always squeeze on the draw out. Think of your cunt as a milking machine—a cock milking machine.”


The kid was going out of her mind, moaning, “Uhhhh! Ohhhh! Yessssss! Fuckkkkkk!”


I let her grind out a good cum, then drew my fingers out of her soupy pussy. I stood looking down on her as her eyes slowly opened. I said, “I guess you’ll do. It’ll take some time to get you ready for your cherry fuck. I can’t do it before the next rent is due, but we can try for the one after that. I’ll need help. You’ll work out all day and night. All of your free time will be spent in training. I can get my girls to help.”


I went on in this way, giving her no opportunity to stop me. She listened attentively. I went on, “Of course, you’ll need to be ready at all times. Clothes only get in the way. You’ll remain nude while in the house. That should be no problem. No one visits me that can’t see a naked girl working out.


With no sign of protest from her, and seeing she still had that warm glow, still laid with her legs wide apart and her tits out. I began casually taking off my clothes while saying, “Of course, we will need free and easy access to your cunt. You will learn to keep your legs apart while sitting our standing.”


“What will you do to my pussy?”


“We’ll put training devices in you to condition your pussy and asshole to accept foreign objects naturally. Things such as hot dogs, candles, pop sickles, cucumbers, carrots, dildoes, fingers.”


“You mean you guys will just walk up and stick things in me?”


“Yes, and you’ll learn to accept them without blinking an eye. We will direct you in exercises to tone your internal muscles, and we’ll fuck you with those things and others. Sam may come to you in your sleep and start fucking you with a dildoe. Susan might climb under the table and slip a hot dog up your ass. I might finger you while you’re reading a book or doing homework. Do you have a problem with any of that?”


As I figured, she shook her head in a bit of a daze. By this time, I stood nude before her. Nancy’s eyes wandered my body. To seal the deal, I said, “You’ll need to watch me fuck. I’ll bring you in on my screwing. I want you to get right in there where the action is. Make a pest of yourself. You can’t get too close. If your face doesn’t get wet, you weren’t close enough.”


“You mean while the guy is fucking you?”


“When else? You might want to do the guy a favor and give his cock and balls some tongue action. No guy will object to your head being in the way if you’re licking his cock and balls.”


“You want me to lick the man while he’s fucking you?”


“Yes, what’s you’re problem?”


“Nothing, I guess. It just sounds so nasty.”


“This is a nasty business, Nancy. Sex is nasty if it’s done right. Now, it is customary for a novice to reward her trainer with her tongue. Since you will have three trainers, you’d better learn how to tongue a pussy. Have you ever sucked a cunt, Nancy?”


“No, never.”


I climbed onto the bed and threw my leg over her head before she could object. I was straddling her head with my knees at her shoulders, holding myself up with my hands by her hips. I looked back and said, “You should know where everything is and what feels good. Probe the hole and suck the clit. That’s about it. Here, you do what I do.”


With that, I bent to her pussy and laid my upper body on her belly. Grasping her by the ass, I pressed my mouth to her beaver. Shortly, I felt her hands grasp my hips and pull as her face came into full contact with my pussy. I licked; she licked. I stuck my tongue up her hole; she stuck her tongue up my hole. In this way, I gave great head and got great head. When I had enough, and rolled off, she followed and kept sucking and licking. I laid there and let her get her fill.


She lovingly lapped my twat. I knew I had her. She was hooked. The girl was so horny and so naive, my mind worked overtime devising creative ways of exploiting her for our pleasure. I was in no hurry to put her on the block, though I knew I had a little gold mine. While she licked me, I invented new rules for her that she nodded acceptance to while munching my pussy.


I said, “Your ass belongs to me unless you want to move out on your own, understand? From now on, you use the whore’s bathroom, upstairs. My daughters are senior whores, you serve them as well as me until you pass your apprenticeship. You’ll do house work, and you’ll serve our sexual needs. You will cook our meals and clean up afterwards. You will attend our bathing, do our hair and makeup, and clean our cunts after a fuck.” She nodded vigorously.


The girls came home from school to find Nancy, naked, scrubbing the kitchen floor with a cucumber stuffed up her ass and a foot long Polish sausage hanging half out of her twat. Nancy had her ass to us and was scrubbing away with her shoulders low. They just stood there and stared with their mouths open. I took them both into the bedroom and explained everything. Sam was beside herself with excitement. Susan was just awed by what I told her. She could not believe Nancy would stoop to such degrading things. I told Susan to strip.


She stripped and I led her to the kitchen. I brought her to stand in front of Nancy, then said, “Nancy, show your trainers what I taught you.”


Nancy took Susan by the hips and buried her face in Susan’s cunt. Susan’s eyes went wide and her feet moved out. Soon, she was humping her cunt on Nancy’s tongue with a big smile on her face. Sam was on her knees at Nancy’s ass, playing with the stuffing, putting a wiggle in Nancy’s ass. I stood back and watched, pleased with my day’s work.


We could not have asked for a more willing and obedient student. She balked at nothing. She accepted every humiliation we could heap on her. Some were so outrageously designed for the sole purpose of degrading her and humiliating her, she would have had to be a total idiot not to see that. Nancy was no idiot. What drove her only Nancy knows.


She readily welcomed anything we could shove up her ass or cunt and wore it until we took it out. I broke her cherry that first day when I shoved the Polish sausage up her twat. I simply told her that her hymen meant nothing and men couldn’t tell the difference. She accepted that. She also took unusual objects: Barbie dolls, shampoo bottles, soap bars, ice cubes, boiled eggs, billiard balls, a roll of quarters, both ends of a baseball bat, a live garter snake stuffed fully inside her pussy, and all kinds of food stuff. Whatever we brought to her, she spread to receive.


She was also kept on display where anyone could see her. People came and went, but Nancy could not hide. All my lovers got to see her and know her in action. I preferred to fuck doggie style while over her with her head in my crotch. There, she licked us both and the fuck dripped in her face. After a fuck, she ate my cunt. She also accompanied Sam and Susan on their fucks, serving them likewise. Susan took her along on her rent collections with Nancy wearing nothing but high heels. She even had a shaved pussy, thanks to Sam.


Roy set up a training device using the dining table. He fashioned dildoes with flat wooden handles that fit between the leaves. Closing the table on these left the dildoe mounted sticking up in the table’s center. We made Nancy straddle these devices and do squats on them with her hands behind her neck. She had to settle until her cunt lips touched the table’s surface. We even used pop sickles as dildoes, making her fuck herself until she was squatting on a stick with a freezing, syrupy twat. Often, while we ate the dinner she had prepared, Nancy did squats on a dildoe set in the middle of the table.


We stretched her tits by using the table opened in the middle by six inches. She’d lie face down on the table with her tits dangling through the open space. We’d put clamps on her nipples and hang weights from them. This was terribly painful for her, but she took it stoically. The more weight we placed on her, the harder we had to set the clamps. She got to where we could hang one gallon milk jugs filled with dirt from her nipples clamped flat, and we’d leave her like that for hours. As a result, her tits got stretched, elongated, and her nipples became three inches long. After two weeks, she could suck her nipples without bending her head, and her tits hung two inches above her navel when she stood erect.


We did the same thing to her clit, making her sit astride the space in the table. We used the same clamps and same weights with the same results. After two weeks, she had a clit that was three inches long. It stuck out from between her bald pussy lips like a little boy’s cock.


Everyone I knew intimately knew Nancy was for sale. Her cherry was on the auction block. Guys would stop by and examine her. The bidding, which Nancy was not aware of, got up to three hundred dollars. She went to a local attorney. She got a free week’s rent out of it. After that, we put her ass on the block for twenty bucks a pop. I got fifteen; she earned five towards the next week’s rent. In her month of apprenticeship, that little whore earned me two-thousand dollars. She got to live rent free and earned herself two hundred besides.


Nancy introduced me to two of her college girl friends. I managed to move my second floor men out and set them up there. We trained them as we had Nancy. The money rolled in. I got rid of the men on the third floor, remodeled the entire house, and got three more coeds to move in and go into training. I had a real whore house. Mom just never saw the potential of the place, or didn’t have my business savvy. I am one rich lady today, but the town’s folk call me Madam.


    The End


 


—
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    “Sacrificial Lamb”     By: Tiffany


 


    My husband of eighteen years squandered our meager fortune on his crazy business venture. We sold everything trying to avoid bankruptcy while giving the business one more week after another. It was like a slow death watching a lifetime of possessions go at five and ten cents on the dollar. In the end, we failed miserably. Our last week in Cloverdale was spent living out of an old VW bus that didn’t even run.


    Jeff took an overseas job and left Ginger and I alone. He left us with three hundred dollars and nothing expected to come in for months. We had to stay in Cloverdale that last week in May so that Ginger could finish her sophomore year of high school. We tried to hide our circumstances by walking the two miles to her old bus stop each morning and afternoon. During those walks, we talked.


    As stressed out as I was, Ginger had her own stresses to deal with. She didn’t understand what was happening to us. We hid things from her as long as possible. Her life was crashing down around her just as she was peaking socially. She made the varsity cheerleading squad for the next year. She made the honor roll as well. The in-kids accepted her. Now, she was poor and homeless.


    I pitied her. She deserved better. She was a good kid, the apple of her father’s eye. She was the apple of a lot of men’s eyes, in fact. Ginger had developed into a foxy little girl and was just starting to date. I was proud of her. She inherited her father’s good looks, and my figure. Her breasts were firm 34c’s and still growing. Her legs were to die for. I told her she could start dating at sixteen, and she’d just turned sixteen. Had we remained stable, the boys would have been flocking to our door.


    We had a recovery plan that would put us back in Cloverdale in a decent house or apartment by summer’s end. Jeff was going to save every dime he earned and send me enough to set up house at the end of August. All I had to do was survive three months on three-hundred dollars. To do this, I planned to stay with my sister and her family in the back woods of Arkansas. At first, I fought this and dreaded it. My sister hadn’t married well, had four brats, all boys, and no hope for a future. I was blessed with a sexy body and good personality; Gloria was cursed with big bones and a nasty disposition. There was a great jealousy between us and I fully expected Gloria to exploit my predicament.


    She is three years my senior and bullied me all the time we were growing up. Mom always left her in charge, and Gloria dominated me. From very early on, she abused me sexually. She often tied me up and let her friends play with me. When I was fourteen, she let her boyfriend fuck me while tied to a bed. She got me pregnant four times in high school: two miscarried, one was aborted, Ginger was the last. Jeff was the father and my boyfriend at the time. Gloria offered him a piece of my ass; he accepted.


    Gloria was not my real concern, though. Hank was my real worry. Hank, Gloria’s husband, is pure white trash. He works, but intermittently. He mostly drinks and lies around. Furthermore, he’s crude, rude, and obnoxious. He raped a cousin of ours three years ago, causing a family scandal and rift. The rape was covered up, but nobody likes or trusts Hank. I knew that Ginger’s virginity could be counted in minutes after meeting Hank. I knew that Gloria would love seeing me trying to defend Ginger’s modesty and virtue. I knew she’d love seeing me fail and being helpless to do anything about it. I could easily imagine Gloria holding Ginger’s legs apart for her husband, grinning maniacally at me while I cringed and cowered in a corner. They would, of course, use no birth control. Gloria would love to see Hank impregnate my daughter. It would be six months before we could afford an abortion. If they succeeded early, Ginger would be stuck with it. In fact, if they succeeded before August, chances are that the first trimester would pass before we could afford to abort.


    In truth, we had other options, though none were appealing. A strange thing happened to me after first considering staying with Gloria. While in my bed, thinking of the worst, thinking of presenting Jeff with a pregnant daughter, I became aroused. I fought this feeling. I hated myself for thinking it and reacting that way. Still, I came explosively after giving in to my finger. Each night, I added to the scenarios. Each night, I explored new dimensions in sexual degeneracy. I found relief from the stress and tensions by allowing my imagination to run free. The legacy of my experience growing up with Gloria was a rich harvest of sexual experiences that have fueled an even richer fantasy sex life. It wasn’t long before I convinced myself, Jeff, and Ginger that staying the summer with Gloria and Hank was our only viable option.


    These thoughts haunted my mind in the weeks before we lost the house. I avoided talking about Hank and Gloria, though I’d had several communications with Gloria in setting up our extended visit and knew beyond any shadow of a doubt that my worries were well-grounded. Each time I called, I made our situation seem more desperate than before. Each time I was more humble and dependent. Gloria quickly responded and went so far as to tell me to send current pictures of Ginger before agreeing to take us in. Gloria specifically wanted sexy bikini shots. Prior to selling the camera, I had to ask Ginger to pose for the pictures without giving a good explanation. I found myself posing Ginger in provocative poses that high-lighted her chest, ass, and loins. Ginger did not like reclining with one leg on the floor and the other bent at the knee and laid against the sofa back, and she blushed as my lens zeroed in on her inner thighs. The photo’s I sent Gloria looked like something right out of the swimsuit issue of Sports Illustrated.


    Gloria called after receiving the photos (collect, of course). She asked me point blank if Ginger was a virgin. I told her I had no idea, but thought she was. Gloria insisted I find out, call her back, and made Ginger’s virginity conditional on taking us in. I swallowed my pride, promised I would comply, then went into my bedroom and gave myself a good cum. That evening, while clearing supper dishes from the table, I asked Ginger if she was a virgin. She turned several shades of red and looked shocked that I would ask. I insisted she answer. She said, “Yes, of course I am. Mom, why on earth would you ask me that?”


    I said, “Oh, just curious. Every mother gets curious when her daughter becomes sexually mature. You will too.” That explanation satisfied her.


    I called Gloria and told her that I would be bringing a virgin. Gloria laughed and said, “You won’t be taking one back. Do you still want to come?”


    “I have no choice, you know that.”


    “Fine, then bring the bitch here. We’ll take care of her, real good care.”


    I tried to sound concerned but helpless. I left her thinking I was resigned to my daughter’s fate. In fact, I was. Not only was I resigned to the loss of Ginger’s cherry, but more and more, my fantasies centered on her getting pregnant early and being forced to carry the child to full term. I pictured my lovely, innocent daughter, waddling about a simple apartment, breasts bulging with mother’s milk. The image alone could get me off.


    I needed to prepare Ginger for a radically different lifestyle. I told her to forget about cheerleading. I told her we may not return to Cloverdale at all. I convinced her that the next year or two would be tough; but, that come hell or high water, she would be able to attend college.


    She didn’t remember much about Gloria, Hank, and their kids. The last time we saw them, she was eight. Abraham, Abe, their oldest boy was only six at the time. Bobby was Four. Chester was three and Danny, two. Now they were fourteen, twelve, eleven, and ten. Hellions, I was sure. They were little hellions back then. I never gave the boys much thought. In my fantasies, they were just there, watching, adding to Ginger’s humiliation and my arousal.


    Ginger appeared to be accepting our lot in life. She withdrew socially. We spent a great deal of time together, walking, mostly. As I walked to or from the bus stop with her, she’d occasionally get ahead of me and stoop to pick up a bud or leaf. I’d see those sleek, tanned thighs and imagine semen trickling down them. My pussy would instantly lubricate.


    In those final days before boarding a bus to Batesville Arkansas, I began dropping hints that things in Arkansas might not be a picnic. I told her stories about Hank and about my relationship with my sister. I told her about the rape Hank committed.


    Ginger grew more apprehensive as the day of departure approached. Whenever I’d see her anxiety level rise, I’d reinforce our total helplessness and dependency. Like the good girl she was, she’d accept it. On the bus, I told her that Gloria had ordered me to take the pictures and that she wanted to know the state of her hymen. Ginger gasped and said, “Mom, that doesn’t sound good.”


    “No, it doesn’t, but what could I do? I was so thankful you were a virgin. She made it conditional on accepting us. You are still a virgin, aren’t you?”


    “Of course, when could that have changed?”


    “Honey, many girls take those matters into their own hands using a hair brush handle or a candle.”


    “Gosh, Mom! Do you actually think I’d do something sick like that.”


    “It’s not sick, Ginger. I did it when I was younger than you. I used a boiled carrot. Don’t tell me you don’t masturbate.”


    She blushed several colors, hung her head, and quietly said, “Mom, someone might hear you.”


    “Well, don’t you?”


    “Do we have to talk about it?”


    “Honey, there’s a lot we should talk about before this bus gets to Batesville.”


    “I know, but let’s not talk about that, okay.” We sat in silence for a while, then she said, “Mom, why do they care if I’m a virgin or not. They don’t sound like religious or moral people to me.”


    “Believe me, they are anything but. I shouldn’t have to tell you why a sexy young virgin would interest a man like your Uncle Hank.”


    “Are you saying he might rape me?”


    I turned and cupped her face, getting very serious. I said, “Sweetheart, I’m certain he will have intercourse with you. If you fight it, he’ll surely rape you. I’m also certain that Gloria will love seeing him do it right in front of me. Honey, I can’t help you. It will kill me to have to witness you getting raped all summer long, but it’s either that or starve in the street. If I have to choose between watching you get screwed and watching you starved, I’ll take watching you get screwed.”


    The full impact of my words hit her gradually. Tears welled in her big blue eyes and she began to tremble. I hugged her tightly to me and stroked her head. We rocked gently in our embrace. I softly said, “Ginger, I couldn’t bear to see you get raped. He will only rape you if you resist. Do you understand what I’m saying to you?”


    She broke our embrace to look into my face. She wiped tears from her eyes and said, “What? Let him?”


    “Honey, I want you to step off of this bus with the expectation of going to see Uncle Hank for the purpose of having sex with him.”


    “Mom, that’s crazy. I don’t want to have sex yet, especially not with a grown man, and especially not with a relative.”


    “Like it or not, it’s going to happen. I can’t stop it. You can’t stop it. If you fight it, you may get hurt. If you fight, then I will fight; I promise you that. No mother can stand to see her daughter get raped. I could get hurt trying to defend you. That’s what might happen if you don’t accept your fate.”


    “But Mom, how could he rape his own niece?”


    “He’s done it before.”


    “Can’t we go someplace else, get jobs, maybe live in a tent.”


    “No, Ginger. That would be more dangerous than living with Hank and Gloria. Besides, we’d never get jobs without a car or a home address. We can’t live on the street. Don’t you think I’ve thought of every alternative before subjecting you to this?”


    “Yes, I suppose.”


    “Honey, all I’m say is, if it’s going to happen, and we know it will, accept it and make the best of it. Turn it into a game. I’m sure you’ve played nasty games when you were younger - truth or dare, doctor, post office. Pretend this is one long nasty game.”


    “I never played games like that.”


    “Well, I did and most kids do. Look, you have to lose your virginity sometime. No guy expects a virgin on his wedding night. Nobody really cares anymore. Sex isn’t that big a deal. Your body has been ready for years. Who knows, you might grow to love having sex with your Uncle Hank. Your dad and I might have to drag you naked, kicking and screaming from his arms when we leave here. We may have to separate you two with a crow bar.”


    This made Ginger giggle. She smiled and said, “I can just picture Dad dragging me naked from a man’s arms.”


    “It could happen. Your body will surprise you. It can rule you, make you do things you never dreamed were possible.”


    “Okay, Mom. I won’t resist. I won’t like it, and I can assure you that Daddy will not have to drag me away, naked or otherwise.”


    I breathed a major sigh of relief. We cleared our first big hurdle. It wasn’t long before Ginger came to the next hurdle. After sitting pensive, staring out the window, she turned and said, “What about protection. Will he use a condom or something?”


    I took a deep breath and shook my head. I said, “No, not if I know Hank. Besides, Gloria will want him to get you pregnant. She’d love nothing more than to send you back to your father, knocked up with Hank’s baby.”


    “Mom, I can’t get pregnant.”


    “I’m afraid you can. I’m afraid you will.”


    “I’ll get an abortion, won’t I?”


    “If we can afford it, yes. Now do you see why I said we may not return to Cloverdale?”


    “If I get pregnant, I don’t want to go back. Oh God, I can’t believe this is happening to me. What will Daddy say?”


    “He’d better say nothing at all. This is all his fault. It would serve him right if you had to bear an illegitimate bastard child.”


    “Serve him right, what about me?”


    “Look, all you have to do is carry it and deliver it. We can adopt the baby out to good people that can’t have kids of their own.”


    “God! That seems so cold blooded.”


    “Honey, life is cold blooded. We’ve just had it easy up till now.”


    Ginger returned to looking vacantly out the window. Another hurdle was past us. I sat back and smiled inwardly. This was much easier than I’d anticipated.


    She became nervous and fidgety as we neared Batesville. I placed a reassuring hand on her knee. I said, “Don’t worry, Ginger. Hank isn’t likely to be here. I expect Gloria, maybe some of your cousins. Try to be brave, dear. Remember the game.”


    “I’m sorry, Mom, but I can’t think of this as a game. I’m scared.”


    “Well, I hope you don’t mind if I do. I need to try, or I’ll go insane. Do you know what I’m going to pretend?”


    “No what?”


    “I’m pretending that a rich friend of ours offered us ten thousand dollars for your baby. They like your looks and intelligence. They want you mated to a tall white man, so naturally we thought of Uncle Frank. I’m pretending that I’m taking you to him for breeding purposes all summer long, just to be sure it takes. We need the money that desperately. Anyway, that’s how I plan to maintain my sanity, by playing make believe. You should try it, Ginger. You’d be surprised what a little make believe game can do. Don’t you ever fantasize crazy things when you masturbate?”


    Ginger blushed again. She said, “Sometimes.”


    I sat up, smiling. I said, “Come on, Ginger. Tell me what your craziest fantasy is. I’ll tell you mine.”


    “Okay, but you go first.”


    “Well, my craziest fantasy would have to be my abduction by a motorcycle gang fantasy. Need I say more?”


    “You do if you want to hear mine.”


    “Okay, well, they take me way out in the desert. They strip me and gather in a circle around my naked cowering body. They have biker women with them, and one gets naked and joins me. She attacks me with her hands and mouth while they chant and jeer. She straddles my head and squats on my face. I have to do her orally in order to breathe. While I’m licking her, she rolls me over so that I’m kneeling on all fours and the guys start screwing me doggie style in both places. After everyone gets a turn, a real doggie mounts me. After the dog finishes, they all pee on me. That’s pretty much it. Can you top that?”


    Wide-eyed, Ginger said, “Mom! I had no idea you ever thought those things. That was wild. Would you really want that to happen?”


    “Of course not. That’s the beauty of fantasy; it isn’t real. You can imagine anything you want. How about you, now?”


    “Mine’s nothing like that. Sometimes, I think about a guy climbing in through my bedroom window and putting something over my nose while I’m sleeping. I wake up, but can’t move. He can then do all kinds of nasty things to me. I’m powerless. He touches me everywhere after taking off all my clothes. He poses me in really disgusting poses and takes pictures, super close-ups, especially you know where. That’s it.”


    “What, he doesn’t rape you or at least put his penis in your mouth?”


    She blushed and said, “Well, maybe sometimes.”


    I said, “See, you can weave a make believe world. Try to make one that fits this reality. It really will help, Ginger. Mine is working so well that I can’t wait to get you to Uncle Hank. I’ll be mentally counting the ten-thousand dollars while he’s doing it to you.”


    “Jeez, Mom, you really sound like you can’t wait. You must be super good at this.”


    “I am. I’ll get better as we go along. I’ll bet you that before long, I can convince you and everyone else that I am one-hundred percent in favor of Hank getting you pregnant just to get even with your father. You know, I like that idea. They’ll believe it.”


    “I’m beginning to believe you already.”


    “Honey, if you see me slipping deeper and deeper into this fantasy, please don’t spoil it for me by reminding me that it’s just a fantasy. I really do need this to keep my sanity. After we get away from them, I’ll snap right out of it and we can then deal with the reality. Will you promise me?”


    “Sure. I think I understand. I’ll try to go along. I’m going to try to think up my own game, okay?”


    “You do that, Ginger. Just sit back, relax, close your eyes, and imagine. We have roughly twenty minutes. I’ll do the same to try to strengthen mine.”


    Ginger and I rode into Batesville with our eyes closed but our minds wide open. When the bus made a sweeping turn and jerked to a halt, we both opened our eyes. I looked to Ginger and said, “Take off your panties. Just leave them here.”


    “WHAT?”


    “You heard me, Ginger. Take them off before people start moving about. Just slip them off, hurry!”


    Ginger still looked stunned, but hurriedly raised her ass and shimmied down her panties. She nervously tugged them free of her shoes and stuffed them between the seat cushions as I said, “Good. I don’t want anything to be unnecessarily between your vagina and Hank’s cock. I want you available at all times, do you understand?”


    Ginger gulped, blushed, and said, “Yes mother.”


    I saw Gloria waiting with two boys. She’d put on thirty pounds but otherwise looked the same. We emerged from the bus and were greeted coldly. Gloria introduced her two youngest boys, Chester and Danny. We stepped clear of the crowd and Gloria said, “Give me the money.”


    I handed her a roll of bills totaling $178.00. She asked for my change, also. I had agreed to surrender what cash I had, but this seemed extreme. I emptied my purse right there on the ramp and gave her a handful of change. We gathered our bags and followed her to a luggage locker. She had us place our belongings in the locker, including our purses, then deposited four quarters and removed the key. This, she dropped into her bra. She then led us to the lady’s room, checked inside, placed a hand-made sign on the door that said “out for cleaning,” and motioned us in. We moved past the first room into the sink and toilet area. Gloria turned to us and said, “Get out of those clothes. I brought you things that won’t make you look so much like Yankee tourists. Get a move on; we don’t have all day.”


    I knew Gloria would find some way to humiliate me, but I didn’t expect her to start in so soon. I shrugged and began removing my clothes. Ginger stood frozen in shock. We’ve never seen each other naked before. I removed my top and told Ginger to strip. When I dropped my skirt, she began unbuttoning her dress, turning her back on us. I was the first to be naked and felt deep shame and embarrassment under Gloria’s leering grin. I assisted Ginger, pulling her dress over her head and unclasping her bra. Gloria commented on Ginger’s lack of panties, making her blush. I knelt before Ginger to remove her shoes and socks. While kneeling, I could not help but glance to her loins. Her light downy muff hid little of her sex. Her lips were puffy and full, fresh, young, and healthy looking. My heart pounded as I stood facing Gloria.


    Gloria said, “Get her up on the counter so I can check that cherry out. There better be one or I’ll walk right out of here with your clothes and leave you two to fend for yourselves.”


    I pulled Ginger to the counter and pressed her buttocks to the edge. She was stiff and trembling. She hugged her chest and tried to conceal her loins. I lifted her onto the counter’s edge then stepped aside for Gloria. Gloria came up and pushed on Ginger’s chest until her shoulders rested against mirror glass. She took hold of Ginger’s feet by the ankles and forced them out in opposite directions, resting them on the countertop. Pushing hard on the insides of Ginger’s knees, she said firmly, “You stay put just like this until I tell you to get down, you hear?”


    Tears welled in Ginger’s eyes as her head nodded. Gloria wasted no time. She reached to cup Ginger’s open pussy, inserting her middle finger. Ginger winced and turned her head away as Gloria made a big production out of examining her internally. She got low and used the fingers of both hands to spread Ginger’s lips wide. She peered inside, sniffed her opening, then said, “Not bad, not bad at all.” She let go and stood but kept her hand busy fondling Ginger’s sex. She said, “You’re lucky, Gwen. If I…”


    The door opened and a gruff male African-American voice bellowed into the cavernous lady’s room, “Hey, who put dis sign on my doe. Who in dare?”


    Gloria went to him. I heard her trying to placate him, then heard him enter. Ginger and I exchanged looks of frozen terror as the man peered around the corner and exclaimed, “Holy, sweet Jesus! Lord have mercy!”


    Gloria led him before Ginger. She cowered in a ball on the counter top. I backed against the wall, covering my breasts and crotch. Gloria went to Ginger and slapped her hard across the haunches, saying, “I told you to stay put, didn’t I? Now get that way.”


    I stood in awe as Ginger resumed her exposed and vulnerable display before the leering older black man. Tears rolled steadily down her cheeks. Her breath came in staccato gasps making her tits vibrate. He gazed on Ginger’s spread beaver. Gloria tapped him on the shoulder and said, “Look, if you want one, you’ll have to settle on that one. This one’s reserved.”


    She pointed to me then marched over and took me by the scruff of my neck and forced me over to him. She brought me between the man and Ginger, then turned me in profile to Ginger and pushed my head down between my knees. From between my knees, I watched the man take out a monstrous black penis and begin stroking it. It was easily the largest cock I’d ever seen. It rested in his palm like a big slab of meat as he lazily stroked its length, displaying it to Ginger’s terrified eyes. I could see her face by looking up and to my right, and see his cock by looking between my legs. Gloria released her hold on my neck after kicking my left foot out wide. I knew better than to raise up. I gripped my thighs in preparation.


    The man said, “How bout I jus wet the head in dis one and fuck dat one?”


    Gloria was getting a camera from the grocery bag she’d brought in with her. She thought for a moment, then said, “I see no harm in that, but if you try to shove that fuck stick up her hole, I’ll scream rape so loud that cops from three counties will show up, you hear me?”


    “Yes’am. Don’t you fret none bout dat.”


    I look over and saw him press that dark purple head into the wet slit of my daughter’s pussy. He pressed hard, forcing her lips to mold over his crown. Ginger’s eyes were wide with fear, staring at her vulnerable sex and at the cudgel knocking at the door. He moved his cock up and down her slit, plowing her sex. He used it to rub over her standing clit while Gloria snapped a picture. She said, “This is too good to waste. Go ahead and see if you can get the head in, but just the head, hear.”


    “Yes’am.”


    Gloria said to me, “You get around on the other side and open her up wide for him.”


    I stood and came up on Ginger’s left side as Gloria took a position on the right. I gave Ginger a look of resignation, then bent forward, placing my fingers along her pussy lips and pulling out. It was the most erotic sight I’d ever seen or imagined. Twelve inches of thick black cock, poised to enter my daughter’s small virginal pussy. Her sex lips felt taunt and hot under my fingers. I watched closely as he grabbed her by the hips and pulled. Ginger cried, “Oh! Oh! No! It hurts!” He kept pulling. The big crown wedged its way past her ring of tissue and lodged inside. Gloria took the shot after making me look into the lens and smile. Ginger exhaled a long breath as he stopped pulling in.


    Ginger then directed me to grab his cock and pump it. I eagerly curled my fingers around his massive member and slid the skin back and forth. Gloria ordered me to get my face down near the action and smile. I rested my cheek on Ginger’s pubic mound with my lips right above her erect clit, hoping to inspire my sister. Gloria took the picture then told me to suck on her clit. I feigned reluctance, but hungrily took her little nub into my mouth and sucked hard, twirling my tongue around it. Ginger moaned and stiffened under my tongue as two flashes followed. I continued to suck on Ginger’s clit until she shuddered out a climax. Gloria ordered me back in position, and told the man to pull out.


    I got ready and he got behind me. Ginger had an excellent view. I wanted her to see how enjoyable sex can be. I’d never taken anything so big and worried that I might not be able to stifle an agonized moan or groan. He entered me much easier than he entered Ginger. He drew my ass over his cock, allowing little time for me to adjust. I bit my tongue and took it. The pain was excruciating at first, but I quickly adjusted. Soon he was fucking my cunt in long deep strokes, giving me the most deliciously wicked sensations. I began meeting his thrusts and pulling my cheeks apart, moaning in ecstasy. I said, “Oh, yes, fuck me! Fuck me hard!”


    He did. His big, black balls slapped my ass. We made squishy sucky fuck noises. I threw my head about crying out lewd encouragements. We heard a female voice call from the door, “How long you gonna be. I goota go.”


    He said, “Jus be a minute ma’am.”


    The door closed; he stepped up his pace. He pulled me back hard and came. His warm flow triggered my climax. I ground out my orgasm with my ass against his pubic hair. After he finished, he pulled out. Cum poured from my gaping hole. I stood slowly, stiff but feeling no pain. I looked to Ginger. Her face was a mask of awe and stunned disbelief. Gloria made me pose for Ginger with my pussy thrust out, leaking cum. She then tossed us sack dresses from the bag and told us to put them on.


    These were real burlap bag sacks. They were feed sacks with the feed company labels still on them. They had holes for our head and slits down both sides for our arms. While we were thus engaged, the janitor left and a middle-aged lady entered. She took one look at us and froze. She saw the cum streaming down my legs, looked at Ginger still posed as she’d been instructed, shook her head, and headed for a stall. Ginger and I quickly donned our sacks before anyone else came in. I helped Ginger make hers look more dresslike by folding under the extra material at her shoulders. Gloria handed us two pieces of rope to belt the waists. I wrapped Ginger’s twice around her waist and tied it neatly. Her sack came three inches below her crotch and didn’t look all that bad. She did not like the way the sides left her exposed to her waist. You could see the swell of her breasts. Ginger helped me with mine. My sack just barely made it past my pubic hairs. I looked at myself in the mirror and said, “Gloria, you can’t possibly be thinking of taking us out in these.”


    Gloria gathered our clothes, shoes and all, and deposited them in the waste can. I used paper towels to wipe cum from my legs as Gloria said, “Lets go. Move it!”


    She took me by the elbow. Ginger followed. I wasn’t through wiping. I dropped the paper towels as Gloria thrust me into the terminal and on toward the exit. Heads turned and followed as we went. She marched us to an old, beat-up station wagon. I started to get in and remembered our bags. “Gloria, our bags?” I said.


    “They’ll be here next week when we come in to do our shopping. If you two behave yourselves, we’ll pick them up. Get in.”


    I got in front. Ginger got sandwiched between the two boys in the back seat. When I sat, my sack drew up so far that I sat with my bare ass on hot vinyl. I yelled and lifted my ass. Gloria laughed as she maneuvered the car through Batesville traffic and I rode with my ass off the seat. We were in the country in no time, traveling down a two lane highway. Gradually, I regained my seat, still bare ass on vinyl. I looked behind me to see how Ginger was doing. She sat scrunched between the two boys, trying desperately to hide her intimate secrets. Her arms were tucked in tightly at her sides with her hands covering her crotch. Her sack hid little more than mine, but she’d managed to get some under her ass. The boys were making things difficult for her by pulling out the front of the arm slots and looking at her tits. When she tried to shield her tits, they tugged at the hand in her crotch. Their efforts grew more and more intense as we went along. Ginger was trying heroically not to make a sound, but when Chester took one hand and Danny took the other, she cried, “No! Stop!”


    Gloria ignored her so I took that as my cue and faced front. Gloria said, “That’s some kid you got there. And to think, you owe it all to me.”


    I glanced back to Ginger. She fought silently to keep their hands from her crotch, having to surrender her breasts to do so. Each boy had a tit. I looked to Gloria and said, “I assume Hank will be relieving her of her virginity.”


    “No, he’d like to, but its far to valuable to waste on him. Even he agrees on that. No, we’ve arranged a trade with a neighbor down the road: Her cherry for a pregnant sow. We need the pigs more than Hank needs to poke a virgin.”


    Ginger heard everything we said. I sat back and thought. It never occurred to me that they might sell her virginity. I tried to think of how I should react in keeping with my game. I said, “What does he look like. Is he at least white?”


    “All our neighbors are white.”


    “Is he tall, short, fat?”


    “What’s it to you?”


    “I’m just curious.”


    “He’s taller than Ginger and shorter than Hank. He’s over fifty and has a big gut. Don’t you want to know how big his dick is? I’m sure Ginger does.”


    “Do you know?”


    “I fuck him every Saturday. That’s how we get eggs.” She looked back at Ginger and said, “His dick is half the size of that nigger’s back at the bus station, but it’s just as thick. Hey, you stop fighting my boys! If they want to look or feel, you let them. Sit on those hands, NOW!” Ginger quickly shoved her hands under her ass. “Pull that sack up first. Get it up around your waist. That’s it. Now, sit on them. Okay, now place your right foot on the right door arm rest and your left foot on the left one. DO IT, BITCH!”


    I turned to watch as Ginger reluctantly followed instructions. In doing so, she left herself totally exposed and open. Both boys went for her pussy as Ginger began crying, looking to me for help. I felt a twinge of guilt for getting her into this fix, but stronger than that was the realization that my fantasy was going to be realized in spades. Gloria told them, “You better keep your little bony fingers out of her twat. If you fuck up and break her cherry, your pa will beat you both to a pulp.”


    Ginger sat helplessly covered with a full-body blush. The boys teased her cunt roughly, pulling and twisting at her fleshy parts. I saw Danny poke a stiff finger up her asshole, making her wince. Chester knew about pussies. He rubbed her clit fast and hard. Despite her fear and anxiety, her pussy responded to this crude fondling. Her entire cuntal plane was quickly saturated in her juices as were the hands that played in it. I looked to Gloria and said, “By the looks of things, I suppose I’ll be taking her home pregnant.”


    “You knew that when you first called. Don’t bullshit me, Gwen. Why do you want the kid knocked up?”


    “Honestly…to get back at Jeff. He really blew it, Gloria. He ruined everything we built over eighteen years. Ginger is his pride and joy. I want him to pay dearly.”


    “I never knew you had it in you. She’s innocent. Don’t it bother you to sacrifice her to get even with him?”


    “A little, yes. Still, it’s not my fault we’re here, and there’s nothing I can do about it now that we are here. I have nothing to feel guilty about. She’d get pregnant whether I wanted it or not.”


    “That’s true. I haven’t changed. Getting you knocked up four times was my greatest accomplishment. It’ll be a pleasure doing Ginger. If you really want to do this right and get even with Jeff, make her carry the kid all the way.”


    “Oh, I plan to. Who knows, we may keep it.” Ginger had been listening in on our conversation. I’d been glancing back, looking mostly at her crotch. When I said this, I was looking right into her disbelieving eyes. The look she returned reflected her confusion. I lowered my eyes to the fingers rubbing her clit. Chester triggered her orgasm as I watched. Ginger’s hips lifted involuntarily. She pressed hard against the doors while lifting her crotch into his fingers. She groaned and shuddered, biting her lower lip. After she relaxed, Chester began smearing her juices over her mound, lower belly, and inner thighs. Danny was sucking on one tit and toying with the other.


    We turned onto a dirt road ten miles out of Batesville. Gloria said, “It’s eight miles down this road to our place. Jubel’s place is on the way. We’ll be dropping her off there. He gets her for twenty-four hours.”


    I looked back to see how Ginger took this news. She pleaded with her eyes. Gloria said, “Why don’t you boys slip that sack off her. Ain’t nobody going see shit on this road. I want to hand her to Jubel buck-assed naked and ready to fuck.”


    The boys eagerly set to work. Ginger moaned as her hands were brought out from under her ass. She offered no resistance as they drew her covering over her head. Gloria looked back and said, “Place your arms out on the top of the seat, Ginger. Stretch out and let those boys at your tits. Maybe they’ll give your cunt a rest.”


    Ginger followed orders. She was soon spread out and fully open to their groping. Her tits were getting a thorough workout with hands and mouths. She still maintained her blush and far-off stare as we bounced and swayed down the rutted, winding dirt road. Ten minutes later, we turned down a long drive, arriving at a modern brick farm house. Gloria honked the horn and got out. She opened the door and took Ginger’s hand, almost dragging her out. A rotund, balding man in bib over-alls stepped from the porch, followed by two barefoot teenage boys older than Ginger. Gloria picked Ginger up in her strong arms and met them half way, transferring Ginger to the man. He took her and went straight for the house. Ginger’s panicked face peered back at me over his shoulder as the two boys followed, poking and slapping at her exposed flesh, laughing with glee.


    My heart went out to Ginger. This was nothing like I had in mind. Gloria got in, smiled at me and put the car in gear. She said, “Poor thing is trembling like a leaf. Don’t worry, Jubel and his boys aren’t all that mean. They’ll show her a good time.”


    One half mile down that same road, we pulled into a weed-filled lot with an old trailer house on it. Junk littered the area. The homemade add-on looked ready to fall over. The house had a screened-in porch but no door. Chickens roamed freely. In the back were goat pens, a hog pen, and a chicken coop. A big mangy dog lumbered over, lazily wagging his tail. The chain stopped his progress short of the car.


    The two older boys came bounding from the trailer wearing only cutoff army pants belted with rope. Abe opened my door and I got out. The boys were joined by Chester and Danny. Bobby yelled out, “Can we fuck her now, Ma?”


    “Not till your pa has her.”


    I was stunned and turned to face Gloria. Suddenly four pairs of hands attacked my sack dress, ripping it from my body. I stumbled about, trying to keep my feet as sack remnants were torn away. All that was left was the rope. Gloria came over and wrapped a heavy link chain around my neck and secured it with a pad lock leaving a long chain tail to drag on the ground. She answered my quizzical look saying, “We keep our valuable pets locked up. Go into the house and step to the back. Hank is waiting for you.”


    I knew the futility of arguing or asking for mercy. I hung my head, picked up my chain, and entered the trailer.


    Inside, the trailer was a mess. It smelled dank and moldy. I stepped over trash and dirty clothes in making my way to the rear. Hank was naked on the bed, stroking his hardon. He grinned evilly and said, “Well, well, little Gwen Peterson. Get over here and suck my dick! I went to him and knelt by the bed. I took his cock in my mouth and sucked. After sucking him off, he drank a beer while watching me masturbate. Afterwards, he screwed my ass, my mouth, and my cunt, in that order. When he came, he got up, went out and yelled, “Okay boys, she’s all yours.”


    I sat up in stunned disbelief as the thunder of happy feet clambered through the trailer. The boys came surging into the small room and literally feel upon me. They were all naked and sporting erections. Those erections found holes, one by one, until my mouth, ass, and cunt were occupied. For what seemed an hour, they traded off and got off. Semen was everywhere. They exhausted me. It was no fun at all the way they abused me.


    After they finished with me, they took me outside. Gloria led me out back. At the mid point of the trailer, she secured the end of my chain to a steel stake. She pointed to a cleared space under the trailer that had several old blankets and said, “That’s your bed, there’s your water bowel, and we’ll bring food out twice a day. When it rains, you might have to get way under there, but look out for black widow spiders.”


    I could not believe my ears. I said, “Gloria, no, you can’t be serious.”


    “Oh, I’m dead serious. I’ve been dreaming of this for over twenty years, you stupid cunt.”


    “But Gloria, I brought you Ginger. I thought you’d be happy.”


    “Oh, I’m tickled shitless. I know why you brought her, too. You want me to do to her what I used to do to you. I will, too, only now, I’m much better at it. I’ve learned so much. You’ll see. Don’t worry, I’ll let you both go at the end of August, but till then, you’re both mine.” She chucked me roughly under the chin and said, “Enjoy your stay, bitch!” She swaggered off, leaving me paralyzed.


 


    I spent three hours alone. The hot sun forced me under the trailer. Hank, like most rednecks, owned a pack of hunting dogs that he kept in a pen out back. They yapped and barked constantly. Rest was out of the question. Fleas, ants, and mosquitoes pestered me constantly and flies swarmed my wet crotch. After an hour of swatting at them, I just let them have me. I laid on my side and sobbed.


    Just before dark, Hank and the boys came for me. They released my chain from the stake and walked me to a shed. There, I saw two devices made from sections of plywood and wooden packing crates. One looked finished, while the other was in pieces awaiting assembly. Hank ordered me to lie over the crate after placing a cushion on it. I knelt on the plywood and leaned over the cushion, resting my chest on the crate. The boys attached straps to my legs and arms, securing me on all fours. Hank draped a carpet section over my back and tied it in place, leaving my ass exposed. My knees were eighteen inches apart, so I was quite vulnerable.


    I noticed a rope attached to the front of the plywood base. They picked it up and began dragging the device with me on it. Panic welled up in me. I had no idea what their intention was, but I knew this did not bode well. They dragged me towards the dog pen. Our course never veered. Sudden awareness dawned and I cried out, “No! Hank, No! What are you doing? You can’t be serious.”


    Hank unlatched the gate and shoed the dogs back. The boys dragged me through until I was fully inside. They dropped the rope and eased out, followed by Hank. He latched the gate and said, “Don’t worry, they won’t bite.”


    I was in a total panic as the dogs came near and began sniffing at my rear, nosing my crotch. I saw Gloria saunter over and take her place at the fence. I looked up and said, “Why?”


    She only smiled that evil smile. The dogs, meanwhile, were getting agitated. Their excitement grew. Tongues lapped at my crotch. Suddenly, one jumped up and began humping. I felt his pointed prick poke at my rear openings until one lucky poke buried it in my pussy. After that, he sank all the way and fucked rapidly. They laughed at my humiliation. They watched those dogs take me one after the other, some got lodged in my ass. After all were sated, Hank told Abe, “You and Bobby get to work on that other one. Ginger will be here tomorrow. I want it ready. We have a bunch of friends coming over to meet our family from up north.”


    My head fell. A dog came up and licked my face. Gloria stepped into the pen and squatted at my side. She lifted my face and turned it to hers, saying, “Honey, you ain’t seen nothing yet. I’ve got big plans for you and Ginger. Who knows, maybe Ginger will deliver a litter of puppies. Won’t that piss Jeff off?” She laughed her maniacal laugh and left.


    I knew we were in for a long, hot summer


 


    THE END
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     Saleswhore


    By: Phil Phantom


 


Stan Reynolds heard the timid knock at his office door and wondered where his private secretary was. It certainly wasn’t her. She never knocked, timid or otherwise. He set his work aside, then got up and answered a door he’d never answered before.


 


There stood Rachel Thompson, his one-gal sales force. “I’m sorry to bother you like this, but I had to wait until Gwen stepped out.”


 


“Well, this is a pleasant surprise. After our last private encounter, I never thought I’d get you alone again. Been doing some private thinking, Rachel?”


 


Rachel blushed as he welcomed her inside with a hand gesture which she accepted, getting her ass squeezed in passing, making her take a short hop. As he shut and locked the door, she faced him with both arms raised in a non-threatening defense, saying, “Please, Mr. Reynolds. It’s not what you think. Believe me. I am not here for that.”


 


Stan ignored her claim and her hands. He stepped in close and drew her into a tight embrace, dropping both hands to her firm ass as he nuzzled her ear. Rachel gently pushed against his barrel chest, but accepted the ear nuzzle and lobe nibble. At least, she didn’t turn her head trying to avoid his nibbles or the ear licks that followed.


 


“You sexy little fuck. So, you heard about Stan’s Wonder Worm and decided that being alone with the horny boss man wasn’t such a bad idea after all, huh?”


 


“Mr. Reynolds…Stan…I came to talk, only talk…about Susan Mathews,…you know, that sexy number in accounting…the one with the big boobs and eighteen-inch waist…wears form fitting dresses, high heels…the one that makes an hour glass look like a crushed beer can…the one they call The Untouchable…You had to have noticed her…Stan…”


 


Rachel squirmed as he got her tight-fitting skirt up high enough to get both hands under the back hem and inside the back of her panty hose, panties too, and was digging low, making steady progress toward her moistening feminine grotto until she blurted out, “I’m a lesbian on the rag and I think I have crabs.”


 


Stan’s hands came out in a flash and he stood back as though suddenly finding himself in the arms of a leper with bad breath. Rachel smoothed her skirt and smiled. Stan eyed her, then said, “You’re not a lesbian…are you?”


 


“I’m married, Stan, but I am strongly bisexual.”


 


“I suppose your crabs are just fleas.”


 


“That was a lie, but I am on the rag. Can we talk about Susan…just talk?”


 


While moving back behind his desk, he said, “We may as well. I’ve lost my mood.”


 


Rachel took a seat at the end of his couch so she could converse without the big desk being between them. She also wanted to keep an eye on his crotch while they talked. Stan made it easy by swiveling his chair to face her head-on with his knees apart and a hand rubbing his groin as though he’d been kneed in the crotch. She looked at his massaging hand and smiled, saying, “You want her, don’t you?”


 


If we’re thinking of the same woman, hell yes—blonde, about five six, legs that won’t quit, built like a brick shithouse?”


 


“That’s the one, and I know how you can get her any time you want her, and if you’re interested in young stuff, she has three very sexy daughters. You can get them, too, and the youngest is thirteen. I’ve met that one, and she is hot stuff. Picture Shirley Temple with tits, big tits. Breed them, show them, share them with friends. Mommy will deliver them naked with bows in their belly buttons—Interested?”


 


By the look of his strained slacks, he was very interested. He said, “I’m listening. First tell me what’s in it for you.”


 


“I want those girls, all three. I should say, I want at them from time to time, and I don’t want Mommy getting in my way. They’ll be all yours. I just want you to share. Mostly, I want Susan transferred to sales. I need her, and if I had her under my total control, I could double or triple sales. We’re talking steady growth as long as she and her little darlings put out. If you’ve looked at the numbers lately, you’ll see that we need that marketing edge. Our competition is eating our lunch and they’re doing it with paid escorts, whores.”


 


“Okay, now tell me the rest.”


 


“I had lunch with Susan and two other women from accounting. Susan is absolutely convinced that you are connected to the mob and this is nothing but a money laundering enterprise.”


 


“WHAT? She’s in accounting. She sees where the money comes from.”


 


“Yes, but she also sees that big black Caddy with the dark windows, the flashy suits, the body guard, and a lot of that money she sees is cash. She handles all the cash accounts.”


 


“Jesus Christ! Me, a mobster.”


 


“She’s only been here a few months, Stan. She doesn’t know you’re just a horny guy that has to be on constant guard from pissed husbands.”


 


“Okay, so she thinks I’m a mobster. How does that help?”


 


“Simple, she thinks you are ruthless, dangerous, and should never be crossed. She watches too much TV, but that’s good, because she’d never go to the police. I also found out that she can’t quit. She’s in a big financial bind right now because her ex has stopped making child support payments. Oh, and besides those three girls, she has two boys, eleven and fourteen, I believe. Trust me, Stan. If you put the squeeze on her and played the part she thinks you are, she’d be putty. If you threatened to have her kids tortured and killed, one at a time while she watched, there isn’t anything she wouldn’t do to spare them from that fate—nothing.”


 


Stan stood and glared down on Rachel, then stormed around the desk, saying, “That’s a fucking sick thing to say, Rachel! You have to be an awfully sick bitch to even think of something like that. Why don’t you take your sorry ass out of my office and go slink back into whatever slime hole you slithered out of.”


 


Rachel’s face fell and she turned white. She got to her feet on trembling legs and said, “All I meant was, tell her something gangsterish. That just came to mind. That’s the kind of sick shit she’d expect to hear from a real mobster, and she put that notion in my head.”


 


“Bullshit!”


 


“No, I swear. She said, and these were her exact words, ‘If a man like that ever sets his sights on you, you’d best just strip and spread ‘em. They don’t take no, and they don’t kill slow. They have you cut up alive, then they feed the pieces to you until you’re full of yourself, then they feed you to gators until they’re full of yourself, then they make luggage out of the gators, drain the swamp, put up a casino, and make a million the first week.’”


 


“Susan said that—those exact words?”


 


“I swear. Ask Joy Smith or Debbie Strickland. Please believe me. I am not a sick bitch. Yes, I have a passion for young girls, but I’m not into hurting them. I adore them. I just want to love them up one side and down the other, but I would never ever lay an unwelcome finger on a child under any circumstances. You must believe me.”


 


Stan had been eyeing her with a jaundiced eye. When she ended her plea, he said, “I believe you’d love to bind those girls and whip them till they bleed. You look the type.”


 


He noted that she didn’t deny that accusation, but did look guilty as charged. He paced, then faced her and said, “I’ll give this more thought, but I’ll tell you this. If you ever hurt those girls, I’ll see you fry for it. I may not be a mobster, but I know mobsters. All I’d have to do is drop a dime and a name, and that name will simply vanish from the face of the Earth. Go sit on that, Butch!”


 


Rachel took that as a goodbye, tucked her tail between her legs, and made her quiet egress. Stan returned to his seat and thought, trying mostly to get a clearer picture of the sexy blond. All he could recall were legs, fantastic legs. When Gwen returned to help man the fort, Stan decided a stroll through accounting was in order.


 


He spotted Susan right away, sitting in a cubicle in a room full of cubicles with her back to him. She reminded him of Lori Anderson only not quite as tall. Sitting down, she looked exactly like Lori Anderson—from the rear. He saw she had pictures on her desk, five, in individual frames.


 


He hadn’t planned on making personal contact, but everyone looked busy and the cubicles that could eaves drop were empty. He went over and sat on the edge of her desk. From the front, she looked like a cross between Dolly Parton and Marla Maples. She dressed like Lori Anderson, had tits like Dolly Parton, with a face like Marla Maples. How did this one ever get past his radar, he wondered. She probably walked by and he became fixated on her sexy legs and swaying, heart-shaped ass.


 


Susan jumped when his imposing form came suddenly into view, then gulped as he sat on the edge of her desk looking down on her with a mobster look—penetrating and calculating, unafraid, sure, cold, scary, and sexy if you find men like that sexy. She did; didn’t want to; couldn’t help it.


 


“Mmm…mr. Reynolds, Sir. What a surprise. Is there…anything I can do for you?”


 


Stan eyed her from head to toe, making the tour of her legs most obvious, saying nothing, letting her sweat, and she did sweat. He stared at her proud tits, then slowly, cat like, let his eyes wander over to the set of pictures. They looked like school pictures. He picked up the oldest girl, a spitting image of her mother though he couldn’t see the bod. He raised his eyebrows, then said, “Cute kid.”


 


“That�s, uh, Penny, my oldest. She just turned sixteen a few months ago.”


 


He set Penny down and picked up the middle daughter. She looked fourteen, but then he remembered she had a son who was fourteen. He looked at the oldest boy and saw they were identical twins just as Susan said, “That’s Cathy. She and Robby are twins, identical twins. They’re fourteen, now, actually fourteen and a half. All of my kids are eighteen months apart, except the twins, of course. Nine months pregnant, then nine months free, then back to being barefoot and pregnant again. That was the way it was with Lester until I said, enough is enough.”


 


She was rambling. He picked up the youngest daughter. She looked much younger than thirteen, more like ten or eleven. She had that Shirley Temple look with the dimples and brown curly hair, but it was her mischievous smile and big brown eyes that made her look sexy, like she was thinking, “I’m not wearing any underwear.”


 


Susan volunteered, “That’s an old picture of Karen. I think she was ten. She’s now thirteen and looks much different. Once they enter puberty, my girls shoot up like weeds. She’s one I’ll have to keep my eye on. She sprouted up and out in all the wrong places…for a mother, anyway. Uh, this is my baby, Kevin. He was nine in this picture. He’s now eleven and a half and he’s now going through puberty. He’s the last, thank God.”


 


After making that remark about Karen sprouting out, she tried to divert Stan’s attention away from her, but Stan wasn’t diverting. He kept looking over Karen’s picture, ignoring the one being offered up. Without taking his eyes off of the girl, he said, “With a body like yours, you must be driving that boy nuts. I hope you didn’t tell him that masturbation will make him go blind. That would be cruel.”


 


“Well, no,…we…uh, never discussed that subject. I don’t think he has a problem. I do his laundry.”


 


“Pecker tracks, huh?”


 


“What?”


 


He let her figure it out. Seconds later, she said with a blush of awareness, “Uh, never mind.”


 


Stan made his decision. He was going for it. He had to. Karen had him captivated. She had a certain twinkle in her eye, a precocious smile, and if the kid was built, she was his ideal woman child, one vice he’d never indulged but always kept in the wings should the perfect opportunity come along. The more he listened to the quaking voice of Susan Mathews, the more he realized he’d never get a better one. He said, “What size bra does Karen wear?”


 


“Bra?”


 


“Yes, bra.”


 


“Uh…I buy adult 34 D-cups, but I have to take them in to 30s. They don’t make a 30-D. She’s at a very awkward stage right now—very top-heavy. She hasn’t grown into her chest—physically or mentally. That’s why I have to keep my eye on her. Getting her to wear a bra is the hard part. She hates them and would love to go topless if I’d let her.”


 


“Do you have anything more recent, something on you, something in a bikini?”


 


“I, uh…well, no, not on me and nothing in a bikini. I won’t let her wear a bikini.”


 


“Get some for me by tomorrow. I’d like to see her in a string bikini. Take a full roll in a variety of poses and get them developed. I want full color glossies in eight by ten. I’d like them on my desk by noon tomorrow.” He took a crisp hundred-dollar bill out of a roll of bills, then flipped the bill into her lap, saying, “That should take care of it.” He peeled off another, flipped it and said, “And get her a bikini, the briefest possible, string and bottle caps if that’s the briefest.” He peeled and flipped another, saying, “And get yourself something nice.”


 


In a tone that was more plea than a statement, she said, “That’s very generous, Mr. Reynolds, but I can’t take pictures like that or put Karen in a suit like that. I’m very sorry, but I�m afraid I’ll have to pass on your kind offer.”


 


Ignoring the bills she attempted to pass back, he said, “It wasn’t an offer. Take the rest of the day off and come in at noon tomorrow. Come directly to my office. Gwen will be expecting you.”


 


He stood, cupped her under the chin, tilted her head far back and said, “More importantly, I am expecting you, and you know what else I am expecting.” Susan swallowed hard. “Don’t make me come looking for you. I’m the one guy that can find plain folks in the federal witness protection program. Finding a doll like you with five kids wouldn’t even be a challenge. You don’t quit; you don’t run; you don�t hide; you do as you’re told, and everybody stays happy and healthy. Cross me and…well, you don’t really want to know, do you?”


 


Susan’s head shook within his grasp. Stan could tell by the look in her eyes that she pictured an awful lot of luggage. He’d said all he needed to say, and yet, he didn’t really say anything. Still, she had her marching orders. As they say in the sales game, once you’ve given your pitch—shut up! Stan touched her on the nose, blew her a winking kiss, then walked off like the Frank Sinatra.


 


Before leaving the accounting office, he turned and said, “I’m transferring you to sales. After you check out here, report to Rachel. I’ll let her know you’ve been given time off with pay.”


 


Susan pissed her panties. I mean, she really pissed her panties. No shit! Piss dripped from her seat and puddled on that plastic mat thingie they put down for chairs with rollers. It’s a good thing, too, because she’d have ruined the new carpet. As it was, she’d ruined a good dress. Checking out would take a while.


 


Stan stopped by Rachel’s office and found her on the phone. She quickly blew off her party and looked hopefully to her employer. Stan sat on the corner of her desk and said, “All right, we’re going to go for it. I just had an interesting talk with Susan. I guess you were on the level.”


 


“I didn’t exaggerate one iota, Stan. Isn’t she something?”


 


“She’s something all right, but she’s scared half out of her mind. She’s dangerous in that state. I want you to get her to relax, be a buddy not a boss. By the way, she was told to report to you. She’s in sales now, and she has off until tomorrow at noon. She has to get sexy pictures of her thirteen-year-old for me. She needs a good buddy. My guess is she’d jump at the offer of help. If you get the nod, don’t go overboard. Make the experience pleasant for Susan and Karen, but see that I get some very revealing photos—up close and personal, if you get my drift.”


 


“Don’t worry, Stan. I know exactly how to handle this. We’re buddies already, and she knows I’m interested in her sexually. She’s thinking it over, kind of tip toeing with the idea. Right now, she’s down on men but getting hard up and horny. My guess is she’s never tried anything with women but she’s curious. With her type, I never fail. I’m very good, and my sales experience doesn’t hurt.”


 


“Go slow, Rachel. Blow this, and I may think about pimping your skinny ass to prospects.”


 


“I won’t blow this, that I promise. Trust me, Stan. In this area, I know what I’m doing, but my real expertise is with the kiddies. I have been at that game for over twenty years. I’ve had dozens, maybe over a hundred, and never been reported by any of them. I’ve had both sexes and been in some pretty heavy scenes. I never take a kid down a path they don’t secretly want to travel. My secret to success is that I can tell. It’s a gift.”


 


“Nothing speaks louder than success. I’ll trust your judgment until you fuck up once, but I want you to understand this—if I get a sniffle, you get the flu.”


 


“Then you’ll give me a free hand?”


 


“Free until I feel a sniffle coming on. You had best understand me, Rachel. I’m a fun guy, and I want everyone to have fun with me. No force, no tears, no sleepless nights, no stress, no strain—fun, fun, fun for everyone, and I expect you to run this show that way. I want to get Susan past this shitty part as quickly as possible. If you’re as good as you say you are, you work your magic on Susan. I don’t want to see that terrified look on her face ever again, and if I ever get a negative report from those kids, your ass will be gone before the line goes dead.”


 


“You’ve got a deal, Boss. Now, can we talk about a raise?”


 


Stan stood and made for the door. At the door, he stopped to say, “I don’t deal on promises; I deal on results. You should know better, and you work on commission. If you want a raise, close more sales.”


 


“Wait! What deal is she coming in on?”


 


“I hadn’t thought about it.”


 


“We should make it good—heavy on draw, light on commission. She’s not sales minded. She only wants guarantees, something she can run a budget on.”


 


“What do you suggest?”


 


“I think they start accounting girls out at 18K. She’s probably at 20K by now. I’d double her take home pay, say 50K, and not offer any commissions. Besides, she can’t sell, she can only assist the sale.”


 


“You want all the commissions.”


 


“I deserve them. This was my idea. I found her and told you how to get her. You couldn’t do this without my help, not safely.”


 


“All right, Rachel, you sold me. Get with Greeley and set it up that way effective today. Oh, and it had better be safe.”


 


With that, he left. Susan knocked five minutes later and announced herself through the door. Rachel excitedly said, “Come in! Come in!”


 


Rachel excitedly came out from behind her desk to greet Susan with a hug, an embrace, saying, “I heard the great news, Susan. I put in the request just an hour ago, but I had no idea I’d get what I wanted, not this fast.”


 


Rachel eased back, at least, she eased back her head. She still kept their bodies merged to keep up the transfer of body heat, especially in the erogenous areas: breasts, loins, and ass where her hands rested and pulled. “Why aren’t you jumping up and down?”


 


“Rachel, he wants my baby. He wants Karen.”


 


“What makes you think that?”


 


“He picked up her picture and just kept staring at it. He got aroused, asked about her bra size, and then he ordered me to provide him with sexy bikini shots of her. He wants them on his desk by noon tomorrow. What am I going to do, Rachel?”


 


“Humm, this looks bad. I can’t say I’m too surprised. I should have told you not to display those girls on your desk. Around here, that’s like trolling for a molester. It looks like you caught one, a big one.”


 


Rachel finally released Susan, satisfied that she wasn’t the one to break off the intimate hug. She paced while thinking, and Susan watched her think and pace. Rachel stopped pacing, looked to Susan, and said, “Okay, do you want it straight or sugar coated?”


 


“I want it straight.”


 


“Resolve yourself to handing over Karen, naked on a silver platter with a bow in her belly button.”


 


“Good god, Rachel, I could never! She just turned thirteen. You’ve seen her. She’s just a child.”


 


“I saw her, and I saw a little woman who knows the score.”


 


“That’s beside the point. I know she’s a child. What’s more, she’s my child, and I’m not about to hand her to a child molester.”


 


“You must. He won’t kill her, hurt her, or take her away from you, but you’ll be taking care of his little whore for him. That’s what you have to resolve yourself to, and that’s what he’s paying you fifty-thousand dollars a year for.”


 


“Fifty thousand? He’s paying me fifty thousand? He never said anything about paying me fifty thousand.”


 


“That’s what he told me to put you on, and you don’t need to make any sales. He said your job was to assist me in any way it takes to clinch a sale. He didn’t have to tell me what that meant.”


 


“Well, you’ll have to tell me.”


 


“Straight or sugar coated?”


 


“Straight, always straight.”


 


“You’re a sales whore, Susan. Whatever the prospect wants, you provide, and if the prospect wants a little girl, or boy for that matter, you provide. If he’s into incest, golden showers, bestiality, group sex, bondage, discipline, anal, oral, whatever he wants, you provide.”


 


“Oh my god!”


 


“You wanted it straight.”


 


Now, it was Susan pacing and thinking. Rachel let her think and pace. The pitch was delivered. Silence was now golden. The first to speak looses. Rachel wasn’t about to lose if it took all afternoon. Ten minutes later, Susan stopped pacing and said, “Rachel, I can’t work as a whore. I’m a mother with five children. And I can’t let him use my daughter as his personal whore. I can’t let him use my children to entertain perverts. I can’t go to the police. I can’t quit. I can’t run. What am I going to do?”


 


Rachel, now seated behind her desk, put on a concerned look and said, “I think you answered your own question. You’re a mother with five children. You’ll save what you can, mother them all, and support them the best way you can.”


 


“Yes, of course, but how can I live day to day with this situation?”


 


“One day at a time.” Rachel got up and came to Susan, placed one arm around Susan’s waist and hugged her close, then trailed a finger in the open space of her top, running over silky-smooth flesh, saying, “This is not your fault. You didn’t seek employment with a known child molesting Godfather and display your children�s’ pictures as bait to lure him to you. You didn’t, did you?”


 


Susan watched the finger draw across the swelling of her upper breast flesh as she said, “No, of course not.”


 


“That’s good. You had me worried, especially after that conversation at lunch. You seemed to know what would happen, and you do dress to attract a man like Stan. You’ll have nothing to do with any peons, even good looking peons. If a person didn’t know better, they’d think you were waiting for the big fish to take the bait.”


 


Ignoring the button being unbuttoned, Susan said, “Is that what everyone thinks? Do they honestly think I use my children as bait?”


 


The finger now toured actual breast flesh inside the top edge of each cup as Rachel said, “You wouldn’t be the first, Susan. I wasn’t sure myself. I mean, you’re with those kids everyday, yet you display their pictures on your desk. The only people doing that lost custody, and the only women with custody doing it are trying like hell to get Stan’s attention. That’s why I didn’t interfere. I’m not one to judge another woman. To each her own, I say. You can tell me the truth, Susan. Does it turn you on thinking about a sexy child like Karen in the clutches of a child molester, a mobster?”


 


The finger rubbed across one very hard nipple as Susan said, “No, of course not. That would be sick. I love my kids. I’m proud of my kids, and that’s all there is to it, and I don’t care what anyone thinks.”


 


“I think your nipples are hard and very lovely. I thought you�d have huge nondiscript nipples, but these puppies are gorgeous. I love nipples that pucker tight and stick straight out and dark pink is my favorite nipple color. Damn, they�re like rubber. Are you sure you don�t want that kid molested?”


 


They were both looking inside Susan’s pulled out cup, staring at an alabaster mound of flesh with a cherry-pink nipple in full pucker getting rubbed over by an index finger, then tweaked between a thumb and finger. Susan watched the tit play in silence, then said, “Rachel, are you a lesbian?”


 


“No, but I do appreciate things of exceptional beauty, and I don’t limit myself to one sex. Right now, I’m growing a bit tired of the male sex and developing a deeper appreciation of the female. You had a big influence in that direction, and I sense you feel the same way. Am I right?”


 


While Rachel began undoing buttons, clear to the belt that went around Susan’s waist, then peeled the parted halves off the shoulders and unhooked the bra, exposing both DD breasts which she took in each hand, Susan said, “I am down on men, but I can’t say I am switching, or even bisexual. I’m not sure I want to do this, Rachel, not here anyway.”


 


“Relax. No one enters my office without knocking. Stan does, but he knows about me. I’m sure he put you here because he knew I couldn’t keep my hands off you. God, these are great tits, Susan. I don�t usually go for big boobs, but these are hooters. I would have sworn you had a boob job. How do you keep them so firm?”


 


“Rachel, don’t I have any say so?”


 


“Come on, Susan. Make the best of a bad situation. We can be friends, best friends, bosom buddies. Let’s not get off on the wrong foot. I can tell you’re enjoying this. I’m a woman. We don’t have to play games, and you needn’t feel uptight with me. I adore you, and I can give you so much pleasure at a time when you’re under so much stress.”


 


“Could we at least lock the door? I�m not used to going topless in a place of business—anywhere for that matter.”


 


“I’d rather leave it unlocked. It’s more exciting that way, don’t you think?”


 


“I’m too nervous to find anything sexually exciting.”


 


“That�s not what your nipples say, and it�s not cold in here.”


 


“Please, can we just talk for now.”


 


Rachel released Susan’s breasts and stood back wearing a warm smile. She said, “Sure, we can, but leave your tits out. Go topless for me. Live a little.”


 


They took seats on the sofa, and Rachel immediately placed her hand on Susan’s leg, pushing the hem up by four inches to rest the hand past the mid point, a few inches down from pussy. Susan stared at the hand rubbing over a nylon-clad thigh, watching it boldly go in toward the inner thigh area before turning up.


 


Rachel said, “I thought I felt wetness on your ass.” She cupped the crotch and declared, “My god, girl, you’re sopping wet! I’ve never seen anyone turned on this much. What gives?”


 


“Rachel, please don’t touch me between my legs. I, uh…peed myself. God, this is so embarrassing.”


 


Rachel ignored the request, laughed, and said, “You pissed your panties!”


 


“I’ve never been so frightened. I lose control easily, but never like this. Please, Rachel.”


 


“Relax, I love it. I love feeling your pissy undies, you sexy bitch.”


 


“This is so bizarre. Rachel, honestly, could we just talk? I need to talk, and I can’t think straight with your hand between my legs. Please.”


 


“Oh, all right, spoil sport. Let’s talk.”


 


“Thank you. Rachel, I need your help. I could never take the kind of pictures he wants of Karen, but I’m thinking you could. I’m thinking you might enjoy doing that. Am I right?”


 


“Are you kidding? I’d love it. Karen is one sexy little girl. Yummy.”


 


“Not you too?”


 


“I’m into females right now. You have to admit, Susan—forget she’s your daughter—that is one sexy little girl.”


 


“I suppose. She knows it, too. She’s a bit of a ham and quite the exhibitionist. I think she’d love a photo session like the one Stan wants, but not with me looking on. I was thinking, if you made a game of it, got her laughing, praised her beauty, especially her tits, she’d open up and get sexy for you. I don’t know. She might freak out. I just don’t know.”


 


“She will not freak out. Not with me she won’t. I’m very good with girls her age. She wouldn’t be my first.”


 


“Rachel! You’re not…you aren’t…”


 


“A child molester? That’s a nasty term. I prefer lover of the young. Stan made me that way. What choice did I have? He snaps, I jump. He holds the hoop, I jump through the hoop. It has been that way for years. I’m tired of beating myself up for it. He made me what I am. I’ve come to accept that. I quit fighting years ago. Take my advice, Susan. Don’t ever fight that man, never.”


 


Susan sat in ponderous silence, then said, “I understand, Rachel. Fighting him never entered my mind. Let’s get back to Karen. How can we do this?”


 


“You just let me handle everything, but I want you right at my side, and show your happy face, and be loving and affectionate with me. We must act like lovers, and Karen should see you loving on another woman.”


 


“I could never.”


 


“It will excite her and put her at ease with me. You may as well get used to it. We’ll be together a great deal, and I won’t hide my desire for you in front of kids that will see that and much more before too long.”


 


Alarmed, Susan recoiled and said, “What are you talking about?”


 


“Susan, you’re going to be whoring for us. We can’t hide that fact. You’ll be entertaining prospects in your home. Your home is now the corporate whore house. That’s part of the 50K.”


 


Susan shot to her feet and closed her open top, pacing madly while saying, “That is out of the question! No way on Earth will that ever be the case. You tell that…that, monster…”


 


“Hold on, Susan. I won’t tell him anything. If you have something to tell him, you tell him yourself. If you’re going to fight him, I don’t want any part of this. You’re going back to accounting. I want as far away from you as possible. Just go.”


 


“Rachel, no! Please! I need you. I won’t fight. I won’t cause trouble. I swear I won’t. I’ll work as a whore if I must and I�ll surrender Karen if I have no other choice, but you must help me keep this from my other kids. That’s all I’m asking. I’m begging.”


 


“I want your word that you’ll never ever look cross-eyed at Stan no matter what happens.”


 


“You have my word.”


 


“Let me think about it, but don’t get your hopes up. I can’t really see any way, and I doubt there is a way. Stan likes turning a woman’s home into his whore house. He’d rather fuck Karen in her home with all of you present than in a plush hotel in private.”


 


“Oh my God. Oh no! Please tell me you’re joking.”


 


“I’m not joking, Susan. Furthermore, he’s into incest of all types. You and the kids will be a great amusement to him and his friends. Be thinking along those lines, and the sooner the better.”


 


Now trembling and in tears, Susan stared open-mouthed and pissed herself again, launching Rachel from the sofa as she grabbed Susan’s cardigan sweater, which she wore tied around her waist to hide the wet area in back. She placed the sweater between Susan’s feet just as the flow down each leg reached her heels. Rachel picked up one soggy ankle after another and placed both feet on the sweater just as the shoes overflowed.


 


Susan stood with her face in her hands, pissing and crying, lifting each foot as prompted, not caring about anything, not even the fact that Rachel had her dress pushed up past her waist, her panties and panty hose pulled down to her knees, and was saying, “Piss away, you sexy bitch!”


 


     *


 


Susan was still in a daze as she wandered along, following Rachel in a Fredricks of Hollywood swimsuit section. Susan wore nothing under her dress, Rachel having seen to that. Having never been out in public braless, much less pantiless, Susan was more than a little on edge, certain that everyone knew she was naked under her dress. They certainly knew she was braless.


 


Rachel picked up one bit of string nothingness after another, asking Susan’s opinion, trying to get the distraught woman’s mind on the upcoming shoot, now scheduled for immediately after school at Rachel’s house in the two hours they’d have before her husband arrived home. Not that he’d mind, but he would be a distraction, humping the child while they tried posing her. Molesting children was all they had in common, and they were good at sharing their conquests.


 


Susan nodded dumbly to everything, and Rachel finally took Susan by the shoulders and shook her, saying, “Hey, snap out of it. Get in the mood. You couldn’t even fake it like you are now, and Karen will pick up on that right away. If she sees you stressed out, she’ll stress out, and we’ll get nowhere, and I will not force her. I flat refuse to coerce her in any way. If she needs coercing or a whipping, you’ll have to do it, and you’ll have to do it someplace else. You’re not going to beat that child in my home. Do you understand me?”


 


“Rachel, I can’t, I just can’t.”


 


“In that case, you go your way and I’ll go mine. Don’t even look at me in the plant. Good luck.”


 


In a panic, Susan chased after and grabbed Rachel, turning her. “Please, don’t leave me, Rachel! Help me. I just need help. Push me. I need a push. Push hard. I need a hard push. Snap me out of this, I beg you. I’ll do anything you say—anything.”


 


Rachel acted as though she were thinking about it, when in fact, she was thinking about a way to shock Susan into a more cooperative frame of mind. They had attracted the attention of Ray, the owner—a good friend of Rachel’s—along with three male customers, and interest from half a dozen browsing females and two female sales clerks. The situation had possibilities, and she’d earlier given Ray a secret sign that they didn’t know each other. This wasn’t the first time they played this game with an unaware guest shopper in Rachel’s company.


 


His nod meant anything went. If he nodded twice, that meant keep it within bounds. If he shook his head, that meant don’t do anything. This time, she got a nod and a smile because Rachel had never brought in anything so sexy that was not a minor.


 


Rachel stopped Susan’s pleading and said, “All right. I’ll tell you what. Show me that you can overcome your inhibitions and act slutty, and I’ll reconsider. Prove to these people that you are an uninhibited exhibitionist. Let me see you padding around in crotchless panties and half cup bras and spend more time out of the dressing rooms than in. Put on a good performance, and I’ll think about helping you. Fuck up once, and I’m out of here. You’ll be on your own, and I’m dead serious.”


 


In shock, Susan said, “Rachel, I’ll get arrested!”


 


“Are you kidding. In here? They love when an exhibitionist comes in. It’s good for business. Horny shoppers buy. The owner would never call the cops. If a customer complains, he might stop you. If you push it to that point, we’ll call that a success. I’ll be impressed, but I think you’d have to get naked and masturbate to shock anyone here. Do that, and you have a partner.”


 


Susan looked around and saw ten people looking at her. She looked to Rachel, then thought of luggage, then squared her shoulders and began shopping in the skimpy undies section. To start, she chose a set of French-cut panties and shear bra, went to a changing booth and put them on.


 


Rachel went to Ray and gave him the rundown, making his smile broaden. They were eagerly awaiting Susan’s entry, but she was taking forever. Rachel said, “I think you’d better help break the ice. Get her going. Go easy, though. She’s ready to bolt, and this one is a pisser, a real pisser.”


 


Ray knew the type, smiled, and went over to the louvered salon doors and peeked over the top, not being subtle, totally inappropriate for a strange man in such an establishment. He caught Susan posing, and she shrieked when the man’s smiling face suddenly appeared in her peripheral vision.


 


“You were in here so long, I thought you needed assistance. [running his interested eyes over her near nakedness] I see you managed to get it all in. That�s a shame; I was hoping to help. By the way, those look stunning on you, very sexy. If you want to see the effect at a distance, we have a full-length mirror on the back wall of the shop. Just stay away from the front window.”


 


On the verge of hyperventilating or pissing, Susan gathered her wits and said, “Would that be permissible, I mean, to come out like this?”


 


“Permissible? Hell, with a bod like yours, I’d pay you. Take your time. Walk around. Try on anything you like. If you stick around for an hour, you can have that set with my compliments.”


 


His appreciative stare warmed Susan and started a tingle in her crotch. Arrest was her biggest concern, but he acted like the owner, and he wasn’t concerned. She wasn’t really that bashful about her body, and many of her best fantasies featured acts of lewd exhibition in a setting much like the one she now found herself in. She never acted on that fantasy but thought about it a great deal. A warm smile formed and she posed full front for him, saying, “Do you really like it? I mean, is it really that sexy?”


 


That was all the invitation he needed and he entered the booth. He quickly had Susan against the wall and had his hand in her panties and a finger stroking her slippery slit. She stiffened at first, but quickly relaxed and let herself be fondled top and bottom as he pressed in close and whispered in her ear, “You’re a horny little cunt, aren’t you?”


 


Panting, she said, “Yes!”


 


“You get out there and make those dicks hard and get those cunts drooling. Do a good job for me, and I’ll stuff this horny cunt with eight inches of hard cock. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


 


“Yes!”


 


“Go get ‘em tiger, or should I say, pussy?”


 


He left her panting. Seconds later, before she lost her nerve, Susan stepped out into a sea of eyes, seeking one set in particular, Rachel’s. She stood in the back wearing a big smile. With that smile, Susan took encouragement and began walking, looking at herself in the full mirror, never once taking her mind off of those looking at her.


 


Each time, she selected something sexier and more revealing until she arrived at the crotchless panties and half-cup bras. When she stepped out in that outfit, she had a much bigger crowd, now twenty, with men out-numbering women. She’d gotten too close to the front window. Rachel applauded, and others joined in. Susan strutted her stuff like a stripper on a runway.


 


She didn’t masturbate, but did touch herself. She got her fingers wet and her wet fingers got her bare nipples wet, and she was one slimy bitch when Ray dragged her to the back room and fucked her silly with Rachel looking on. After he fucked her, Rachel ate her. Susan left on wobbly legs carrying a bag of nasty goodies and one very nothing string bikini, all compliments of the owner.


 


Susan sat in a daze in Rachel’s new Lincoln as they headed to Susan’s house to meet Karen at her bus stop. Susan was still riding a sexual high and looked to Rachel with lust in her eyes. Rachel looked over and smiled knowingly, then said, “You look like a fresh fucked fox after a forrest fire. You’re into this, now, aren’t you?”


 


“That was incredible, Rachel. God, I needed that, all of it. I forgot how good a hard cock and a good fuck felt—twenty-two years to be exact.”


 


“I think whoring will suit you quite well.”


 


Susan giggled and said, “I do, too. The fuck was fantastic, and you…oh, Rachel, I loved what you did. I’ll spread my legs for you anytime, anywhere. Well, almost anywhere. [giggle] I hope I can keep this mood when I see Karen step off that school bus. Don’t let me freeze up. Slap me if you have to, but we must get these pictures, and we need to get Karen in the mood to be molested. There’s no point in putting that off either. If you want to know the truth, I�m looking forward to watching you molest my little girl. [giggle] Aren�t I awful?”


 


“Would you like to watch while I teach her how to eat pussy?”


 


“Oh God! You nasty child molester, you. [giggle] Actually, in the mood I’m in right now, I’d love to watch you teach Karen the ropes. Ummm, yes, that would be something to see. My little girl, licking your pussy…ummmm. God, I am so excited, and just an hour ago, I was near tears with fret and worry just thinking about taking pictures of her in a bikini. Now, I’m eager to watch her eat a woman’s pussy—correction, a child molester�s pussy. [giggle]”


 


“Great, because I’m using your pussy as my demonstration model.”


 


“Oh fuck! That, I’m not ready for.”


 


“Too bad. I need my itches scratched, too. I want to see a daughter go down on her mommy, and I want to see the two of you scarfing down on each other’s cunts. So will Stan, so there’s no time like the present, is there, Mommy?”


 


“I’ll freeze. I know I will. I can’t even imagine that. You were my first and I still haven�t tried it. I�ve thought about it enough. I�ve never thought about doing it with a kid, certainly not my own. Are you sure I’ll have to do that for Stan?”


 


“Absolutely, with Karen and the others. You�ll suck all three of their cunts and they�ll suck yours. You’ll be sucking and fucking the boys, too, so be thinking about that.”


 


“Oh god, I am so screwed. Those boys would fuck me at the drop of a hat. They�d fuck me if a hat looked like it was about to drop. Hell, they�d fuck me at the sight of a hat. Mention the word hat, and they�ll fuck me.”


 


“You made your point, you horny bitch!”


 


[giggle] “Turn left at the next intersection. It’ll be two blocks down on the right. The bus stop, I mean. I live three blocks further down on the left. We’re early. If you’d like, we can wait at the house. The big kids don’t get home until four. It’ll just be Karen and Kevin. If I have to fuck him and suck him, he may as well see my lady lover. Listen to me. I am accepting this insanity far too easily. I feel like a whore already. I feel like a mother fucking whore.”


 


“Wait till he sees me finger fuck you? Have these kids ever seen your cunt?”


 


“Cunt. I used to fly into a rage at that word. I feel like a cunt, and now I love that term. Seriously, though, no they haven’t, and I’d rather not shock him that much just yet. Just touch me in an intimate way. I’ll respond and touch you in the same way. I’ll even kiss you.”


 


“Kiss my cunt in front of them. You owe me.”


 


“Yes, I do, and I’m looking forward to paying you back, but not in front of Kevin. He’d shit if he saw me do that. That’s my house, the brown two-story.”


 


“Nice house.”


 


“I wish I could still afford it.”


 


“What, 50K isn’t enough?”


 


“I forgot about that. I’m drawing whore’s wages.”


 


“Yes, and this is a two-story whore house. Get used to it.”


 


“That just seems so unreal. How does one get used to it?”


 


:“It’ll feel like a whore house when all the cunts in it are getting fucked like whores.”


 


They sat in the car with the engine off. Susan got serious, showing uptight signs as she said, “How long before it’s like that? Give it to me straight, Rachel.”


 


“Three, maybe four days if I know Stan. Can’t wait to get things started, huh?”


 


“No, I can wait, but I can see you can�t. Let’s go inside. I’ll show you around your new whore house.”


 


Susan took Rachel on the three dollar tour. When they arrived at the master bedroom, Rachel threw herself on the bed with her skirt pulled up and legs spread wide, revealing a totally shaved pussy with a rose tattooed on the mound and the thorny stem winding its way in and out of her bare cunt lips all the way to her anus. Susan, shocked speechless, stared at the vulgar yet enticing spread, a well-defined vagina with vagina innards spilling out between puffy labia lips,


 


Susan was staring a cunt-and-a-half in the slobbery mouth as Rachel said, “Give me a sample of your cunt eating abilities.”


 


“Here? Now? They’ll be along any minute. I’d rather do this when we can get into it properly.”


 


“You need to have cunt breath when you greet the kiddies with a nice long kiss on the mouth. Slip the little fuckers some tongue and give them a thrill. Come on, eat me!”


 


“Rachel, you’re freaking me out. I told you, I’m not ready for this.”


 


“You eat my cunt or I’m out of here. I’ll let you figure out how to get Karen ready for a child molester, but she’d better be ready by tomorrow, because he’ll be here, and he’ll be naked with a hardon when she walks in the door. If you want her to go merrily over and hop on his cock, you get down and start sucking my cunt. I mean it, Susan. I’m not going any further until you demonstrate to me that you are serious and committed to going all the way. You can’t choose the pace, so forget that. Stan will set the pace, and Stan is not a man that waits for anything or anyone. You need to be one step ahead at all times, and that’s what I’m trying to do for you. Fight me at any point, and you’re on your own.”


 


Susan absorbed this message rather quickly and settled to her knees as the message settled in. She stared at the wet beaver for a few seconds, then appeared to resolve herself, leaned forward, and merged her dry lips with slimy cunt lips.


 


Rachel smiled and said, “There, that’s not so bad, is it? Now, get that tongue to work. I showed you how it’s done. Yes, that’s it, deep, ummmm, yummy, huh?”


 


Susan tried to run her tongue deep in the woman’s pussy, but there was something in the way just inside the hole, and that something had a string attached to it—


 


TAMPON!


 


“What’s the matter, Susan?”


 


“You’re menstruating?”


 


“So. If my bloody rag is in your way, pull it out. Rare pussy is a rare treat. Turn me on, Susan; use your teeth.”


 


Susan stared blankly at the string, then went for it with bared teeth. She pulled the soaked wad of cotton out, and spit it to the floor. Rachel laughed. Susan saw that the tampon was just spotty and soggy, not soggy red. Rachel was at the end of her period. Relieved, Susan returned to cunt sucking, trying not to think red.


 


She quickly adjusted to the strong vaginal musk—offensive at first, but easily adjusted to. As she ran her tongue up the slit and over the clit, Rachel said, “Now, when those kids get here, you kiss them on the mouth and I want to see you using lots of tongue. Give each one a good taste of my pussy.”


 


Susan made a pained face and Rachel said, “Don’t make me make that threat again, Susan. It’s getting old. Just do as I tell you. I won’t threaten again. The next time you balk, I’ll just get up and leave. You’re doing great so far. Don’t blow it now.”


 


Susan, now resolved further, pushed back on Rachel’s inner thighs and put more effort into sucking the woman’s cunt, putting a smile on Rachel’s face as she said, “That’s it, girl, get that nice stinky slut slime all over your pretty face. Yeah, Baby. Get it all over—forehead, cheeks, ears. Get your neck. That�s it. Get that sexy neck real good. Oh, yeah!…Now, get those tits out and give them a good coating. Tit fuck me. I want you to reek of pussy when you hug those kids. Ummm, yes, you nasty whore.”


 


Susan freed her tits after getting her neck wet, then eagerly coated her tit flesh in the slimy maw, at times, fucking the hole with her nipple, first one then the other, all the while on the verge of tears and a climax.


 


Rachel saw this dangerous condition and remembered Stan’s warning, a sobering memory. She’d let herself get carried away. She couldn’t help herself, but could now see she was about to blow the whole deal and possibly get her ass fired. She wasn’t worried about being vanished from the face of the earth, but he’d sure as hell fire her ass. She didn’t want to, but she pushed Susan away and sat up.


 


Susan sat back on her heels and simply cried into her hands. Rachel quickly sat up and comforted her, saying, “That was just a test, Susan. I had to test your resolve. We’re not going to do any of those things, not today, anyway. You did great. I’ll stick with you. I trust you, now.”


 


Susan stopped sobbing, let her hands down, broke a weak smile, and said, “You were just testing me?”


 


“Sorry, but I had to see what you were made of before I stuck my neck out for you. I think you’ll do fine with a few rough spots. You’ll get through them. I have confidence in you now. You were actually going to do it, weren�t you?”


 


“Yes. What choice do I have? I didn�t know how, but I was resolved to it.”


 


“Incredible! You are one sexy little bitch. You�re going to make Stan one sexy whore, and you�re going to make me a rich bitch.”


 


Susan now wore a big smile, a proud smile, a warm loving smile. Rachel kissed her smiling lips, then said, “Hurry and get yourself cleaned up and presentable. You smell like a fish market, and you’d better use some mouthwash. I’ll go out and greet the kids. I’ll tell them you had to go to the bathroom. Don’t worry. I won’t do much without you.”


 


Susan wiped her tears and breathed a quaking sigh. She got up and went to her private bath as Rachel left the room at the sound of kids in the house.


 


Susan dropped the dress to her waist and scrubbed slut slime as though it were toxic waste, then gargled twice, brushed her teeth, and gargled again. She doused herself in perfume. Now satisfied that they’d smell nothing unusual, she restored the dress.


 


She wanted to restore undies, but decided against it. She needed to do something radical to advance them toward decadence. That was a start she could handle. Though they wouldn’t know she had no panties on, they’d see bare legs and they’d never seen her go braless. It was a start.


 


Impressing Rachel took on a new priority and motivated more ideas. She thought kissing them on the lips would be a good idea. That, she could handle. They used to peck lips, but only when the kids were very young. Since then, it was a peck on the forehead, nose, cheeks, or chin, very properly avoiding the mouth. A good kiss on the mouth would get them thinking in new directions, and if Rachel saw some tongue action, she�d be impressed. Susan gave that lots of thought.


 


She thought about Rachel, her lover. Yes, they were lovers. They should do something, something that Kevin could report to the others, a kiss, a passionate kiss, perhaps. She’d take her cues from Rachel, but that was doable. Oddly, Susan began to respond sexually to the idea, warmed to the idea, and was soon ready to go out and show affection.


 


She could hear the kids laughing. That made her feel better, helped her relax, and put a smile on her face. When she entered the living room, she saw what had them laughing. Rachel had lifted the back of her mini-skirt, a skirt she had just purchased, exposing most of her bare left ass cheek and the tattoo thereon, one Susan hadn�t noticed in the bedroom.


 


Rachel was bent horizontal from the waist with her feet planted wide. The kids were on their knees behind her, laughing at the butterfly tattooed on her ass while getting a good peek at the woman’s naked pussy in the process. They had flushed faces, amused arousal, excitement. They’d never met a woman like Rachel, and probably never saw an adult vagina from the front or rear, and they were getting a very good look at a rear view.


 


On Rachel, the rear view was the best view. Rachel knew how to show kids her cunt and the kids weren�t bashful about looking at it. The little shits were cheek to cheek with their noses practically in the woman�s butt.


 


When Susan got close, approaching from behind, she saw what had them laughing. The butterfly was on its back and sported an erection. It was, in fact, a human cock with butterfly wings.


 


Susan almost laughed as she stared with them, then said, “Haven’t you kids ever seen a woman with a tattoo before?”


 


The kids, on hearing their mother, jolted back and stood up straight. Karen said, “Not there, we haven’t.”


 


Susan assumed that the “there” Karen referred to was the portion of the rose tattooed on Rachel�s cunt. That was what they were all staring at when she so rudely interrupted them. Susan said, “She doesn’t want one that shows. That�s a good place, don’t you think?”


 


Susan said this while running her fingers over the butterfly as both kids nodded with wide eyes watching their mother’s hand flow over a woman’s naked ass while moving low toward the crotch. Having her kids watch and seeing their amused reaction inspired her to trail a finger down to the lips of Rachel�s pussy. With their eyes focused on the pussy, Susan said, “She has one on her pussy, too. It�s a rose. See, this is the stem.”


 


Rachel stood and faced the kids, raised the front of her skirt and showed the rose. They weren’t laughing. They were too stunned and mesmerized by the sight of the full frontal view of a woman’s shaved pussy, shocked even more when their mother sank to her knees, hugged the woman with one arm around her bare ass, then used that same finger to trace over the rose, then follow the stem through the cunt lips.


 


Again, Susan took encouragement from the wide-eyed stare of her kids. Getting closer, with her cheek resting at the top of Rachel�s right leg, Susan addressed Kevin, saying, “Doesn�t she have a pretty pussy, Kevin?”


 


He could only nod and couldn�t even manage that when he saw his mother reach out with her tongue and flick it over the clit. Susan ran her tonguetip the length of the slit, gave the slit a firm kiss, then stood. And then they watched them kiss, a long kiss that featured a mutual finger fuck, and when the kiss ended, their mom dropped to her knees and opened her arms to Karen, a familiar sign that she wanted a welcome home kiss.


 


Karen moved into the arms expecting to deliver and receive a cheek peck, but finding lips meeting hers and pressing firmly together. She quickly discovered this was not to be a peck, and she soon felt the tip of her mother’s tongue running the length of her lips. Susan tested the waters and the waters parted, so she sent her tongue inside, fully inside and they French kissed. When Susan retracted her tongue, Karen returned the favor, and they did more French kissing.


 


And then it was Kevin’s turn, and he got the same thing, only a longer one, and then they watched another finger-fucking kiss between the two women, and saw tongues dueling outside the mouths, and they just couldn’t believe what they were seeing.


 


When that kiss ended, and the two women stood side by side with arms low around each other’s waists, under each other�s skirts, feeling each other�s naked ass, Susan said, “Kevin, Karen—Rachel and I are girl friends. We love each other like boy friend and girl friend. You had best get used to seeing us kiss, because we like kissing, and I’m sure you’ll be seeing us together a lot from now on. I hope this doesn’t upset you.”


 


Karen smiled and said, “Mom, are you a lesbian?”


 


“No, dear. I’m what they call bisexual. So is Rachel. We like both sexes. It’s more common than you might think.”


 


Kevin said, “Wow, Mom! I never thought I’d see you kiss another woman like that. I never saw you kiss Daddy like that.”


 


“He never turned me on the way Rachel does. When I’m with Rachel, I feel very sexy, and I get very horny.”


 


“Yeah, I could tell.”


 


Susan smiled, ruffled his hair, then addressed her smiling daughter: “Karen, we’re going over to Rachel’s house. She wants to take pictures of you for her collection of sexy young girls. Would you like posing sexy for Rachel? We bought you an itty bitty bikini, so itty bitty you have to look close to see it.”


 


“Wow! Yeah, I guess so.”


 


Kevin whined, “Don’t I get to go, too?”


 


“No, dear, this is just for girls. Karen will be almost naked and the poses will embarrass her if there’s a boy watching.”


 


Karen’s face was in full flush as she tried to absorb the message. If the message didn’t get through loud and clear, it did when Rachel said, “We’ll all be naked, Kevin. In some, Karen will be naked and your mom will be doing things to her pussy that boys should never see. This is a private girl party, but I’m sure Karen will tell you all about it.”


 


Karen stood wide-eyed with her mouth open. Susan thought that was going too far and knew they’d better get a move on before Rachel shocked them further. She took Karen by the hand and led the way. Rachel followed. Kevin followed Rachel, watched them place Karen between them on the front seat, then drive away.


 


He didn’t see both women place hands high on Karen’s bare legs. Karen saw the hands. She couldn’t take her eyes off them and watched both hands move steadily up to her panties and start digging under the panties, coming at her naked pussy from both leg holes.


 


Karen stared into her crotch, amazed that her mother’s hand was in there, doing more to her than the weird lady was doing. Her mother had a finger up her hole. Susan, now riding another sexual high, excited beyond reason by the shocking display they’d put on, excited by her own exposure, the French kissing, all of it, was now ready for more and vented her new lust on her daughter’s pussy, more to impress Rachel, but she soon forgot Rachel and simply enjoyed playing with a young girl’s pussy.


 


Karen helped a great deal. Had she shown the slightest anxiety or taken the shocking revelations with a hint of disapproval, Susan could not have laid a hand on her leg, much less put a finger in her pussy. The girl loved it, all of it, and would dive right into being molested. Kevin, too. She almost wished they’d brought him along, but he was left to report what he’d seen to the others. He’d be doing that about now.


 


Susan thought about that scene. She knew the two young ones would be easy, the middle two, difficult, and the oldest, impossible. She imagined their reaction to the things he had to tell them, and doubted he’d be believed. Kevin wasn’t the most reliable source, but then he could swear to God and become reliable. Robby and Cathy would be shocked but want to believe—Robby, for sure.


 


Penny would call him a liar and be very upset. When Penny was Karen’s age, she’d been a handful, worse than Karen and with the mouth of a sailor, but she didn’t have a voluptuous woman’s body to blame it on. She developed, but very gradual, and at sixteen, still hadn’t been able to fill her C-cup without using tissue. She, however, had classic beauty, a young lady, and now that she’d found Jesus, a young lady holy roller who was quick to tell everyone else how to act or what Hell was like if they didn’t act right. Now, deep into the church, she was impossible, and Karen bore the brunt.


 


Susan could visualize seducing Cathy and Robby, or could see Rachel doing it, but had no idea how they’d make a decent whore out of Penny with Jesus in the way. Still, Susan could see exciting possibilities in trying, and if that failed, forcing her.


 


Susan smiled to herself, then looked over to Rachel, met her eyes and said, “Doesn’t she have the most wonderful little pussy between her legs, Sweetheart?”


 


“At this age, they all do, but this one is a juicy little beaver, I’ll grant you that. Take her fucking panties off so we can get a preview.”


 


Susan set about giving them a preview, and Karen lifted her ass without being told to do so. The panties were down and off in seconds, then Karen settled lower in the seat, bringing her feet up and pressing her soles together, making them a good spread to play with, also without being told.


 


At the first traffic light, all three gazed on the little beaver with the inflamed and swollen cunt lips with a light covering of downy pubic hair. Her cunt lips were so full, they kept the slit closed even in the sitting splits that Karen sat in. Susan had to pull on a lip to see what was inside, exposing the bright coral-pink interior, and when Rachel pulled the lip on her side over, they saw it all: shiny clit, soft inner lips, and her tight little pristine hole which Susan entered with her free hand, saying, “God, she is so tight, and she’s a virgin, Rachel. I’d have sworn this one would have taken care of that on her own. I know Penny did. I caught her fucking herself with my hairbrush when she was younger than Karen—eleven, I believe.”


 


“That’s par for the course.”


 


“Yes, but you haven’t seen my hair brush. Lester bought it in a New Orleans adult novelty shop. The handle is a cock only somewhat subtle. There’s no veins or crown, but it has an arch to it like a hard cock and the end of the handle has a bulb twice as thick as the shaft. Any women would look at that handle and see a cock. Penny did, and the little bitch had it in to the bristles, going to town with her eyes closed. She was having such a good time, squirming on that fake dick, pretending it was her daddy, I let her finish. God, what a sight that was, and was she ever surprised when I pulled the dildoe out of her twat. She opened her eyes wide, let me tell you.”


 


“That’s precious.”


 


“Yes, and I was pretty cool. I wasn’t pissed; in fact, I smiled and told her that if she ever did get her father to use the real thing, she’d be terribly disappointed. Honest, Rachel, the man has a four-inch dick with a hair trigger, and I remained faithful to that worm for seventeen years. Ray was the first since my divorce six months ago, and when I see Lester again, I’ll slap him for telling me he had a cock.”


 


Karen, who sat wide-eyed and all ears, excitedly said, “I knew it. Penny is such a lying hypocrite, Mom. She told me she wanted to be a virgin on her wedding day.”


 


“She may want to be, but it’s too late for that. My brush has an eight-inch handle. Cherries don’t grow that far back. I’ll tell you something else, Karen. I gave her my permission to use my brush in my bedroom, only in my bedroom, and she took me up on the offer. I�ve caught her in the act dozens of times since then, and I always stayed and watched.”


 


“You mean she was still doing it after she joined the church.”


 


“She was, but she tried to hide it. I never caught her at it after that, but I knew she was using it. I gave her that brush on her birthday. She hides it like a dildoe, but I found her hiding place. I’ve been checking the handle almost daily, since. Guess what it smells like every day so far, and I’ve been cleaning it after every check.”


 


“Oh, that fucking liar…oops…sorry, I slipped.”


 


Susan laughed and said, “Honey, it’s all right to say fuck when you’re getting fucked. [little girl giggle] I’m fucking you with my finger, or hadn’t you noticed?”


 


[another little girl giggle] “I noticed, all right. Mom, you can fuck me all you want. I like being able to say fuck in front of you…FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! …FUCK MY PUSSY! [giggle a lot]


 


Rachel said, “Speaking of fucking her pussy, why don’t you take care of that bothersome cherry while you have her in the right position. They go easy to a finger with long nails.”


 


Susan looked to Karen’s anxious face and said, “Rachel is right, Karen. You’re better off without it, and that would be the best way. You might feel a little stinging pinch, but that’s all, and it goes away quick.”


 


Karen looked from her mother to Rachel and back, then said, “I guess.”


 


Susan said, “Hold still, Karen. There’s a spider on your neck.”


 


“GET IT OFF! GET IT OFF!”


 


[SLAP]


 


“Did you get it?”


 


“There was no spider, and you’re no virgin.”


 


“WHAT?”


 


“See for yourself.”


 


Karen looked to her crotch and saw her mother’s finger in to the palm. “Wow. I didn’t feel a thing.”


 


Rachel said, “I’ll have to remember that. Busting cherries is usually the hardest part. That was very cleaver, Susan. I’m impressed.”


 


“I served two years in the Peace Corp in the Andes right after college. It works great for shots, too. Aranja! Slap Stick. Hey, slapstick. I made a funny.”


 


Rachel said, “Very funny. You should be on stage. One leaves in ten minutes. Okay, here we are, girls, and now we only have an hour until Frank gets home. We have to be finished and out by then. If Frank sees this juicy morsel, he’ll have her tied up for hours, and I mean literally tied up. He likes to tie them up to fuck ‘em.”


 


Susan said, “We’re in no hurry.”


 


“Really! Well, then, we’ll take our time. You are full of surprises, Susan. [Susan beamed; Rachel looked to Karen who was not beaming] How do you feel about your mommy wanting to watch you get tied up and fucked by a grown man?”


 


Karen looked to her aroused mother, then to Rachel, then said, “I guess it’s okay if it’s okay with her. [she looked to her mother] Won’t I get pregnant, though?”


 


“I’m sure he�ll pull out in time.”


 


Susan said the last part while looking to Rachel, turning a statement to a question. Rachel said, “You don’t know male child molesters very well. Frank will pull out in time—out of her ass to cum in her cunt in time. Come on; let’s go. We have a child to molest.”


 


Susan walked beside Rachel and managed to whisper, “Rachel, I don’t want her to get pregnant.”


 


“Tell that to Stan. He’ll want them all pregnant. Start stocking up on Pampers.”


 


The look Susan gave in response was priceless. Rachel smiled at the look and said, “You two get naked while I ready the equipment. Get that suit on her. Let�s get those shots out of the way, and then we�ll get started on the good stuff.”


 


“How am I ever going to get good stuff developed?”


 


“We have our own studio and do all of our developing, even color. That’ll save you a few bucks.”


 


Developing the film was a big concern and she desperately needed the three-hundred she hadn’t spent a dime of. The relief pushed out the anxiety and she began stripping. She only had the dress and shoes to strip out of and was able to assist Karen out of her clothes and help her into the suit. Stripping Karen for molesting gave Susan a cheap thrill. Karen could tell as her mother removed the bra and massaged the red lines, pausing frequently to tweak and roll the nipples.


 


Karen figured that she had the right to cop a feel off her mother, and with her mother on her knees, and her tits handy, Karen did, matching tweak for tweak, nipple roll for nipple roll, throwing in a milking action because she’d always wanted to do that to her mother’s udders.


 


Rachel, now nude and holding a 35mm camera, came upon that scene and said, “Hold that pose, girls. Ah, yes, mother and daughter playing with each other’s titties [flash]. Great, now suck on a tit, Susan. Nurse on your kid. Good! [flash] Karen, get on your knees and suck on Mommy’s tit…no, the left. I want the right one in the foreground. That’s it [flash]. That’s super. Okay, when you get that suit adjusted, show me your best sexy poses.”


 


The suit looked absurd on Karen, but Karen felt sexy in it and knew how to strike a sexy pose. Rachel snapped off ten pictures in a variety of revealing poses, slutty poses, then said, “Okay, get rid of the suit and let�s see a good mother/daughter beaver. Susan, why don’t you lie back on the coffee table. Karen, you lie over her on your back. Get your cunts, one over the other.”


 


Susan didn’t want to get involved in any pornography with her daughter but found herself responding to every command, and her wants soon became moot as Karen laid over her and rested her head between the twin pillows of her breasts.


 


Rachel said, “Beautiful, fucking beautiful [flash]! Karen, hold your legs open by grabbing onto your toes. That’s it, sweetheart, make a big beaver. Mommy, you reach between her legs and show me her little fuck hole. Let’s show the people what a tight little pussy she has to fuck. This is the silver platter, Susan, so make it look good.”


 


Susan found herself reaching, lining all fingers along the lips, and pulling wide while looking over Karen’s shoulder to see Rachel get close to capture both cunts and both faces [flash], and only then did Susan rethink the wisdom of getting her smiling face in the frame—and what the hell was she doing smiling, anyway?


 


“Fantastic. Let’s see some kissing. Karen, arch back and get your tongue way out. Mommy, suck on it but let some show. Suck it like a dick. Yeah, that’s it [flash]. One more. Both of you stick your tongues out and make them look like snakes fucking. Susan, finger fuck her. Karen, pull your cunt open. [flash] Fan-fucking-tastic! You sluts look great. Karen flip around. Let’s get some cunt sucking action.”


 


Karen hurriedly reversed her position, but Susan had reservations. Those reservations dissolved when her daughter’s wet beaver filled her vision. Obviously, Karen had no reservations.


 


Rachel said, “Susan, you need to pull your legs back so Karen can reach your cunt with her mouth. Karen, you can help by pulling back on her ass. Hug your mother�s ass and pull. Yeah, that’s doing it. Susan, can you get your mouth on her cunt? [Susan said she could] Do it while I focus on Karen doing you. [Susan did and made Karen giggle.]


 


“Okay, Karen, let’s see a good pussy lick. Come on, you can do better. Get your tongue inside the slit and press in. Make your tongue plow through Mommy�s pussy. That’s it [flash]. Now, get your face full in it and look at the camera. Smother your face in mother. That’s it [flash]. Stick your tongue in Mommy’s fuck hole and smile big. Yeah, that�s it. [flash]. Now, touch your tongue to her asshole [flash]. Suck on her clit [flash]. Now, suck on my clit, you little cunt slut!”


 


Susan felt Rachel’s knees against the back of her own thighs and missed having the mouth on her cunt. She could feel every cunt humping bump being transmitted through her daughter’s body as Rachel face-fucked the kid. Susan devoured Karen’s pussy so she’d derive pleasure from the experience and ignore all the derisive terms Rachel hurled at both of them while Karen performed that intimate service.


 


Karen was first to climax quickly followed by Rachel, leaving Susan wanting one in the worst way, but Rachel was on break. Karen climbed off and Susan sat up, looking on the floor to see Rachel slowly rise with a shit-eating grin on her face. Rachel, now sitting cross-legged, said, “Wow, that was great! How about a beer?”


 


“I don’t drink.”


 


“How about you, Karen? Care for a cold beer?”


 


“Yeah!”


 


Susan said, “She doesn’t drink either.”


 


“In my house she does. What’s the matter, Susan? Do you need to cum? Karen, take care of your mother while I get us a beer. Lie back, Susan.”


 


As Karen knelt between her legs, Susan slowly settled back. The first lick through the slit from asshole to mound put Susan in a better mood. The fiftieth made her cum. While her mommy recovered, Karen wiped her mouth and accepted the bottle of beer.


 


“Cheers.”


 


Susan was up on her elbows, still with her legs wide, watching the two drink together on the sofa at her side while playing with each other’s pussies. Karen looked to Rachel and said, “Who is Frank?”


 


“My husband.”


 


“How big is his dick?”


 


“Big enough to put a smile on your face, Sugarpus. I’d say it’s twice as long as your Mommy’s fuck finger and a little thicker than her thumb. The head is like two of her thumbs. You’ll like the head, especially when it moves through the entrance of your little pussy. You’ll feel that real good, and he likes to pull all the way out and shove it all the way in when he fucks a little girl.”


 


“That sounds like it would hurt.”


 


“You’ll adjust. You’ll love his big balls. He’ll pump your womb full of baby juice. When was your last period?”


 


“I’m not sure. I think I’m kinda in the middle.”


 


“Great, then you’re probably fertile!”


 


Susan said, “Rachel, can we talk about this?”


 


“What’s there to talk about? If Frank doesn’t do the job, Stan will. Does it really matter who the lucky daddy is?”


 


Susan thought about this, then said, “No, I suppose not. Karen, how do you feel about that—about getting pregnant?”


 


“I don’t know. It’s kinda cool in a way, mostly because you know and you’re going along with it. Who’s Stan?”


 


“He’s a gangster with the Mafia. He’s the reason I’m going along. He saw your picture and decided he had to have you, all of us actually. I had no choice but to go along. He’d kill all of us if I didn’t. He’d get away with it, too.”


 


Rachel said, “Don’t let your mother frighten you, Karen. He is a mobster, but he’s a fun guy as long as nobody crosses him. I think you’ll like him, and I know he’s going to love you. He’ll see that you have lots and lots of fun with your sexy body. He’ll see that you get to do anything you want to do and your mom can’t say a thing about it. If you feel like getting naked and fucking a guy at the dinner table, all she can do is smile and wipe your cunt when he’s through, and if you tell her to use her tongue, she’d better do it or Stan will be pissed.”


 


“Really! With Kevin, Robby, Cathy, and Penny watching her do it?”


 


“With them and a roomful of people watching her do it. You’re going to be his little pussy pet, and everybody had best treat you like a princess.”


 


“Wow, even Penny?”


 


“Even Penny. If you tell Penny to let a dog fuck her, she’d better get naked and get on all fours.”


 


“Wow! Does she know that?”


 


“She will.”


 


Susan felt like jumping in at several points to tell Rachel not to put ideas in Karen’s head, but when Karen reacted so enthusiastically to putting a dog on Penny, Susan bit her tongue. She’d like to see that herself, and hated herself for wanting that. If Karen did become Stan’s pussy pet, they were all in for a rough ride, but Susan immediately saw advantages. That would place Karen in the role of bad guy and she could join the others as fellow victims of Karen’s insatiable lust and filthy mind. Ummm, not a bad scenario, not bad at all. The best part was, Karen would be doing back flips to please Stan. That certainly couldn’t hurt.


 


Susan sat up and swung her legs over to face the two. She rubbed Rachel’s right leg and Karen�s left as she said, “Rachel, you shouldn’t have told Karen that. There’s a powerful sibling rivalry going on between her and Penny. Karen will have Penny jumping through hoops like a trained seal, a slut seal. Penny is our resident holy roller. I think that would just about kill her.”


 


“That’s not my problem. It’s not your problem, either. That’s Penny’s problem. She’ll have to work out her problem with Karen and the Almighty, in that order, but I can tell you right now, Karen will show her no mercy…will you, Sweetheart?”


 


Susan ran her hands up both legs to both pussies, and fingered both pussies as Karen said, “No way. She never showed me any. Now, I’m the boss over her, and she’s gonna pay. Mom, we need a dog, a big horny dog with a big horny doggie dick for Penny to suck on.”


 


Rachel said, “Don’t forget the collar. If she’s his bitch, she should wear his collar.”


 


“Yeah, a big one she can’t hide or take off, and it’ll have a dog tag on it that say’s bitch.”


 


Susan leaned forward and licked Rachel�s pussy as Rachel offered, “Name the dog Rover and put �Rover’s Bitch� on the tag. You wouldn’t want anyone thinking she was just difficult to get along with. One look at her tag should let them know that she’s the kind of bitch that fucks dogs.”


 


“YEAH! That’s a great idea! And she’ll have to wear that to school. Oh, wow, she’ll have to wear that to church. I’ll bet that will stop her from going to church, huh, Mom?”


 


“I should think so, but are you sure you’d want to do that to your big sister?”


 


Susan now licked Karen�s pussy as Karen said, “She’s never been a big sister to me. She’s always been a bitch. Now, she’ll be a real bitch, and I’m going to love it.”


 


“You may get your wish, but Penny might wind up being Stan’s pet, and you might be wearing a collar.”


 


“Not if Stan likes big tits and a tight pussy on a girl that loves to fuck and wants to get pregnant. He won’t get any of that from Penny. [looking excitedly to Rachel] Will you teach me all about fucking and let me practice with Frank.”


 


Susan licked Rachel as Rachel said, “We’ll teach you everything we know and our door is always open to you.”


 


“Mom, do you care if I practice with Robby and Kevin?”


 


“Would it matter if I did?”


 


Susan stared at Karen�s pussy being offered with little fingers pulling the lips wide in a lewd attempt to lure the maternal mouth back. Susan went to it and ran her tongue inside the hole. [giggle] “No, they’d fuck me anyway. Would you try to break it up if you saw us fucking out in the open where everyone in the family can see?”


 


“What would be the point?”


 


Now, involved in a conversation, Susan had to get her licks in when she could. “Really! Could I stay naked?”


 


“It’s your home; it’s your body.”


 


“It always was. How come you always jumped all over me before?”


 


“Things are different, now. I never let you lick my pussy, either, did I?”


 


[giggle] “No, and you never licked mine before. What about now? Suppose I tried doing that at home. Would you stop me?”


 


“I’m not sure. I’m not sure I could. I like it too much. You’ll just have to try, but you’d better get me in the mood first if you want to do it with anyone watching.”


 


“How do I do that?”


 


“Oh, get me thinking about sex, show me your pussy just like you�re doing now, play with yourself, talk nasty, and tell me how much you want to eat my cunt and suck on my big titties. If you did that in front of your brothers and sisters, I think I’d just have to let you have your way with me regardless of the consequences.”


 


“Really! You’d let me strip you naked?”


 


“Every stitch.”


 


“And put you in any position?”


 


“Any position, but remember, I’m not as limber as you are.”


 


“You can still do the splits, can’t you?”


 


“I think so.” Susan sat back and sat in the splits with both legs out at opposing angles. “Is this good enough?”


 


“Yeah. That’s the splits. [Karen reached to the wide beaver with her bare foot and ran her toes through it] Mom, suppose I told Robby and Kevin they could fuck you when you’re like this?”


 


“I’d get fucked. I don’t think you’d have to tell either one of them twice.”


 


“I wouldn’t. They both want to be mother fuckers. They call each other mother fucker all the time, did you know that?”


 


[now getting toe fucked as Rachel took a picture] “I’ve heard them. They knew I was listening, too. It sounded like wishful thinking, so I silently wished them luck. They won’t need luck with you around, will they?”


 


“Nope, and they won’t need rubbers, either. I�ll tell them they can cum in your pussy whenever they feel like it. Can you get pregnant?”


 


“If I don’t get my ass on the pill and they can cum in my pussy whenever they feel like it, I can.”


 


“Don’t get on the pill! If we have to get pregnant, you should, too.”


 


Rachel said, “Forget the pill, Susan. Stan will want the mommy fertile.”


 


“Well, that settles that.”


 


Karen said, “Wow, this is great. When is Frank going to get here. I want to get fucked. I’m horny.”


 


“Well, then, lets get you ready to meet Frank. He should be along in about ten minutes. Boy, will he be surprised to see you here with your Mommy. We don’t get many Mommies. Susan, see that low bench in the corner, the one with the straps hanging from it. Drag it to the middle of the room. That’s his workbench.”


 


Susan got up and went to the simple padded bench that looked like a modified piano bench with hanging leather straps all along both sides—five pairs. She dragged the bench to the center of the room and Rachel assisted Karen in reclining on it. She strapped Karen’s arms to the legs of the bench, then with Susan’s help, pulled both of Karen’s legs back until the thighs laid flat along both outside edges where they were strapped in place. When they stood looking down on the trussed child, Susan remarked, “Now, that’s a picture of a child ready for molestation.”


 


“Not quite. See those long straps at the ass end. Run those behind Karen’s head and cinch them tight so that her chin digs into her chest. He likes the girl to watch her holes getting fucked.”


 


As Susan worked the straps, Karen said, “Good, because I wanna watch my holes getting fucked. Cinch it tight, Mom…Wow, I can even see my own butthole. This is neat.”


 


Susan stood and had to agree. She dipped two fingers in the pussy pie, got them good and slimy, then moved them to the puckered anal rosebud and pressed in, saying, “We need to get this hole ready for buttfucking. Grin and bear it, Karen.”


 


“Ughhh…that feels weird….ohhhh…ugh…How many fingers are up my butt.”


 


“You can see there’s only two.”


 


“Yeah, but it feels like you have your whole hand up there.”


 


Rachel went for the camera, saying, “Hold that pose, Susan. We need a picture of this. Okay, smiles everyone. Look at the birdie.”


 


Karen said, “What birdie? I don’t see any birdie. [flash] Now, I do.”


 


Rachel said, “We need some shots of Mommy doing the cunt sucking. Susan, show me cunt sucking and make it visual. Keep fingering her ass.”


 


Rachel took ten of Susan sucking, licking, probing, and lapping the trussed spread with a slimy smile until…


 


[Door opening]


 


“WHAT THE FUCK!”


 


Susan stepped aside so as not to block Frank’s view as he quickly marched over. Rachel said, “Welcome home, dear. Don’t I get a kiss.”


 


“What the hell! Where did you get her? And who is she?”


 


“That’s Karen’s Mommy, and little Karen is a fertile virgin. Mommy wants to breed her little bitch. Are you going to stand there asking stupid questions, or are you going to fuck the bitch?”


 


Frank started stripping. Within a minute, he was fucking the bitch, and not going slow and easy. Karen wasn’t liking that one bit, and neither was Susan. Susan finally couldn’t take anymore and shouted, “Go easy on her, you asshole. She’s a virgin for Christ’s sake.”


 


This slowed Frank down. Rachel said, “Take it easy on this one, Frank. This is a freebie. Piss off Mommy and you’ll be jacking off to a memory.”


 


That slowed him way down. Karen stopped crying and stared. She grimaced a few times as the last two inches went in, but soon adjusted and was all smiles. Even when he lengthened his stroke, she was still smiling, fascinated with her remarkable pussy being able to take all that cock. She looked to her mother and said, “I like fucking.”


 


“I was sure you would.”


 


And then he pulled out and started in on her asshole and the groans and grunts resumed. He took his time, though, and he soon had her smiling at her stuffed ass. He fucked her ass for several minutes, then pulled out and shoved his brown-smeared fuck stick up her cunt. He fucked cunt for a while, then asshole, then cunt, asshole, cunt, ass, then came in her cunt very hard, but that made Karen cum.


 


As they recovered, Susan pulled Rachel into the kitchen, out of earshot, and said, “He shouldn’t fuck her ass and then her cunt. That’ll give her an infection.”


 


“Yes, and that’s her problem. I guess it’s your problem.”


 


“Great, so Stan gets her with an infected pussy. That’s our problem, because if he asks me how it got infected, I’ll tell him.”


 


“Douche her with Listerine. That’ll stop her from getting an infection.”


 


“She’ll go into orbit.”


 


“Again, that’s your problem. We just fuck ‘em. We’re molesters not mommies. You mother, we molest.”


 


“God damnit! We’re leaving.”


 


Rachel reached out and caught Susan’s shoulder, saying, “Hold on! Don’t leave.”


 


Susan squared off with her and fired back, “Why shouldn’t I? This is not some dumb kid you lured off the streets. This is my child, and you’re supposed to be my friend.”


 


“I am, Susan. Why didn’t you say something sooner if you had a problem with the way he fucked her. That’s how he fucks a kid. I told you that.”


 


“I know, but it didn’t sink in until I saw that shitty dick go in her pussy.”


 


“You saw it do that half a dozen times and never said a word.”


 


“The damage was done after the first time. More wouldn’t hurt.”


 


“And besides, you loved watching him pull his dick out of her shitty ass and shove it up her cunt.”


 


“Yes, I did, and I wish I could have seen more of that. I could have watched that for an hour and masturbated to it. It’s your attitude that pisses me off—‘That’s your problem, Mommy, we just fuck ‘em.’ I don’t need that shit, Rachel.”


 


“Sorry. It won’t happen again. I thought you’d get off on it. You seemed to enjoy the fact that we were molesting her, so I played it up. What you saw was a real molestation.”


 


“So, you’re saying that was all an act?”


 


“My part was. Frank wasn’t acting, and unless I miss my guess, he’s in there stuffing her mouth full of cock, and it went from her ass to her mouth with no stops in between.”


 


“Oh Fuck! That’s sick! You stop him, Rachel! The party’s over.”


 


“Hold on. What you don’t know about molesting children would fill a book. Kids her age are very into toilet games. Actually, most pass through that stage right before puberty, but getting them back into it takes no time at all. You give a kid what they want, even if they didn’t want it at first, and they’ll keep coming back for more until they get bored and move on. In a way, we molesters provide a social function.”


 


“Oh really? This, I gotta hear.”


 


“Yeah, we help kids discover what their preferred kinks are. Molested kids know exactly what they want from sex and usually choose compatible partners.”


 


This had Susan mulling. She and Lester had never been molested and boy were they a sexual mismatch. Still, the shitty dick bothered her and she said, “That may be, but you can’t tell me a kid likes having a shit covered dick stuffed in her mouth.”


 


“Not at first, but as soon as they adjust to the smell, they absolutely love it. The messier it get, the more they love it. Piss and shit on one, and they go bananas. By the way, your own shit can’t hurt you unless it gets in an open cut or an open pussy and doesn’t get washed out with a good disinfectant. I’ve seen kids take a healthy shit and then eat it off the floor.”


 


Susan made a wrenching face and shook her head, saying, “I’m going to be sick. I have to get out of here, Rachel. I’ll get over it, but I need to get Karen and get away for some fresh air, maybe a stiff drink.”


 


They returned to the living room, and sure enough, Frank was straddling the bench and Karen had a mouthful of shitty dick and was sucking on it. Rachel started to speak, but Susan stopped her with a hand to her shoulder. She whispered, “The damage is done. Let him finish.”


 


Rachel looked knowingly to Susan and said, “This usually takes a while. Shall we pull up chairs and get comfortable? You can get in that orgasm you wanted.”


 


Susan thought, then said, “We may as well.”


 


Rachel brought two chairs from the dining room and set them close to the bench, giving Susan the seat by Karen’s head. In fact, when Susan parted her legs and began masturbating, Karen could look left and watch—and did.


 


Shortly after the women arrived, Frank withdrew and hobbled to the ass end to re-insert his cock in Karen’s shit chute. Susan groaned and said, “Oh, fuck, he’s going to do it again?”


 


“Again, and again, and again. Slow down, girl. We have plenty of time. I told you, this takes a while. Here, you do me and I’ll do you. I’ll know when the time is right. Just relax and enjoy the show. Pretend it’s some helpless waif off the street that’s being forced to eat her own shit off a child molester’s dick.”


 


Susan couldn’t relax and squirmed on Rachel’s fingers as Frank’s shit-smeared cock emerged and closed the distance to Karen’s mouth, her head now being freed of the cinch strap. Susan could smell the fecal stench which made it all the more unfathomable to watch Karen lick at it, then open wide to receive it, then suck, lick, and suck some more until his cock was clean. The process would then start all over again.


 


Susan became enthralled with what she saw, and it was Karen’s lusty response that so enthralled her. She could no longer smell shit, and the nausea soon left her. After the third round, while Frank was taking a shit dip, Karen turned her head and said, “Wow, Mom, he sure is nasty, huh?”


 


“Yes, he is. I warned you about child molesters, didn�t I?”


 


“Yeah, but you never told me how nasty they were.”


 


“Now, you know.”


 


Before long, it didn’t bother Susan one bit to watch Karen lick bits of turd off the dick, and Susan got to where she’d point them out to her daughter, or get some on her finger and feed it to her, or take a finger dip in ass and feed that to her while Frank took a shit dip. Before long, Karen didn�t have to wait for something stinky to suck on, and she was as happy as a puppy in a kitty litter box.


 


The process took close to thirty minutes with dozens of shit dips until Frank was ready to cum and jacked off in her mouth. Susan came while watching Karen nurse on a shooting brown cock, and almost came again watching Frank take a piss in her face while taking a shit on her belly.


 


When Susan returned to near normal, she was again repulsed and wanted Karen douched and cleaned in place. Rachel was all too happy to do the honors. She upended a bottle of Listerine in Karen’s pussy while Susan cupped a hand over her daughter’s mouth to stifle the scream. Karen writhed and screamed for over a full minute until she went limp. The rest was easy. They wiped her off, put her in the shower, gave her some to gargle with, helped her dress, and they were off once again for Susan’s house. It was now well after dark.


 


They rode mostly in silence. They were all played out. Susan grew anxious as her neighborhood drew near. She was in no mood to answer questions, nor did she want Karen telling all. She certainly didn’t want a scene with Rachel. When they turned onto their street, Susan said, “Just drop us off, Rachel.”


 


“That was my intent. Let me say this, though. Don’t do any back peddling. You’ll just have to cross that difficult ground again. Face the music, and face it head on. Don’t go off and hide. You�re a whore living in a whore house and don�t forget that for one minute. You may be entertaining your first customer tomorrow night.”


 


“I’ll try, but it won’t be easy. I’m mostly worried about the things Karen will tell them.”


 


Rachel addressed Karen, saying, “She has a point. If you tell all, you’ll freak everyone out. Keep the weird stuff to yourself, and just tell about the pictures we took.”


 


“Can I tell them I got fucked?”


 


“Not yet. They’ll find out soon enough, possibly tomorrow. They can see for themselves. Don’t even tell them a man was there. This was a girl party. All we did was girl stuff, lots and lots of cunt sucking, and we all loved it.”


 


“Yeah boy, we did too, huh?”


 


Susan ruffled Karen’s hair, smiled, and said, “We sure did, and you can make me out to be a pussy nut. I can live with that. Play that up. I want Penny and Cathy thinking about that when I tuck them in and offer a choice of where they’d like their goodnight kiss.”


 


“Yeah, do that. Cathy will want it on her pussy, and so will Penny, but she’ll act like she doesn’t. You should give it to her there anyway. She’ll go, ‘No! No!, Mom, don’t kiss me down there!’ But she won’t do a thing to stop you. She is such a hypocrite. You should eat her till she cums, and I want to be there to watch her squirm when you lick the girl cum out of her fuck hole. She’ll go bonkers when you do that. I know I did.”


 


Rachel said, “Do it, Susan. I dare you. Do her first and let the others watch. Do the boys, too. Everyone gets tucked and sucked. That’ll advance things along nicely.”


 


“I suppose it would at that. I won’t make any promises, but I think you might be pleasantly surprised. [They had pulled to a stop in the driveway] Don’t forget the pictures, and I’ll need a ride to work in the morning. I left my car at the plant, remember.”


 


“I’ll be by at eleven. Good luck, slut.”


 


Rachel watched them walk toward the front door thinking, “Shit, if this were any easier, I�d have to pay for it. You gullible slut. You�ll have me in six figures within the month. Ha! I love it! I am so fucking good!”


 


    		 *


A sudden case of nervous anxiety washed over Susan as they approached the house and she saw the drapes settle after three heads went away. She didn’t want to think about the confrontation that awaited her inside. Karen saw the anxiety and stopped at the door to say, “Mom, relax. This is a dream come true for all us kids, even Penny. We’re going to love you like you are now, you’ll see. Don’t let Penny fool you. It’s all show, and the others know it. Come on, think sexy and stick your chest out. Ready?”


 


“Ready as I’ll ever be, and thanks, Karen. I needed that.”


 


They entered to find the four kids sitting at the dining table. Kevin was smiling. Cathy smiled weakly. Robby had a big grin, and Penny scowled. Susan was tempted to beg off and go take a hot bath, letting Karen answer all questions and bring her siblings current, but three out of four smiles or near smiles made her walk with Karen to the table and face the music. It was Kevin who said the first words, breaking the ice with, “Well, did you have a good naked girl party?”


 


As expected, Penny said, “Kevin, you brat! Mom, Kevin has been trying to make us think you are a lesbian with a lesbian lover and you took Karen to a lesbian orgy.”


 


“Kevin exaggerated, but I can understand why he’d think that.”


 


Shocked, Penny exclaimed, “Is it true what he said? Did you kiss and…and fondle a woman with a tattoo on her…on her…”


 


“Pussy?”


 


Amid general tittering giggles and open laughter from Karen, Penny cried, “Mom! I was going to say vagina.”


 


“I prefer pussy or cunt.”


 


This shocked Cathy into open-mouthed silence, but Robby and Kevin loved it. Penny was beet red with anger or arousal, probably arousal because the words weren’t angry in tone as she said, “Mom, what has gotten into you? What are you doing? Don’t you know you’ll go to Hell for doing what you’re doing. And you could go to jail for getting Karen involved. She is a minor, you know, way minor, and I can tell by the looks of her she did something nasty, although that doesn’t surprise me one bit.”


 


Penny was referring to Karen�s wet and matted hair. Karen fired back, “They pissed all over me, and I loved it. I licked Mom’s pussy while she was taking a piss. Is that nasty enough for you, Penny? She licked mine, too, and we both licked Rachel’s. We sucked each other’s cunts and we all had a great time, and no one’s going to jail or Hell, so go fuck yourself with your dildoe hair brush and dream about Daddy, you fucking hypocrite, bitch, dog-dick-sucking slut!”


 


That sucked the air out of the room. Even Robby and Kevin sat with open mouths. Penny turned white, then looked to her mother with tears in her eyes, tears of betrayal as she said, “Are you going to let her talk to me that way, Mother…are you?…Mother!”


 


“You had that coming, Penny. You are a hypocrite. You preach the gospel and tell everyone they’re going to Hell, then you go in your room behind a closed door and fuck yourself with that hair brush dildoe I gave you for your birthday.”


 


“THAT’S A LIE! I NEVER!”


 


“You never miss a single night by my estimation. I found your hiding place and I’ve been checking daily to see what your dildoe smells like. I wash it every time until there’s no smell, but the next day, when I pull it out from between your mattresses, it not only smells like pussy, it’s still sticky. And I know for a fact that you dream about that thing being your father’s dick, or did you think I’d forget you wriggling around with that dildoe up your cunt to the bristles going, ‘Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me! Cum in my pussy, Daddy!’ …Cat got your tongue, Penny?”


 


Penny’s hands covered her red face and it was evident that she wished the ground would open up and swallow her. She had no defense, no fight left in her, and in that vulnerable state, Karen went to Penny’s room, got the dildoe brush and returned with it, walked right up to Penny and poked it at her left tittie, unbuttoned the blouse all the way, pulled both cups down, and rubbed over both nipples. She ran it over any exposed flesh, ran it up her right leg, poked it up Penny’s skirt clear to the panties, all without Penny doing anything to stop her, just crying into her hands while getting rudely poked in the crotch and exposed besides.


 


The skirt was in her lap because Karen pushed the skirt into her lap, past the panties, and everyone was looking at the bulb end poking into the crotch of Penny’s panties as Karen taunted, “Here’s Daddy’s cock, Penny. Aren’t you excited? Look, he wants to fuck you. He wants to get his hard cock in your horny pussy, Penny.”


 


Susan felt sorry for Penny and was sorry she betrayed her confidence so thoroughly, rubbing it in, and was about to stop Karen from making matters worse, but watching Penny take the abuse and seeing how the others were excited by what they were seeing: one under the table, one lying over the table, and one kneeling beside Penny on the side opposite from Karen, all huddled over their sister’s crotch, eager for more gave Susan pause.


 


Susan paused long enough to finally realize that Penny was putting on a good show topside, but down below, where all the action was, her legs weren’t even pressed together, allowing Karen to work the head of the dildoe all over the wet crotch of Penny’s panties, and they got progressively wetter and transparent before everyone’s eyes, not to mention her long nipples being hard enough to etch glass.


 


Karen seemed to know what she was doing and was teasing Penny in a way worthy of a seasoned seducer like Rachel, and it was working. Susan came to sit at the table’s edge overlooking the scene with Cathy lying beside her on the table. Cathy looked to her mother and they exchanged smiles prompting Susan to place a hand low on Cathy’s back and begin rubbing toward legs, going over the ass to get there as Karen, imitating her father’s deep voice, said, “I can’t get my dick in your pussy with your panties in the way, Penny darling. Daddy needs to fuck you, Sweetheart. Get your panties out of the way, Darling.”


 


While Susan massaged Cathy’s ass and got another queer look, Penny pleaded, “Mom, why aren’t you stopping her? Why are you letting her do this to me?”


 


Susan ignored Penny and pulled Cathy’s skirt up, baring all of her legs and all of her panties, getting another queer look, but a quick one, so Susan sent her hand into the crotch and massaged pussy over panties which made Cathy suck a deep breath, which prompted her twin to say, “What’s the matter with you, Cathy?”


 


“Nothing. I just needed a deep breath, that’s all.”


 


No one could see what was happening on the table, so Susan smiled and dug her way under the panties and into a very wet slit. Cathy didn’t look over or suck another breath. Not wishing to draw anyone’s attention, she laid still and got her pussy fingered while watching another get tormented.


 


Karen could have easily pulled the crotch aside and sent the thing home, but didn’t. Her intent seemed obvious—to get Penny to pull them aside, and she was making progress. Penny no longer sat forward, but now sat far back, still with her face covered but in a very open and provocative position, an inviting position. Her legs, which had been close together without touching, were now open in a relaxed sprawl that opened the crotch, exposing the area of the hole to the torment of the bulb, which Karen kept poking at like a blind dick trying to get in as both boys had nipples to play with.


 


She did so much hard poking that she poked most of the crotch material into the crack and exposed most of the labia on both edges, all the while taunting, “Please, Penny, I need to fuck you. You always let me before. Why won’t you let me fuck your pussy anymore. Don’t you love me? Don’t you love Daddy�s cock anymore? Pull your panties aside if you love Daddy.”


 


The kid was laying it on thick, and Penny was a wreck. She was no longer crying or even pretending to cry. The hands melted away from her face and the arms soon dangled at her sides. She stared into her crotch with a faraway look, a dreamy look, ignoring the nipple play and ring of faces also looking into her crotch.


 


Karen turned up the heat, saying, “Don’t you want my baby? I can’t make a baby in you unless I can get my dick in your pussy, Sweetheart. I have to shoot my sperm way up in there to make a baby. Won’t you please pull your panties aside for me and let me get my cock in your pussy?”


 


Bingo. Her eyes closed and the right hand moved to the crotch as she said, “Yes, Daddy, I’ll let you fuck my pussy.” And the crotch came far off, exposing all, and Karen pushed the bulb in past the vaginal ring. Penny moaned and said, “Yes, Daddy, put more in. Fuck me. Cum in my pussy.”


 


But Karen wasn’t through teasing. She wasn’t giving more. Penny ripped out the crotch and begged for more. Karen placed Penny’s hand on the bristles, and Penny gave herself more, and fast, too.


 


The scene was erotic as hell, and everyone was busy giving themselves more with the exception of Cathy who got it from her mom, and she was no virgin, but Susan wasn’t too surprised. The twins were very close. Everyone was close, close to cumming, and they were all waiting on Penny. When she’d speed up, they’d speed up. When she slowed to a lazy stroke, they all slowed. She was the pace man…er, woman,…uh, girl. She was the slut setting the pace.


 


It would seem that Penny had turned the tables on them and was now the teaser. Susan had her doubts. Penny was too far gone, off in fantasy land. The tease was unintended, but Karen would have none of that, intentional or otherwise. She resumed her normal voice and said, “Penny, you nasty girl. What are you doing to yourself? Are you fucking yourself? You’ll go straight to Hell for that, you wicked girl.”


 


Penny’s eyes opened wide as she saw what she was doing and saw everyone watching what she was doing. She shrieked, let go of the brush, and hid her face. Karen grabbed the brush and finished her off in a flurry of deep jabs that had Penny gripping the chair�s arms and lifting her ass to receive them.


 


Robby stood and blew his nut on Penny’s tits. Kevin stood and squirted the side of her face, then wiped his dick on her moaning lips. Cathy humped back on her mother’s fingers and drew everyone’s attention to her climax. That made Susan cum, which triggered Karen’s climax, which got wiped on Penny’s face when Karen climbed onto her sister’s seat and wiped her cunt in her sister�s face for three seconds before Penny heaved her off right into Susan’s arms. It was a lucky catch.


 


Right away it became evident why Karen got hurled. She was pissing, and still pissing while being held in her mother�s arms. She was a piss fountain and the strong stream arched high and fell on Penny, and kept falling on Penny once Susan got her wits about her and could aim.


 


When the fountain went dry, Penny sat up, sputtering, wiping slut slime, piss, and sperm from her face, crying, “Oh, gross! Mom, did you see what that sick pervert did?”


 


While setting Karen down, Susan said, “Yes, she fucked herself with a hair brush while pretending it was her father fucking a baby into her. We all saw it, Penny, but if you’d like to do it again, I’m sure we’d all like to watch again.”


 


Amid peals of laughter, Penny, sopping wet, got up in a huff and stormed off to her room. The brush fell out of her twat and she came back and got it, but that only made matters worse, because it ruined her huff and created more laughter when Karen said, “You dropped Daddy�s dick. If you don�t come back and get it, I�ll hide it from you.”


 


Cathy was still sprawled face down on the table, still recovering. Her panties had been worked down to her knees and her skirt was flipped over her ass, presenting a provocative display that Robby wasn’t all that interest in, but Kevin had never seen and was leaning across the table, checking it out. Karen said, “Kevin is looking at your pussy, Cathy.”


 


“I know. Who cares. Let him look.”


 


Karen had never had a good look, so she joined him, coming at it from the other side. Together, they pulled Cathy’s ass crack open for a better look. Robby removed Cathy’s panties and pushed her legs apart. Susan watched her kids, brushed hair from Cathy’s face, and knew her kids would survive the ordeal to come.


 


Penny needed more work and Susan wasn’t sure that now wasn’t the best time. Her holy roller was still riding a sexual high. She’d be easy, but what she really needed was a session with Frank and Rachel, a long session, the royal treatment, the works, and Karen needed to be there to watch and assist. They’d need a dog or ten. She’d be a well-trained bitch when they finished with her, and that was exactly what the family needed—a new home entertainment center. They all watched too much TV. They certainly had no need of a Jesus freak who was emotionally bonded to a hair brush.


 


Getting Penny to agree to attend a girl party would be even easier if she struck while the iron was hot. Susan made her decision and pulled the dress off over her head. This got everyone’s attention. As Susan walked, naked in her high heels toward Penny’s room, four excited bodies scampered off the table.


 


With four kids on her ass, Susan paused at Penny’s door to face them, softly saying, “Watch, but don’t any of you say a word or do anything. Pretend you’re ghosts.”


 


She didn’t have any of their eyes, but she hoped her message got through. She expected a locked door, but the knob turned. She eased the door open and saw Penny lying face-down on her bed, nude, sobbing into her pillow. Susan eased in. The others followed. Susan eased over and gently sat at Penny’s hip facing feet. The sinking mattress alerted Penny that she had company and she quickly turned her head, saw her naked mother, only her mother, and her head buried in the pillow with a groan of fake despair.


 


Susan made a shush sign to remind the others, now gathered on the far side of the bed. She placed her left hand on the back of Penny’s right leg and began a sensuous stroking motion in the direction of pussy. She said nothing and Penny did nothing. When Susan touched the first wet pubic hairs, she said, “Penny, you have very sexy legs. I never told you that, but you do, you know,…very sexy.”


 


Susan ran her hand over both legs from heel to crotch as she gave more leg praise, and Penny halted her sob routine so as to hear better. Susan ran both hands over Penny’s ass, molding and squeezing while saying, “I love your ass, so pure and white, not an ounce of flab, a nice tight ass.”


 


Susan pushed out on inner thighs and the legs parted with ease, assisted until one foot hung off one side of the mattress and the other off the other side, a nice spread. Susan moved both hands up the inner thighs and framed Penny’s sopping wet sex, saying, “But you know what I like best about your sexy body? Do you know what part I like most of all?”


 


They heard a muffled, “What?” Kids had to cup their mouths to stifle giggles and Susan shushed them again before saying, “I love your sexy pussy most of all. I loved it from the first day I caught you masturbating with the hair brush, fucking your pretty little pussy. I couldn’t stop you. I had to watch. I could have watched you do that all day, every day, and never been bored. That’s why I wasn’t mad, and that’s why I let you keep coming back and didn’t hide the brush from you. I found excuses to barge in on you, but mostly, I gave you privacy. Just knowing what you were doing to yourself in my bedroom was enough. It was our little secret, wasn’t it, Penny?”


 


Penny turned her head but didn�t raise up. Her cheek settled on the pillow and she didn�t see the others. She said, “It was until you told everyone. Why did you tell on me?”


 


“Because, I think everyone should see what I saw. I don’t think we should have secrets. They loved watching you fuck yourself. I wish you’d stop hiding and start doing that out in the open where we can all enjoy it. There’s no point in hiding, now, is there?”


 


“That was embarrassing, Mother.”


 


“I know, but it’s over now. It won’t be embarrassing next time, will it?”


 


“Mom, I can’t do that with everyone watching.”


 


“I don�t see why not. We all know your dirty little secret, and we like watching.”


 


“They’ll make fun of me and call me a hypocrite.”


 


“You wouldn’t be a hypocrite if you didn’t act so holy and hide your dirty deed. If you�d announce when you felt like getting fucked by Daddy, then got naked and put on a good show for us, no one would call you a hypocrite or make fun. We�ll be too busy masturbating and getting nasty with you.”


 


“I’m a Christian. I can’t act nasty and be a good Christian.”


 


“You can’t be a good Christian and act nasty behind a closed door, either. Jesus sees everything you do. Jesus watches you masturbate while pretending your father is fucking you. You�re the one that told us thinking is the same as doing in the eyes of God. If the Bible is true, you�re not getting into Heaven, so you may as well have fun like everyone else. If you want to be a good Christian, give your Daddy dick back and tell me never to touch you in nasty places. Tell me not to lick and suck on your pussy and I won’t.”


 


“Are you serious, Mom? You�d do that?”


 


“In a heartbeat, and I’d be terribly disappointed if you told me not to, but I’d honor your request. You�re the reason I’m bisexual today. It was seeing your delicious looking pussy that made me want to lick one. It would be a crying shame if I never got to lick the pussy that got me started down this slimy road.”


 


A pregnant pause followed while Susan stroked a finger through a very warm and slimy slit before sliding into the slippery hole. She took a few deep strokes, then said, “Shall I take the Daddy dick and leave you alone? What’ll it be, Penny—good Christian, or your nasty self—free and totally uninhibited around your family?”


 


Penny was thinking. After a full minute, she quietly said, “I guess I’ll be my nasty self.”


 


“Then, you want me to lick your cunt?”


 


“If you want to.”


 


“Would you let the others watch?”


 


“Would you want them to watch you do that?”


 


“Sure, don’t you think they’d like to watch their mother lick their big sister’s sexy cunt?”


 


“Probably. I know Karen would. Knowing her, she’d get so turned on, she’d come and sit on my face while you were doing it.”


 


“Now that you’re being yourself, I’ll bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? You liked it when she rubbed her cunt in your face, didn’t you? She has a very sexy pussy, too, and believe me, she tastes great. You hated to push her off, didn’t you?”


 


“Yeah, to be honest, it was kinda neat until she pissed in my mouth. You�re right, her pussy does taste good. She sure was juicy. I was going to sit there and let her rub her pussy in my face until she started pissing.”


 


“You loved that part best of all, didn�t you? Don�t lie, Penny.”


 


Penny giggled, smiled, and said, “Yeah, it was. You helped her piss all over me, didn�t you?”


 


“I aimed. I aimed good, didn�t I?”


 


“I�ll say. Mom, you’re making me horny. Do you feel like doing it now, you know, with your mouth? No one has ever done that to me, and I�ve always wondered what that would be like.”


 


“Sure. Why don’t you roll over for us.”


 


“US?” She rolled over, sat up, and saw the grinning “US” playing with their genitals.


 


“Oh, Mom!”


 


“Come on, now, Penny. Remember,…be yourself. Show us how nasty and uninhibited you can be?” Susan picked up the brush and placed it between Penny’s legs, saying, “Give us a demonstration in the nude and make yourself cum this time. Show us how much you want to be Daddy’s whore and have his baby. Put on a good show, and I’ll arrange it for real, but you’ll be his whore not his lover. He’ll jump at the offer, but you’ll have to bear him a child as part of the deal before I’ll go along. Well, are you interested?”


 


Penny thought with a full flush to her features as Susan got behind Penny and sat with her legs drawn up and laid wide, prepared to serve as back support and tittie manipulator for the show of shows.


 


When Penny settled against her mother�s front, she wore a living bra with living panties to match thanks to her four siblings with their eight curious hands and forty fingers. Fingers delved in both holes, sometimes three in each from different hands. They hurt, but Penny bore up while making a good spread by hooking each knee behind her mother�s bent legs. Susan assisted. With the last leg hooked, she was in a spread far beyond the splits with both holes out there and wide open to delving digits.


 


She settled her head back between breast pillows and watched her mother�s fingers tweak her rigid nipples while her siblings made a thorough exploration of her lower regions. Holding the dildoe by the bristles, Penny looked back and said, “I�m ready when you are, but you�ll have to tell them to stop. I need that part if you want a good show.”


 


“Let them play for a while. We�re in no hurry. There�s something I�ve always wanted to talk about. Now would be a good time. It concerns your father. You should be interested if you truly want to be his whore and be the kind of whore he wants.”


 


“I do. What is it?”


 


“Do you recall—I think you were eleven—some people came to visit us and they brought a dog over, a nasty dog.”


 


“I remember. Bruno, the beagle. I was twelve. It was a few months after you caught me masturbating with the brush. I had to be twelve or almost twelve.”


 


“Yes, that�s right. It was after. I figured you�d remember, but I always wondered what you thought.”


 


“I think about that a lot.”


 


“I�m sure you do. We let you stay up late on a school night. I had you wear a dress with no panties. I dressed you and left the panties off on purpose. Do you remember that?”


 


“Yes, and I wondered why until the dog showed up and wouldn�t stop licking me between the legs and you wouldn�t do anything to stop him. It made sense then.”


 


“So, you knew I set you up?”


 


“I figured it out. It wasn�t that hard, especially when you told me not to touch him. What else could I do but let him lick all he wanted to? After the first few good licks, I was more than happy to let their dog lick my pussy with everyone watching. I even pulled my dress up and spread my legs for it. I figured that�s what you wanted, and I was right. No one said a word, you all just stared at the dog�s tongue going in and out of my pussy. I think about that all the time.”


 


“I do too. Your father put me up to that. He worked for that man. I fought him tooth and nail, but he eventually talked me into it, but I hated doing that. Now that I realize it was after watching you fuck yourself, I probably reasoned no harm could come from it. You weren�t a virgin and I knew you�d like showing off for your father. You couldn�t get pregnant. I guess that�s why I caved in. I have harbored so much guilt over that incident. I hated myself and hated him for forcing me into that scene.”


 


“That was Daddy�s idea?”


 


“No, it was his boss� idea, but your father went along, and it turned him on a lot once it started. For years following that night, just mentioning dogs would make him hard.”


 


Karen excitedly said, “Did Penny get fucked by a dog?”


 


“Almost. I stopped it, and don�t interrupt. Play and listen. Keep her in the mood to tell us the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. You want to tell the truth, don�t you, Penny?”


 


“Yes.”


 


“Penny, I want the truth. Has your father ever fucked you?”


 


“No, but I tried to get him to. I�m still trying, and I�m going to keep on trying…well, you want the truth.”


 


“I do, and I appreciate you telling me the truth. I wondered if he took my threat seriously. You�ll have no trouble once I give him the go ahead. Now, tell me how you felt about that scene with the beagle.”


 


“I loved it, Mom. I loved every second, and I hated when you pulled the dog off of me just when things were getting good. And you didn�t pull him off as fast as you think you did. He did get his dick in my pussy, not far, but it went in to that knot thing. When you pulled him off, you pulled his dick out, and I wanted to scream.”


 


“We didn�t see that. If I had known that, I might not have pulled so hard.”


 


“If you�d have just waited a few more seconds until he got that fat knot in, you could have pulled till you were blue in the face and it would have stayed in. We�d have been hung up. I was real tight back then, and that was a big knot, about the size of Karen�s balled fist. It would have gone in, but I know it wouldn�t have come out until his dick went down. Dog dicks are made that way. You would have had to watch me get screwed all the way, and even after he came inside my pussy, he�d stay lodged in until the knot went away, and they say that sometimes takes twenty or thirty minutes.”


 


“You�ve done your homework. Did you ever go beyond study and try that on your own? Tell the truth.”


 


“No, but I�d tell you if I had. I almost did, several times. I�ve talked to girls that did, and they all loved it. They say a human can�t get hung up, but all three said they did. I always figured things would have been different if you had been forced to watch me get hung up with a dog for that long. I figured you�d have gotten used to it and would want to see it again and again.”


 


“That�s what I always wondered, and I have cursed myself a thousand times over for losing it. Your father stayed pissed at me for months after that. Eventually, we both got hooked on doggie scenarios involving you, and if we hadn�t started drifting apart right after that, I�m sure we�d have tried again. He tried to get me to come around. He tried hard. He even bought a male dog which I made him get rid of. He�s still trying, and he still wants to give you a dog. He still works for those people, and I�m sure they still have the dog or another just as horny.”


 


“I�m willing, and I�d like to have my own dog.”


 


“Yes, and you�ll get one, but are you willing to be a full time bitch, wear a dog collar, and perform in front of large groups of strangers with or without your father present? Would you suck off a dog? Would you let a dog cum in your mouth with people watching and taking pictures, maybe video?”


 


“Wow, Mom! How many people are we talking about?”


 


“Lots, and not always the same ones.”


 


“Suppose this gets around?”


 


“It will get around. You�ll wear the collar always—to school, church, shopping, the Y pool—everyone that knows you will know that you�re a dog�s bitch because it�ll say so on your tag.”


 


“Are you serious?”


 


“Your father would want it that way.”


 


“He would? Are you sure?”


 


“Absolutely. Nothing makes him harder than thinking about you wearing a skimpy outfit with a dog collar in public, and when he pictures you in a micro mini with no panties and dog cum streaming down both of your sexy legs, he cums.”


 


“Oh Jesus! Oh god! You�re going to make me cum. That�s one of my favorite fantasies. If you�re sure he wants that for real, I�ll do it. I�ll even wear the collar to school. Girls are doing that, now. It�s the punk look. I know one girl that wears a tag that says �bitch� and she�ll tell you what it means. She�ll even show you pictures. I�ve seen them. They call her Lassie and she loves it. Even the teachers call her Lassie. If she can do that and get away with it, so can I. Get me a collar, and get me some sexier clothes to wear. They did away with the dress code this year, so anything goes as long as the genitals are covered, and Lassie�s are just barely covered. They aren�t covered at all when she sits and no one has said anything. They stare and she shows.”


 


“You can do even better, can�t you?”


 


“I don�t think so, but I can sure show a better beaver to stare at. The bitch is a dog in every sense. If they want to see pussy, I�ll show them what a pussy should look like. I�ll shave all the hair off and show everyone what dogs get to fuck.”


 


Karen excitedly said, “Mom, let�s shave it now!”


 


“Yes, why not? Go get my razor, a bowl of warm water, soap, and a towel. Cathy, help her.” To Penny, she said, “We�ll get you all fixed up, Penny.”


 


     *


 


Rachel arrived at eleven, thirty minutes after Susan rolled out of Penny�s bed. Penny was still in it. The rest were crashed on the floor. Susan dragged Rachel into the house and into Penny�s bedroom, proudly showing her naked children and Penny asleep with a hair brush still lodged deep in her bald cunt. Rachel surveyed three little bald cunts, smiled and said, “Not bad. I see we advanced things along quite nicely.”


 


“Very nicely. There�s not a virgin in the house and those two are mother fuckers. Penny agreed to serve as our bitch. She wants a collar, and we need a dog right away. I thought she�d need a session with you and Frank, but she�s already way beyond that. The bitch drinks piss like Kool-aid.”


 


“Too bad. It would have been fun breaking her in. Well, are you ready to see the boss?”


 


“Ready, willing, and able. How do I look? Is this whorish enough?”


 


“It is unless you�re wearing panties.”


 


“Susan pulled the mini skirt up and showed her shaved pussy, saying, “No panties, no bra, in uniform, clean shaven and ready to report for duty.”


 


“Well, let�s go see the general.”


 


In the car, Rachel handed Susan a large manila envelope—the pictures. Susan went through them, marveling at their provocative vulgarity. They were all there, all thirty, and sharp. “Wow, this is hard-core porn. Are you going to show him all of these?”


 


“No, you are.”


 


“I�d rather you did it, and I�d prefer you just showed him the bikini shots.”


 


“No, it�ll be better if he sees how willing you are to please. Show him with a smile, and show him everytrhing. He�ll love them all.”


 


“I would think a smile wouldn�t be expected. I wasn�t smiling when he last saw me. I was kinda hoping to show tearful surrender.”


 


“He wants a smiling mom who surrendered and got in the mood to have some fun with this. If you can�t beat �em, join �em. He wants to see that attitude. Trust me.”


 


“If you say so, but he gave me the impression he likes to bully a woman into doing what he wants.”


 


“No, you don�t know him like I do. Bullied mothers can turn on you. He�d want proof that you�re onboard as a team player, a happy whore.”


 


“I guess that makes sense.”


 


Susan told Rachel all about her evening. After they entered the plant, they parted. Susan went straight to Stan�s office. Gwen was expecting her, but not in a mini skirt, five-inch heels and braless in a see-thru blouse. Her wide eyes said that much. She reached for the intercom and said, “Stan, Susan is here, and you�re not going to believe this.”


 


Feeling nervous and very underdressed, Susan heard the male voice say, “Send her in and hold my calls. In fact, close the office and join us.”


 


While eyeing Susan, Gwen said, “I wouldn�t miss this for the world.”


 


Gwen got up and went to the main office door, placed a sign on the knob, and locked the door. She turned to Susan and studied her with folded arms, running her critical eyes from breasts to bare legs and back, shaking her head, then looking Susan in the eyes to say, “I don�t suppose you�re wearing panties with that outfit?”


 


“Well,…uh, no…”


 


“Show me.”


 


Gwen stood looking down at the crotch while Susan�s trembling hand grabbed the hem at the center and pulled enough to reveal her shaved twat. Gwen broke a mocking smile and said, “When did you shave it?”


 


“Last night. Is there something wrong?”


 


“No, nothing�s wrong, nothing at all. I�m sure he�ll love it. Why don�t you get out of your clothes. I�d like to lead you to him in your birthday suit. Keep the heels on. Are those the pictures of your daughter?”


 


“Uh, yes.”


 


“Here, let me have a look. [She snatched the envelope from under Susan�s arm] Go on…strip. Don�t keep him waiting.”


 


While Susan stripped off the blouse, she watched Gwen remove the photos and spread them out on her desk. She waited for her reaction and didn�t wait long.


 


“Oh, Jesus!…Oh my god!…Oh fuck!”


 


Susan dropped the skirt and said, “What�s wrong? That�s what he wanted, didn�t he?”


 


“FUCK!…Mother fuck!…Hooolee shit!”


 


Nude in heels and ready to run, Susan came up behind Gwen and said, “Why are you acting like this? He wanted sexy and revealing photos.”


 


Gwen turned her eyes on Susan and looked her over like she were some lab specimen that went bad in the petri dish. She said, “You are one sick puppy. He said bikini shots, not kiddie porn. Go on. I�ll gather these up and follow you in.”


 


“Wait, take the porno shots out. Just show him the ones of her in a bikini.”


 


“Go! I�ll decide what to show him.”


 


“But…”


 


“I said, go!”


 


On the verge of tears, Susan reached for the door to Stan�s private office and the door opened on its own, revealing Stan. “What the hell is taking so…woah…Well, hello there, Miss Godiva.”


 


“I uh…”


 


Gwen stopped putting the pictures away and spread them out all over her desk top, saying, “Stan, you�d better look at these.”


 


Stan brushed past Susan and came up beside Gwen.


 


“Hoooleeee shit! Son-of-a-bitch! Jesus Fucking H. Christ! What the fuck?” And then he turned incredulous eyes on Susan, now cowering back and hiding her nakedness. He said, “Whose idea was this?”


 


“Well, Rachel said…”


 


“I knew it! Gwen, get Rachel in here. No, never mind. I don�t want to see that sick bitch. Tell her she�s fired and tell her I want her off this property within the hour. And there will be no severance pay.”


 


He turned to Susan, who was now pissing in place. He looked at the puddle she was making, shook his head, then said, “When you�re done, get in my office, and bring your clothes with you.”


 


He helped Gwen get the photos stuffed back in the envelope and entered his office behind Susan. She said, “Can I get dressed?”


 


“What�s your hurry? Just relax. You�re fine the way you are. Just set your things down and take a seat on the sofa. We need to talk.”


 


Susan was so confused. He fired Rachel but was being nice to her. Nothing made sense, but she did as directed and took a seat on the far end of the sofa out of direct line of sight. He could see her upper body, but that was all. When he sat at his desk, he said, “No, scoot down here. Don�t be bashful.”


 


She scooted. Now, he saw all of her and was looking in her lap to see everything. He couldn�t see much. Her legs were pressed tight and both hands were in the way. He said, “Would you relax? I�m not going to bite you.”


 


Susan slowly drew her hands away and laid them at her side but kept her knees together until he placed his hands on them and gently pulled them wide apart, as wide apart as they�d go. When he had them where he wanted them, he let go and Susan kept them there. He now had a good view of all she�d shaved and was intently looking for missed hairs as he sat back and reached for the packet of photos. While still staring, he emptied the packet in his hand and began going over the photos, one by one, slowly. He�d look at a photo, then look at her tits or pussy.


 


Susan studied his expression and hung on every sound he made looking for condemnation. She soon realized he liked everything he saw and she kept an eye on his crotch for confirmation. She began to relax after he got halfway through the pictures, and by the last, her pussy was dripping wet and her nipples were as hard as his dick, which he now had out and was stroking.


 


As he studied the last, Gwen entered the room and came to stand behind his chair, looking at Susan�s wide beaver as she said, “Rachel was in tears, but she got the message. So, what now, boss?”


 


Stan looked up from the photos and said to Susan, “Well, it seems you came willing to play ball. You have a very sexy daughter and the two of you make quite a photogenic pair. Am I to assume by these pictures that you have no objection to my having a full sexual relationship with both of you?”


 


Susan looked puzzled. Gwen said, “This is not a trick question, Susan, nor is this a trap. Anything you say will be in the strictest confidence. Nothing will ever leave this room.”


 


Stan added, “She�s right, Susan. I just want your honest answer and your job is not dependent on your answer. You may return to accounting and we can pretend none of this ever happened, but I need someone with your qualities in sales. You could do much better than Rachel if you were willing to play ball, and I think you know exactly what that means. I�m talking six figures, easy, and much more if you are willing to make this a family enterprise.”


 


Susan mulled this over, then said, “You�re not connected to the Mafia, are you?”


 


He laughed. They both laughed. “No dear. I�m sorry to disappoint you, but I�m not. I�m just a dirty old man with a lot of credit, a lot more debt, and a bad case of blue balls for your youngest daughter. I want to fuck her, but I�d be very gentle and very good to her. She won�t ever complain or want for anything, and I�ll take every precaution against pregnancy. That, I assure you.”


 


Gwen added, “He would, too, Susan. He�s just a big old huggy bear with no teeth and a hardon that never goes away. If I had a daughter, and she were agreeable, I would not think twice about letting her experience sex with Stan as often as she wished. I�m serious.”


 


Susan mulled, looked at his straining cock, a nice nine-incher, a fuck muscle as thick at the base as it was at the head and bulging with large veins, then to Gwen�s warm smile, then to Stan�s hopeful eyes. She brought her right hand to her beaver and stroked a finger through the slit, saying, “Suppose I wanted you to get her pregnant?”


 


Gwen and Stan looked to each other, then to Susan. Stan said, “Well, that changes everything. If you want her pregnant, I can certainly accommodate you, but I�d want guarantees that her bastard never comes calling with his hand out.”


 


Susan said, “He or she will never know who his or her father is. You have my word on that. The girl is a whore, or will be now that I�m head of sales.”


 


“Great! Shall we seal this agreement with a handshake or a fuck?”


 


Pulling her cunt open with both hands, she said, “A fuck, definitely a fuck. That�s how I intend sealing all agreements.”


 


As he approached on his knees with his cock in hand, he said, “I think you�ll make a great saleslady.”


 


As he sank his cock to the balls, Susan said, “Correction…Saleswhore.”


 


    The End
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Phil Phantom


Note: This was Tiffany’s favorite fantasy as a young teen.


    She wrote it down as an adult, imagining herself as her


    mother and writing the story from her mother’s point of


    view. Tiffany was a very kinky child.


 


    “Spare the Rod” By: Tiffany


 


    I had an uneasy feeling about accepting Frank Zimmerman’s frequent offers to look after Tiffany for me while I work. I work as a cocktail waitress in a downtown nightclub. I leave at six and don’t get home until after two AM. Any normal mother would have been put off by his appearance alone. As you’ll soon discover, I am not a normal mother.


    Frank was in his forties, short, sloppy, quiet, and mysterious. He was the kind of guy no girl finds attractive. He keeps to himself, has no sense of humor, and always looks nervous. He befriended me by helping me carry boxes when we moved into the building. I have turned to him for assistance a few times since, small things, mostly. Every time we met, he made the offer.


    Tiffany was thirteen and quite able to look after herself. Our neighborhood was secure, rather nice. He made me suspicious of his motives right away. I noted the way he devoured her with his hungry, beady eyes. She was a pixie with long, straight, dark-brown hair and big, brown eyes. She is a studious, quiet girl that keeps to herself. She stays at home and watches TV or reads. She’s never been any trouble and we get along just fine. I know what men like Frank Zimmerman are thinking as they watch a young girl’s legs move beneath a skirt as she walks up stairs ahead of him.


    I also know a cop that works off duty at the club. He ran what they call a rap sheet on Mr. Zimmerman. It turned out that my Frank had a lifetime history of sexually abusing young girls. He had a very long list of arrests, but only one conviction. He served eight years for statutory rape and had been out for four years.


    My cop friend told me that a history like that suggests he had some measure of control over the parents, probably with pictures he threatens to distribute. Taking pictures of his victims was a common charge. I took comfort from the fact that no girl was ever killed, scared, or permanently hurt. My friend assured me that he wasn’t the dangerous type, but bared watching. One might wonder why I finally accepted his offer.


    Being a single mother, between relationships, I masturbate and fantasize a great deal. Until something better came along, I was quite content. My favorite fantasies involve beautiful young virgins at the mercy of an ugly pervert, forced to endure unimaginable degradation at his hands. I avoided thinking about my daughter in the starring role, but after meeting Frank, I couldn’t help it. He became my male pervert model, and Tiffany’s young, budding, youthful, virginal body kept popping up in my fantasies. It got to the point where I could think of nothing else. Actually, it was that nothing got me off like imagining my Tiffany at Frank’s mercy.


    Part of the problem is Tiffany herself. The submissive doll invites abuse. She seems to feed off it. No kid ever took to a spanking like Tiffany did. Her father had a thing for spanking, especially little Tiffany. We divorced when she was ten. He spanked her naked ass on a fairly regular basis, sometimes for the lamest excuses. Sometimes, when he was drunk, he didn’t need an excuse. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve sat beside him on the sofa with Tiffany’s bare ass staring in my face, watching his big hand turn her tight, white buns a bright red. My reward was not just in watching her undeveloped pussy swell, pout, and weep crystal clear juices. Afterwards, I got the best sex ever. Consequently, I never gave him any static about the way he treated Tiffany.


    In the last year of our marriage, when it seemed we were constantly at odds, if I needed a good screwing, I made things up. I’d shamelessly report an offense she never committed just to excite him to the point where he’d forget our differences, drag me to the bedroom, and pound his frustrations into my sex-starved cunt. I felt terrible afterwards, but Tiffany never said anything about it, nor would she protest or deny my accusation. One night, when Frank was drunk, he accused her of playing with herself in her sleep of all things. He dragged her out of bed and administered the spanking to her pussy. He placed her on her back and made her hold her legs wide apart. He did more manipulating than spanking, and Tiffany appeared to find the treatment stimulating. I got the best fuck of our marriage that night.


    He said he didn’t remember doing it, but from then on, whenever I had to make up an offense, I told him that I caught her playing with herself again. It didn’t bother me in the least. I figured that if she wouldn’t deny it, then she must want it. That’s the only thing I miss about my marriage, watching my husband punish Tiffany. After the divorce, I continued the practice of spanking her on her naked ass, but it wasn’t the same, and I couldn’t bring myself to spank her for nothing. I also never spanked her pussy, though I’ve watched it develop with great interest, noting the progress in my monthly sessions. To add to my frustrations, I hadn’t had a session in over three months, just at the time when she was blooming sexually. My last good look at her twat revealed a nice growth of fine pubic hairs, full puffy labia, and her clit poked out from between those sexy lips during the spanking. I should admit, I’m bi-sexual—more bi than not.


    I’m mostly into one nighters, but I’ve had two women move in. One lasted three months, the other three weeks. I get a big charge out of shocking Tiffany with my female lovers, and have no qualms about going down on a girl with Tiffany in the room, or vice versa. She’d get embarrassed seeing me loving on a woman, but then, she gets embarrassed if I bring a man home and start sucking his dick.


    Tiffany embarrasses easily anyway. Being forced to expose herself always produces a nice flush. Before her tits started growing, there was no reason to strip her naked, simply turning up her skirts was enough. After her tits began budding, I made her stand before me and strip naked as a prelude to a spanking. I also made her strip just to show her naked body to a lover, male or female. Nothing gets a man harder than a budding teen standing naked in front of him. Nothing gets me wetter than making her strip and watching that adorable full-body blush develop.


    I know, I should be put away in the bad mother’s home for life. Maybe, but my mother was no June Cleaver. At least I never made Tiffany eat my pussy. And I never held her legs apart for a drunk sailor to mount. I had thought about it, but to that point, I’d resisted. Frank Zimmerman weakened my resistance. I think you’ve had enough background; lets get back to Frank.


    So I finally told Frank, I accept his kind offer. I informed Tiffany and ignored the distressed look she gave me. She said, “I can take care of myself, Mom. You know that. Besides, he gives me the creeps.”


    I simply said, “I know what’s best for you, and you better mind Mr. Zimmerman or you know what you’ll get.” That was the end of the discussion. When Frank came up, I gave him the usual routine for sitters: phone numbers and such. I then addressed Tiffany saying, “If Mr. Zimmerman tells me you gave him any trouble what-so-ever, you’ll get the belt on your naked ass.” When I turned back to Frank, he had a gleam in his eye. I told him, “Don’t take any shit off of her. She can be a handful at times. I make it a policy not to interfere with my sitters. You handle her as you see fit. Treat her like you would if she were your own daughter.”


    Frank looked at me like a bum that some rich guy was handing hundred dollar bills to. I knew my next statement would have him creaming his jeans. I said, “Some sitters require a release before they’ll discipline someone elses child. I filled one out and signed it. It’s there on the table. It basically grants you full authority to administer corporal punishment if you feel its warranted, and grants you full immunity from prosecution.”


    My pussy drooled watching that gleam in his eye. I picked up the paper and waved it under Tiffany’s nose, saying, “You better hope he isn’t a child molester, young lady, because this piece of paper pretty much grants him the right to do what he pleases with you, so you behave yourself.” The look of dread in Tiffany’s eyes almost made me cum. I kissed her on the lips and made my exit. I left that apartment, fully expecting that he’d have his way with her. I expected her to lose all three virginities: oral, anal, and vaginal. I knew she’d be bound and beaten, probably with his belt. I knew she’d feel pain and be traumatized. My obsession was that powerful that I took the chance that she’d survive and get over it. I prayed she would not be scared physically or mentally. I kept telling myself, “He’s not the dangerous kind.”


    Nervous anxiety spoiled that first night for me. I agonized over my decision, cursed my vagina. Putting in the full shift was pure hell. I must have called twenty times to see if everything was all right. It seemed so, judging by his voice. I talked to Tiffany three times, and her voice sounded normal. Still, as I drove home, I had terrible guilt anxiety. I opened my apartment, expecting a scene out of Dante’s Inferno. Everything was just as I’d left it. Frank had passed out watching TV. I swiftly went to Tiffany’s room. She was in bed, sleeping soundly. Deeply puzzled and more than a little disappointed, I wanted at least something to show for my gamble.


    I flipped on her light. She was curled in a fetal ball, sleeping soundly. She sleeps like soundly, so I pulled her covers off. She sleeps in a man’s T-shirt, so it was easy to unveil her lower body. I looked for strap marks on her legs and buttocks, but saw nothing. I peered between her thighs from the back. Her pussy did look a little raw. My heart jumped. I eased her onto her back and carefully spread out her legs. She laid there like a lab frog. My heart pounded wildly. She had been fucked, and fucked good. Her pussy was not only raw, it was yawning. That tiny cunt, which had been drum-tight, looked open and loose. Her hole was like a tunnel. I looked lower, to her asshole, and it to was swollen, puffed out, and raw. I was so excited, I fingered myself while staring into her crotch.


    I noticed tiny bright red marks lining both lips. I examined them closely and saw a pattern. These were marks made by alligator style clips. I pushed her shirt up over her breasts and saw the same marks all over them, especially on and around her nipples. I examined her body closely and discovered a slight red discoloration on her wrists, ankles, and knees. It was the kind bindings might leave. My mind filled in the rest and my pussy was overjoyed. Other than that, Tiffany looked fine, peaceful, and content. She appeared on the verge of a smile; in fact, the kind of look a child gets dreaming of candyland. I restored her clothing, covered her, backed out, and turned out the light.


    I shook Frank’s shoulder. He awoke with a start. He held up his arms as though shielding himself from my attack. I said, “Hey! It’s all right. It’s just me, remember?”


    “He looked around nervously, probably looking for police. He said, “Is it two?”


    “About two fifteen, yes. How was my daughter? Was she good?”


    “Huh?”


    “You know, was she a good girl?”


    “Oh, yeah, yeah, she was good.”


    He stood groggily. I walked him to the door. I said, “I’m sorry I phoned so often. It’s a habit I got into. Usually I found myself dialing and then realized that she wasn’t alone. I hope I didn’t give the impression I was worried.”


    “No, call all you want. I got nothing to hide.”


    “I didn’t think you did. I trust you completely; otherwise, I never would have left you alone with my virgin daughter.”


    His eyes squinted trying to read my meaning. I simply smiled, holding the door for him. He was half out, then, in a panic, turned suddenly and dipped under my arm, saying, “I forgot my stuff.”


    His stuff was a brown grocery bag sitting by the couch, a bag he didn’t come in with. He was in such a panic, he grabbed one lip, pulled, ripped it off, and spilled the contents at my feet. He dove on the assortment of ropes, dildoes, clothes pins, and cuffs. I stood there rolling my eyes, shaking my head. I wondered how I could pretend not to see. A goddamn plastic vibrator actually hit me on the ankle and rested between my feet. Alligator clips were all over my entryway. I turned my back to him and busied myself picking up clips, giving him the opportunity to recover the tools of his trade. I had squatted right over the vibrator. I watched with amused interest as his hand crept up to retrieve it. As soon as he touched it, the damn thing sprang to life, stuttering on the hard ceramic tile. He jerked his hand away as if shocked by it, then made another frantic grab. The hum stopped and he stuffed it in the bag. I just shook my head and kept picking up clips. I had to drag it out long enough for him to get everything safely hidden away. While I waited, I tested the strength of a clip on my wrist. It hurt. It hurt bad. Thinking about having one on my clit made me wince. Tiffany had the marks of three on hers.


    When the frantic noise stopped, I stood and turned slowly. He was just picking up the last of the clips. I offered my collection to him. He looked into my face with guilt-ridden, terror-stricken eyes. I had to say something to put his mind at ease. I thought quickly and said, “Are you working on some kind of model. Is that your hobby?”


    “Huh, yeah, it’s a model. It’s a hobby that’s all.”


    “I saw ropes and heard some kind of motor. Is it a ship of some kind?”


    “Yeah! You guessed it. It’s one of them old sailing ships with lots of rope and stuff you have to clip on.”


    “Like the Mayflower with a motor, right.”


    “Huh? Oh yeah, right. Well it’s not that old. It’s a new old ship, sorta.”


    Before he dug himself any deeper, I said, “Well, at least you have something to keep you busy when you’re looking after my daughter. I wouldn’t want you to get bored.”


    He smiled and departed.


    I anxiously awaited the morning. I woke Tiffany thirty minutes early, calling her to breakfast. She was very stiff and achy. I helped her to the table and waited for her to speak out.


She sat quietly, watching me work. I set her breakfast before her and sat down with coffee. I said, “Did you sleep well, dear?”


    “Not really. I didn’t get to bed until after one-thirty.”


    “On a school night. You know better than that.”


    “It wasn’t my fault. He kept me up.”


    “Why?”


    She sat quietly for a few seconds, then unconvincingly said, “No reason. Company I guess.”


    “Was he a good sitter?”


    “No, he’s a terrible sitter.”


    “I think you’re exaggerating. A terrible sitter is one that beats you. He didn’t beat you, did he?”


    She hung her head, toying with the food on her plate. She said, “No.”


    “Well you better get used to him, because I’m not leaving you alone at night.”


    She looked up and said, “Please, I can take care of myself.”


    “That may be, but with an adult willing to keep you company for free, I’d be a fool to leave you alone.” She said no more.


    This went on for a full week. Frank was very careless. He left evidence everywhere. Once, there were Tiffany’s panties on the floor by the couch in plain sight. Twice, he left dildoes lying around. My trash had empty film boxes lying on top. I found three different types of cigarette butts, though neither I nor Frank smokes. Far from alarming me, I got off on the idea of Tiffany getting gang banged. I pulled into the parking area one night and watched from my car as four men exited my apartment. That’s cutting it close. After that, I waited an extra five minutes before going up each night. I examined Tiffany’s body every night and discovered new insults. They’d shaved her pubic hair off and she sported welts like from a belt or thin cane all over her tits, ass, inner thighs and belly. Some of their damage showed below her hem line, and she can’t wear pants to school. In addition, her sheets had to be changed daily. She slept in a puddle of cum that leaked from her ass and cunt all night. I figured Tiffany had to know that I was aware of all this, but she never confronted me or complained. I pretended not to notice a thing.


    Overall, I liked the arrangement and decided it was time to drop a few hints to Frank to make him aware that he wasn’t dealing with your ordinary mom. The first hint was a big one. I arranged to go to work an hour later than usual, but left on time. I purposefully left my purse behind. I waited thirty minutes after leaving, then quietly went upstairs and let myself in. I was not prepared for the sight that greeted me. There was Tiffany, kneeling on two widely separated chairs. She was naked, facing away from me. Each ankle was tied to an outside chair leg. Her head was almost touching the floor while her hands were twisted back behind her, straight, and tied at the wrists to the top inside of each chair. Frank was tieing her hair to a broom stick tied across the backs of both chairs at the floor.


    I could never have imagined a more vulnerable pose to place a girl in. I could see that her pussy was at just the right height for Frank’s loins. Frank rose and appeared ready to bolt past me and probably never stop running. I knew I had to think of something quick. I said, “Oh, I’m so sorry. I should have knocked first.”


    That froze him in place and put an extremely puzzled look on his face. I stepped in and closed the door. I said as earnestly as I could, “I’m so embarrassed. I know you must think I’m checking on you, but honestly, I left my purse. I got half way there and realized it.”


    He obviously could not believe his ears. His weak mind strained to grasp what was happening. I realized just how dim-witted he was. Any normal person would have figured out by then that I was being facetious. I could tell that he thought I was serious, or incredibly naive. I was curious as to how far I could take it. I said, “You aren’t angry are you; I really did leave my purse.” He shook his head in mute wonder.


    I breathed a sigh of relief and walked past him, going to my bedroom. I got the purse and returned. He was still standing at her head, watching me move through. I went to the refrigerator, opened a soda, turned and said, “I just have time for this.” I took a few sips while studying my daughter, showing my puzzled look. I said, “I promised I wouldn’t interfere, and believe me I’m not. I mean, I’m sure she must have done something bad to deserve this. And it’s none of my business what she did. I told you that you decide when, why, and how to discipline. I’m not even going to ask what she did. That’s your business. I’m just curious. I’ve never heard of this position for spanking.”


    I’ve had hound dogs give me more intelligent looks. He thought for a few seconds, then said, “I read about it in a book about raising kids. It was written by doctors. A bunch of them together wrote it.”


    “Wow, I guess it must work good. I sure have noticed a change in Tiffany.”


    “Yeah, they say with girls you have to do it this way in case they might be pregnant.”


    “Yes, that makes sense.”


    “You’re not mad because she’s naked? The book said…”


    I waved it off, saying, “Even I know you have to spank girls naked, Frank. You must think I’m really dumb.”


    He smiled and came around to look over his creation with me. He wasn’t satisfied with leaving well enough alone, and I wasn’t sure I could keep acting this dumb. He said, “Yeah, I have friends in this business. They’ve taught me a lot over the years. Another thing you don’t do with girls is use your hand. A lot of people don’t know that. You have to use one of these special rods.” He picked up a three foot fiberglass fishing pole rod tip and handed it to me. It still had string wrapping where the eyelets were. I studied it and said, “Wow, a real rod.”


    “Yeah, that’s what they look like, expensive too. That’s three hundred dollars you’re holding in your hand. That’s what makes those marks you see on her. She sees and feels those for days after and it reminds her to be good.”


    “Well, it must be working.” I stepped up and knelt my right knee outside Tiffany’s right knee. I leaned over her haunches and peered into the valley of her sex. My fingers traced the many marks found there. His favorite target was the insides of her thighs and her entire pussy.


    My action excited Frank, making him bold. He came up on her left side and said, “That’s the best place to punish a girl, right on her cunt…I mean vergina.”


    “Please, cunt is just fine with me. Don’t go using all those doctor terms. I won’t know what you’re talking about.”


    He grinned and said, “That’s where this special rod comes in. You see this.” He reached out and plucked Tiffany’s clit from between her cunt lips, pinched it between thumb and fore finger and shook it. “This here is called the clit. They’ve proved scientifically that this is connected to the part of the brain that makes girls do bad sex things.”


    I couldn’t argue that. I was beginning to enjoy his lecture. I said, “I knew that much.”


    “Yeah, well I bet you didn’t know that to stop a girl from becoming a whore, you have to hit her on the clit.”


    “That explains it then. Nobody ever hit me on the clit when I was a girl. I call it my fuck button. If a guy touches it, my legs spring open.”


    “Now you know why.”


    “Has Tiffany been bad enough to get it on her clit?”


    “Yes, I’m afraid so.”


    “Oh my. I wouldn’t want to be in her shoes.”


    “I have to put her in a special position for a clit whipping. I make her bend backwards sideways across a chair with two pillows on it. I tie her ankles to the legs and her hands to her ankles.”


    “Oh Jesus!”


    “Then I stand over her chest and come down right in her slit.”


    “Ouch!”


    “Yeah. I have to gag her for that.”


    “You’ll have to show me how that’s done sometime, but I have to get going.” Impulsively, I leaned forward and kissed the clit he’d just released. I gave it a hard sucking kiss. I pulled off, making a popping sound and said, “I won’t be around to kiss it and make it better afterwards, so that’ll have to do. I’ll come see you tonight and make it feel better. You’re up against professionals now, Tiffany. You better learn to behave.”


    I stood and addressed Frank. He had an amused smirk on his face. I said, “I’m so thankful you took an interest in my Tiffany. Are you sure I can’t pay you for your services?”


    The look on his face was priceless. I could read his thoughts. He was thinking, “You dumb cunt-sucking whore.” He said, “No, I just want to help.”


    I said, “This is so generous. There must be some way I can repay you.”


    He smiled a devilish smile, thought a second, and said, “It ain’t easy for a red-blooded American man to be around a naked girl like Tiffany and have to mess with her cunt and all.”


    I looked down at the obvious erection in his pants, an erection he was thrusting towards me obscenely. I knew he was hinting that I should take care of this need. And I was tempted. Although I personally find him repulsive, he did have a respectable bulge. I said, “Hummm, yes. I can see your problem.” I glanced from his bulge to Tiffany’s crotch and back several times then said in a quiet, conspiratorial voice, “I understand completely. Look, I wrote you a letter authorizing you to do anything. Why don’t you take that literally and hold me to it. I certainly can’t go to the police even if I wanted to, which I never would. Would that make things easier for you?”


    He grinned, a little disappointed, but pleased with the Carte Blanc I handed him. He said, “I’m going to hold you to that,”


    I gathered my things and made for the door, pausing on my way out to say with a sexy, mischievous smile, “I fully expected you to when I wrote it.” I sauntered out the door, throwing an exaggerated swing to my hips, and departed. I went down those steps on wobbly knees and masturbated all the way to work.


    When I walked in on them after work, Tiffany was still up, very much up. He had installed an eyebolt in my dining room ceiling. Tiffany hung by her wrists, suspended from that bolt. Her toes barely touched the floor. Semen streaked both legs and puddled at her feet. No one man could have deposited such a load in a week. Frank was sitting next to her at the dining table, drinking a beer.


    He had a chair positioned for me opposit his, with Tiffany hanging between us. I stood looking at my daughter then took the seat. I had to peer around her to address him. I took the time to run my eyes up and down her legs, pausing to watch a thick drool of pearly cum slither from her cunt lips and cascade down her inner thigh. My face was down near her loins and I merely lifted my eyes to address him. I said, “I assumed you would have her relieve you with her hands, or maybe even her mouth, but I see you took me literally.”


    “I did take you literary.”


    I said, “You make it hard to ignore. I was sort of hoping I could pretend not to notice.”


    “That’s your problem, not mine. I’m just holding you to your word.”


    “Well, the damage is done, and the cat’s out of the bag now. If this is what you want as payment for your services, I suppose it’s a fair price to pay.” To add further emphasis, I stood and took Tiffany’s chin in my hand and said, “You heard what I told Mr. Zimmerman. You’re going to pay for your own education from now on, and I expect you to offer that payment willingly. Do you understand?” She nodded meekly and said she would.


    After that talk, I often came home and found Frank in mid fuck, in a position set up just to shock me. He discovered that I was not shockable. Typically, I’d pull up a chair at the juncture of their loins and run my hands over Tiffany’s body, paying particular attention to her stuffed pussy. I’d call her filthy names and urge Frank on. I’d toy with the mess after he pulled out, and scoop the running trails of cum on my fingers and stuff them back in her cunt. Frank loved watching me do this.


    As I stuffed her pussy with his cum, I informed him that she wasn’t on the pill and that I had no intention of putting her on. Frank said, “You’re going to get her knocked up if you keep doing that.”


    As if what he was doing wouldn’t. I smiled, stuffed more cum in her twat, and said, “That would be her tough luck, wouldn’t it?”


    That brought a big smile to his evil face. If you don’t feel sorry for my poor darling daughter by now, then you are a very sick individual. Don’t feel too sorry for her. By this time it was quite obvious that Tiffany was a dyed-in-the-wool masochist. I have seen her cum while getting her clit whipped. She simply adores getting fucked in any hole. And the idea of getting knocked up thrilled her. She was actually looking forward to waddling around her school with a huge puffed out belly. She’d dress up in her school clothes and stuff a pillow under her skirt. I bought her several junior miss maternity dresses just for that purpose.


    She is also quite aware of my perverse voyeuristic tendencies. She panders to my obsession by recounting her torments in vivid detail while masturbating me with her fingers and a dildoe variety pack. After bringing me to three or four mind-numbing climaxes, she dutifully settles between my legs and sucks me to several more.


    If I feel horny during the day, all I needed to do was walk up to Tiffany and lift my skirt. She’d go to her knees and glue her mouth to my cunt. My lovers also benefited from all this. Instead of just having her strip. I’d make her suck dick, eat pussy, and fuck. Truth is, I’d much rather watch them vent their sexual urges on her, while I looked on and masturbated. As a consequence, I had many more lovers, male and female. They usually show shock at the condition of her body, but once those pretty lips slide over a stiff cock, or her pink tongue draws through a wide open twat, their morality goes right out the window.


    After a month or so, I began fantasizing a prolonged period of indenture to Frank. Summer was coming on, and I pictured myself surrendering her over to sexual slavery for the entire summer. Frank had by this time gathered quite a following of degenerates. I often walked in on scenes out of Dante’s Inferno. My presence, far from inhibiting them, only drove them to greater excess. I played the part of a mother helplessly trapped. I’d sit demurely in my dining chair, pretending to look on in horror. Often, they’d drag my naked daughter and lay her across my lap on her back. The men would pound their cocks into her pussy, and dykie old whores would straddle her head and pull her pretty face into their cunts while pinching and slapping her pert tits. I’d be sitting in a puddle of my own cunt juices but making faces of shock and remorse. They loved my act.


    As a prelude to the summer, I concocted a little test. I asked him if he would look after Tiffany over a three-day weekend at his place. I said, “You see, I just met this great guy, and he’s really anxious to get to know me better—if you get my drift.” A big smirk crossed his evil little face. I said, acting self conscious, “I want to make a good impression, it being our first time and all. I can’t do much with Tiffany under foot.”


    “Hey, don’t I know it. You don’t need Tiffany spoiling your fun, that’s for sure.”


    “Then you’ll do it? I’ll be right up here most of the time if you need anything.”


    “I won’t need anything, and you won’t need to check on us. If anything’s wrong, I’ll let you know.”


    “I swear on my mother’s grave. I will not check on her even once. If I do, for any reason, I’ll give you a hundred dollars. And I’m dead serious. From three-thirty on, she’s yours.”


    His smile was so broad, Evil Kinevil would want to jump it on a motorcycle. He left a happy pervert. I went straight to a chair and attacked my cunt. I had the best solo-sex ever.


    I wasn’t entirely crazy. I could always call it off if Tiffany was too freaked out. When I told Tiffany of my plans, she didn’t freak. She wasn’t all that happy, either. She gasped, “No! Mom, you can’t, not for three whole days.”


    “Yes I can. It’s all set up. You report to his apartment right after school tomorrow, no if’s’ and’s’ or but’s’.”


    I watched her reaction closely. I told her over breakfast, Thursday morning. She stirred her food looking pensive but no where near panic-stricken. I added, “I’m sure he’ll keep you entertained.” Still no negative reaction. She appeared to be weighing the possibilities and finding them not altogether unpleasant. I was getting hotter by the second, just watching her, imagining the images that brought that flush to her complexion. She looked over and smiled weakly.


    Impulsively, I said, “You know, there’s no reason why you can’t skip a day of school.” She didn’t object, so I added, “You could go to him right now.” She bit her lower lip. I took out paper and pen and wrote: If you’d like to make this a four day affair, Tiffany can skip school today. If she doesn’t return, I’ll assume that’s okay with you. Thanks Frank.


    I handed the note to Tiffany and pulled her seat out. She hadn’t even finished her breakfast. She said, “I can’t go like this.”


    “I moved her towards the door with her wearing only that T-shirt. Her hard nipples made a dramatic impression. She said, “Mom, I don’t even have any shoes on.”


    I pushed her out into the cold early morning air, saying, “Hurry then. Don’t stand around. Have fun, Tiffany!” I shut the door, leaned against it, took a deep breath, and stilled my beating heart. I then went to the curtain and peeked out. I saw Tiffany trot across the inclosure and up to his door. She looked adorable in that T-shirt, obviously naked beneath it. She knocked on the door and danced in place, hugging herself from the chill air. She knocked again. The door cracked open. Frank looked plesantly surprised to see her. He stuck his head out, looked left, then right. He glanced up to my window. I eased back in shadow. He reached out and drew her inside. The door quickly shut.


    I did not see Tiffany until early Monday morning. I spent hours posted at my window watching the army of the damned troop in and out of Frank’s apartment. They left with big smiles. I was anxiously stationed by the window from first light on Monday. She emerged shortly after the hour she was sent down four days earlier. There was no trot to her step, though the morning was colder and windier. I saw a dozen people exit Frank’s apartment as though leaving the scene of a crime. Tiffany appeared to have just taken a shower. She looked like a wet rat or a contestant in a Miss Teen wet T-shirt contest. She minced stiffly across the enclosure, taking forever to climb the stairs. I waited at the table, casually sipping coffee. The door creaked open. Tiffany shuffled in. She shuffled to the table, shivering. She looked like she’d been through the mill. She looked to have aged by years. Her T-shirt clung like a second skin except over her tits and crotch. There it was grossly pushed out as though smuggling cactus.


    When she got closer, she reeked of urine and I winced. She’d had a shower, all right, a golden shower. She stood at my feet and gingerly pulled the T-shirt up, saying, Mom, look what they did to me.”


    I gasped. My eyes could not believe what they saw as her T-shirt came off. She posed with her arms and legs out wide. Her tits and crotch were covered in the nasty clips. She had gold rings inserted through both nipples, three in her clit and several down both labia lips. They had tattooed her pussy with the word, ‘Whore’. It covered her entire mound and was richly flourished and in color. They also tattooed both tits with the lewd image of a burly man’s hands, appearing to be reaching from behind. The fingers molded over her breasts with the finger and thumb pinching the nipples. The arms even had black hairs tattooed and male type tattoos on the arms. I was truly shocked. I was mortified, in fact. My clit did not jump for joy this time. My heart went out to her, and I gingerly began removing those god-awful clips. This pained her as much as the application. We were both crying before it was done.


    Afterwards, she turned to show me her ass cheeks. More tattoos. On her left cheek it read: FUCK MY ASSHOLE. On the right it read: SPERM BANK NIGHT DEPOSIT IN THE REAR. Both tattoos covered her entire ass, and like the one in front, were richly flourished. She bent and gingerly pulled her cheeks apart to reveal yet another ring inserted between her pussy and asshole.


    She stood, turned, and waited for me to speak. I simply looked her over, shaking my head. I knew she was ruined for life. I could get the rings removed, and knew that tattoos can be removed by skin grafting, but not without scaring. There was simply too much there. Because of my obsession, my daughter would spend the rest of her life as a circus freak and forced to associate with the dregs of society. I wanted to kill myself. I couldn’t speak.


    After a long silence passed between us, she said, “Mom, they made me drink their piss. I had to drink it right from their cocks and pussies.”


    I said with a pained expression, “Oh, honey, no!”


    “They gave me nothing to drink that whole time, only piss. They drank lots of beer the whole time. They’d fill me up until I was about to burst. I’d go to the toilet and have to stick my finger down my throat. I’d come out and they’d start right away, filling me up again. Nobody used the toilet all that time. I was their toilet,”


    She related this in the same tone and expression she used when trying to turn me on. And it was working, too. My cunt started juicing up instantly. To indicate that I wanted to hear more, I said, “I’ll bet you made a good one.”


    She smiled and said, “I am a good toilet. You don’t even have to flush me.” I marveled at her behavior. She was obviously turned on. She knelt at my feet and folded back my skirt. She splayed my legs as I scooted to the edge and leaned back. She approached my cunt, saying, “I want to be your toilet, Mommy.” Her mouth fastened to my piss hole and she sucked hard, looking up at me with hopeful expectation.


    I could not believe my daughter. She actually expected me to piss in her mouth. My bladder was full, and the idea grew and grew. I finally relaxed my bladder and swooned as I felt the rush of urine flow into her feverishly sucking mouth. She sucked and swallowed as fast as I could piss. Half-way through, I cut the flow to prolong the experience. I fed her in squirts. Each time she got a fresh squirt, she moaned her delight. When at last the end had come, so had I. I looked into my crotch at my daughter lovingly kissing my pussy and tenderly, reverently stroking it. She peered up with dreamy eyes and said, “I love being your toilet, Mommy. Don’t ever waste your pee in the toilet again. Let me be your personal toilet, okay.”


    I said, “Honey, you have yourself a deal.”


    She stood up and modeled her tattoos, saying, “How do you like my tattoos?”


    I said, “They’re beautiful. They did a very professional job.”


    “Yeah, the guy that did it is a tattoo artist. He says he’s going to plaster my body from my knees to my shoulders with his art work. Won’t that be something.”


    “Yes, that will be something all right.”


    “I’m going to be famous—the tattooed whore. They took lots of pictures and movies. Isn’t that exciting?”


    “Yes, very. I’m happy for you.” In fact, I was happy for her. She accepted the only future available to her, accepted it openly. That took a great weight off my shoulders.


    The phone rang just then. It was Frank. His voice reflected a change in his attitude. He said, “How do you like what we did to your little whore?”


    I said, “I thought you were going to prevent her from becoming a whore.”


    “Cut the crap, bitch. If you’re thinking of going to the cops, you go to jail with us. I have lots of witnesses that you were a part of this. By the way, we ran one of those pregnancy tests on her. Guess what? She’s going to be a mommy.”


    “I’m not surprised, and I have no intention of going to the police.”


    “You’re a smart whore yourself. Look, from now on, you and your little slut are my property. Your cunts belong to me. Get rid of your uppity friends. I decide who and what goes in your cunt from now on.”


    Oddly, the way he talked to me had my twat on fire. The idea of being in Tiffany’s position, however, left me cold. I said, “Look, you win. You have me over a barrel. I’ll go along to a point. I surrender my daughter to you. In fact, I’ll sign papers making you her legal guardian. She’ll move in with you if you wish. I will not be used like her, nor will I tolerate being hurt by you or anyone else. I’ll move far away and go into hiding with Tiffany first.”


    “Sweeten the deal.”


    “Okay, I’ll whore for you, but I still control my own cunt.”


    “Sweeten it more.”


    “All right, I’ll perform with her to amuse your friends.”


    “Sweeten it more.”


    “I’ll pose for your pictures.”


    “All right. You drive a hard bargain, but I can live with that. You sign those papers like you said, but I ain’t raising your brat. As long as I’m here and you’re there, I say leave things like they are. I do want a key to your apartment, though. I need access too my whores.”


    “I’ll leave the door unlocked until I can get some keys made.”


    “You do that. You two keep each other’s cunts shaved and get dolled up real pretty. We’re having us a party tonight. I want you two to put on a real sexy mother/daughter love scene. I want lots of kissing and lots of pussy sucking.”


    “I’ll do my best. Is there anything else?”


    “Yeah, drink lots of water. I’m sure Tiffany will get thirsty, especially during the love scene.”


    “I’ll be sure to have plenty for her to drink. When should we expect you?”


    “Be ready at six.”


    The phone went dead. I turned to Tiffany and said, “Well, you heard that. It looks like you have a new guardian.”


    “Oh, Mom. Does that mean I have to live with him?”


    “No, you’ll live with me, but I won’t have any legal say over you. Frank will be in charge.”


    “I guess that makes me his sex slave, huh?”


    “Yes, I suppose it does. How do you feel about that?”


    “I am anyway. I’m okay. How do you feel about it?”


    “Trapped. It’s my own fault, though. I deserve this. I’ll just have to live with it. Come on, lets get you cleaned up. We have a show to do tonight.”


 


    Thus began my bizarre adventure. I became Franks whore, Tiffany his slave. We ran off six months later after Frank almost killed her. In fact, he caused the baby to miscarry. She is festered with lewd tattoos. She’s no longer in school. I teach her at home. She never goes out. I plan to take care of her for the rest of my life, but that’s as it should be. We are quite happy together. I met a nice man that accepts my story of how Tiffany got abducted, raped, and tattooed. He proposed marriage to me. He recently asked to see Tiffany’s tattoos.


    I brought her before him as he sat on the sofa. Tiffany looked the part of a shy, trembling teenager. She blushed beautifully as I began to slowly, and teasingly removing her clothes. I watched Jim’s crotch grow as item by item fell away. She still bore the rings, and keeps her pussy shaved. I moved her up and had her straddle his knees with her feet widespread. I supported her shoulders and told her to lean back. I was kneeling on her left side. She kept going back until her hands reached the floor between her feet, no longer requiring my support. I brought both hands to her pussy and delicately pointed out the rings, not that it was necessary.


    Jim sat mesmerized by the sight. After giving him a long look at her cunt, and seeing his positive reaction, I had her stand, turn around, and bend far forward. I pulled her cheeks apart to reveal the anal ring and her pink asshole. I then took a seat beside him and freed his stiff pulsing cock. I pumped it and then aimed it at her cunt, just inches away. I placed my hand on Tiffany’s lower back and indicated for her to settle back. I guided his cock to her hole and watched Tiffany settle fully onto it. I smiled and said, “When you marry me, you get two for one.”


    He smiled, reached up, and grasped her breasts. He pulled her back against his chest. Tiffany, starved for a stiff cock, began lifting her pelvis to hump his imbedded cock. I slithered to the floor and got between their legs. I licked around his cock and her wildly humping cunt. Jim was in ecstasy. When he came, I licked that too. When he pulled out, I licked her cunt.


    We got a bigger bed with room for three. Jim no longer fucks me, he fucks Tiffany. I wouldn’t want it any other way.
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    “The Best Man for the Bride” By Phil Phantom


 


My wife is a living sex doll. She is now twenty, a petit dream girl. Her tits are not big, but they are nicely formed handfuls of drum-tight flesh capped with pointed, conical, pink nipples. She has a full mane of wavy auburn hair that comes to the small of her back and frames a face right off Vogue or Cosmopolitan. She has green eyes and full lips accenting her pearly white teeth, and her seventeen-inch waist gives her that classic hour-glass figure.


Cheryl is my pride, a real catch that draws a great deal of male attention when she wears tight-fitting clothes that show her perfect body. In high school, she was our homecoming queen, prom queen, and head cheerleader. She was very popular. I became popular only after we began dating in my senior year. Everyone was surprised when we started going steady. We are mismatched in looks and social position, but I know how to keep Cheryl happy. Cheryl could never be happy with a jealous or possessive man. She likes male attention and giggles when I teasingly call her pervert bait.


Fortunately, I am not the possessive or jealous type. Being married to a girl like Cheryl would drive a normal man insane. Guys are constantly coming on to her, driven to making bold passes by her sexy allure and come-hither smile. Some have propositioned her in my presence. I am not a big guy, and I suppose I project a rather meek disposition which encourages that boldness.


Cheryl has a poor record of fidelity. She’d been with dozens of men in our first year of marriage. She likes the brutally handsome, rugged type, men twice her age. If he also happens to be outrageously bold, she’s as good as screwed. She warned me of this trait before we went steady. I didn’t need the warning, though. She kept seeing men the whole time we were supposed to be dating; very often, while on a date with me. I rarely got to take her home with a dry pussy, and never with a pussy wet with my spend.


In high school, our dates always involved the short drive to cross the state line where the drinking age was eighteen and no one checked IDs anyway. She liked going into small clubs and dives where mostly older men hung out and no one knew her. We hit different bars each time, and had visited most of the towns within easy driving range.


This practice continued after we started going steady and on into our marriage. Everyone in our hometown thought she was a perfect little angel. They still do, because around town, she is. In school, she was voted most likely to be a virgin at the ten year reunion. The title was not awarded or taken as an insult. She did not win that title because of her looks. She won that title because everyone knew how jealously she guarded her precious hymen. What a joke.


What no one knew was that her parents made a deal with her when she became a teenager. They told her that if she remained pure and protected the family name and reputation until she left home to marry, when she turned sixteen and had a driver’s license, they’d give her a gross of condoms and let her fuck herself silly as long as she went out of state to do it and was the perfect young lady in town.


When she turned sixteen, she got a gross of condoms and a road map. Her parents let her come and go as she pleased. She could be the biggest whore in town, but not in town. They rigidly protected their image. They had to, her father was pastor of the biggest church in town and had been fucking Cheryl since she was eleven.


I stumbled onto her secret activities while on a long distance delivery for my father’s welding shop. In a town, forty miles south of the border, I thought I spotted Cheryl’s distinctive MGB in the parking lot of a mens’ club advertising an amateur strip contest. I slammed on the brakes, then went in to watch Cheryl win hands down. She almost died when I came up to add my congratulations. After weeks went by, and she realized that I’d kept my word and hadn’t told anyone back home, we became friends. After one date, I was in love.


She loved to strip, but what she did mostly was to enter a small bar and create a scene. Any bar she entered instantly took note of her. She dressed outrageously sexy, and looked no more than sixteen. Few questioned her poorly-faked ID, if she was carded at all. While Cheryl stayed, nobody left. She never bought a drink, and with me along to see her home, she got wasted every time. When she got wasted around one or two AM, only the bar owner could stop her from getting fucked by every guy in the bar. I had strict orders never to interfere and to follow her if she went to the parking lot. I copied license plate numbers and warned men not to try leaving with her, telling them that she was under sixteen.


With me along, she really let go. I never got any pussy, mostly because by the time I had her to myself, she was either too drunk, too sick, or too asleep. We’d head for home by four AM, trying to beat the sunrise. I never had time to take advantage of her. The one time I tried to get her to suck my dick while I drove, she puked all over balls. I never pushed after that; besides, I was in love. I wanted her sober and awake. She kept promising me I’d get some pussy, but it just never worked out.


My parents knew about Cheryl because they secretly followed us on our second date after Dad noticed the miles I’d put on Mom’s car from the first date. They managed to slip into the dark lounge and took a corner booth, hidden from me as I sat at the bar, but with an excellent view of the small dance floor ringed by other booths. There, they watched Cheryl dance with one man after another, doing her vulgar crotch grind while getting felt up and fingered, having her tits, ass, and pussy put on display. They saw her go to the parking lot with her pick, and often return to pick another and another. They saw my girl dance with cum running down both legs to her high heels.


They managed to beat me home and never said anything about my coming in, beating the sunrise by only minutes. They followed us on each of the next four dates, and it was Cheryl who first noticed the strange couple who always seemed to show up where we were. Between sets at a honky tonk, she stood by my stool and pointed out their booth. Intrigued, I made it a point to swing by on the way to the bathroom. When I saw Mom and Dad sitting there, I almost shit. They knew I’d catch them one night. They were ready. They told me it was all right and asked that I invite Cheryl over to join us.


Cheryl was delighted to find out that the mystery couple were my parents and that they were big fans of hers. She knew what they’d seen and repeatedly returned to see again. She was not at all embarrassed or shy. She sat between me and Dad, closer to Dad than me. Mom didn’t seem to mind, so Cheryl rubbed his crotch while carrying on small talk with them, using every filthy word she knew.


When the band returned, she went with the first man to approach our table and danced near our booth. Her dance was so vulgar, the club owner had to ask her to tone it down or get a room. She didn’t get a room, unless you call the front seat of a pickup truck a room.


Dad got to fuck Cheryl before I did. When we left the club at four AM, Cheryl got in Dad’s car. Mom took me home in her VW Beetle, the car Cheryl and I came down in. She gave me constant reassurances that Cheryl was a prize worth keeping, that she would make an excellent wife, and that I should tolerate her eccentricities. We could see them sitting close in the car ahead, Dad’s big Lincoln. Cheryl wasn’t shit faced, but she wasn’t sober, either.


Mom told me not to worry about Dad and Cheryl, that my father knew how much Cheryl meant to me, and that he would never take advantage of a young girl in her condition, anyway. She said, “He just wants to get to know her better, because he can see that she may be his future daughter-in-law.” I had to suppress a smirk when, no sooner were her words out, then Dad’s car turned into a sleazy motel before we’d gone a mile.


Mom slowed the car, I suppose debating whether to follow, then moved on in silence until we were away from the town’s lights and into the dark countryside. She said, “Now, Robby, don’t go feeling hurt. I never said he was a saint.” She rubbed and patted my thigh, getting closer and closer to my erection with each pat. Each time she’d shift gears, her hand would return to my lap, blindly, falling higher than before. When her hand dropped right on my bulge, she quickly moved it to my thigh.


She waited for me to say something. When I didn’t, her hand slid back over my cock. Squeezing my erection, Mom said, “Oh, my poor baby. You must be thinking about what they are doing at this very moment.” Her hand fondled my bulge, feeling its dimensions and rigidity, while saying, “You mustn’t torture yourself, Robby. You are, though, aren’t you? You are thinking about them; I can tell. You are thinking about your father and your girlfriend, naked, in each other’s arms, writhing on that bed like animals, aren’t you?”


Mom squeezed hard while saying this. Her excitement was plainly transmitted to my cock. I slumped in my seat with my knees parted, an open invitation for her to continue. I couldn’t see her smile, but I felt her smile as her hand rubbed the entire area of my crotch, cupped my balls, then teasingly danced fingers up the shaft of my straining dick to the head, where she pinched the head of my dick, saying, “Robby, I don’t think you’ve had her yet, have you, dear?”


As she kept pinching my cockhead; all I could manage was a frustrated, “No.”


She stopped pinching and patted my cock sympathetically, slipping into her baby-talk voice, a voice I hadn’t heard in years. She said, “Oh, my poor baby. I know it must hurt so badly to know that Daddy is fucking her right this very minute, and you haven’t had any of her adorable little pussy yet.”


That did it. I had never heard my mother use the “F” word, or any foul language. I had to get my dick out. I fumbled with my belt. She chose that moment to downshift for no apparent reason. The buttons of my jeans popped open as I pulled out on the flaps. I raised my ass and shoved jeans and shorts to my ankles. When I sat back as I had been, with my dick sticking straight up, throbbing, and weeping precum, she shifted back to high gear. Her hand fell on my boner. She curled her fingers around it, saying, “Oh, my, you nasty boy.”


She gently jacked my cock without saying a word for several miles, then said, “I don’t blame you, Robby. You mustn’t be ashamed. I know I’m your mother, but I understand these things. No mother wants to see her child suffer the way you are suffering. It would be wrong not to do this for you. After all, your father is fucking your girl’s tight, wet pussy, isn’t he sweetheart?”


“Yes. He’s fucking her right now. He is fucking my girl’s pussy. He is fucking the girl I want to marry.”


“I know sweetheart, and I feel partly responsible. I suggested that he take her home. Plus, I could have pulled in behind him when he went to that motel to fuck her. I could have stopped them, but I chose not to. I wanted him to fuck your girl, Robby. I hope you’re not angry with me, but your father wanted to screw her so badly. Fucking that gorgeous slut is all he ever talks about since he first saw her. Are you angry with me for setting them up?”


“No, Mom. I’m not angry with you.” Although her words were meant to tease, not hurt, she wasn’t trying to get me off either; in fact, she slowed her stroking to drag the torture out, sometimes stopping when I neared orgasm. She had me panting and squirming in my seat. Before long, I was fucking her fist, or trying to.


Mom enjoyed seeing my passions at a full boil with no way to turn down the heat. While my cock chased her elusive fist, she calmly said, “I plan to keep putting them together, even if she becomes your wife. Will that upset you?”


“No, Mom, even if she becomes my wife.”


As a reward, Mom gave my cock a steady hand to fuck, massaging my shaft as it slid through, but easing off just as I went for my nut, saying, “You’re a good boy to share her with your father. A very good boy for letting him have her first. Robby, he won’t use protection. I don’t expect him to. Is Cheryl on the pill?”


“No, she practices the rhythm method.”


“Yes, she does have rhythm.”


“We don’t go out when she’s fertile.”


“That’s wise, but we don’t know when that is. We don’t want to know. We don’t care. I know that sounds awful, but we don’t. If you do, you’d better hide her from us at those times. I think that’s fair warning. Obviously, the girl can’t say no to a stiff cock.”


“She can’t, Mom, and I can’t keep her away from cocks. She does what she wants and goes where she pleases.”


“Well, don’t say I didn’t warn you. Does this feel good, having Mommy jack you off, or would you rather do it yourself?”


“Yes, so good. You’re doing fine, but I need to cum.”


“Yes, so it would appear. Robby, doing this for you is making Mommy horny too.”


I wasn’t sure what she was hinting at. I’d never seriously thought about fucking my own mother. I thought about it then, but she didn’t appear to be slowing or looking for a place to pull off the road. We were still an hour away from home. A pregnant pause ensued as her words sank in. A few seconds later, she said, “Robby, I only have two hands. One must steer the car.”


It still didn’t dawn on me what she wanted me to do. In frustration, she said, “Robby, I would hate to have to stop what I’m doing for you to take care of my own needs, especially after setting your father up to fuck your future wife in her horny pussy.”


Finally, the light dawned. Despite the fact that my mother was jacking me off, I never thought she’d let me play with her pussy. I’d never even seen my mom in bra and panties, much less fingered her cunt. My left hand timidly reached over and lightly settled on her right knee below the hem of her modest skirt. Her knees fanned out. I boldly slid my hand up her leg to her crotch. There, I met warm, wet, hairy flesh. She wore no panties. She sank lower in her seat, tilting up her pelvis as my fingers toyed with her fleshy cunt lips and clit. When I sank my two middle fingers in her hole, she swooned.


We rode all the way home, playing with each others genitals. Though I got her off three times in that hour, she hadn’t gotten me off once. My balls were aching as we pulled to a halt in the driveway. She turned off the engine, then turned in her seat to face me and my straining, glistening, raw cock, illuminated by a street lamp.


She appeared in no hurry as she casually examined my cock and balls, using both hands. I was in delicious agony, silently begging for relief. She smiled, a wicked, devilish smile, then slowly descended until she sank her lips over my cock. I exploded in her feverishly sucking mouth after a ten second suck. We fell asleep, naked in each others arms, in her bed, but not before I returned the favor three times and received two more blow jobs.


We were rudely awakened in the bright mid-morning sunlight streaming in through the bedroom window. The sheets had been yanked from us. Dad and Cheryl stood by the bed looking down on us, huddled spoon fashion to hide our naked bodies. Mom was closest to them with me right behind her, preventing her from rolling away.


Though we hadn’t fucked, we looked like we had and still were. My cock, with a morning erection, was nestled between mom’s inner thighs. We were mortified, deeply shamed and embarrassed at being caught and exposed in such a compromising position. Since we faced them, Mom buried her face in her pillow and drew herself into a fetal ball, trapping my cock. I buried my face in her back.


We heard their laughter and mocking comments. Their mocking words burned my ears, and Mon groaned at every vile syllable. Cheryl used the word, “Mother fucker,” in every sentence. Dad prefered “Incestuous whore,” and directed most of his jibs at Mom.


Mom was on the verge of tears as he addressed her, saying, “I go out and get a little pussy, and you think that gives you the right to commit incest with your own son. Now I know why you were so eager to set me up with Cheryl. Well, it looks like you got your wish. Was the boy good? Does his young cock tickle your pleasure spots? Is he big enough for you? Do you like being your son’s whore?”


This evoked a meek response from Mom. She said, “We didn’t do that, honestly, I would never do that. We just fell asleep together. We’re not doing it now, I swear.”


Dad reached down and pulled her top leg straight up, exposing her sopping wet pussy and my hard cock lying in the groove of her sex. Mom groaned and buried her head once more as he said, “Well, we can fix that, can’t we Cheryl?”


I felt Cheryl’s hand grasp my erection and steer the head of my cock to my mother’s vagina. She stuck the head in, then got me by the balls, forcing me to enter Mom fully. There was nothing either of us could do to prevent it. Furthermore, there was nothing I could do to keep from moving. Cheryl held my balls and made me move in and out of Mom’s pussy under their watchful eyes. I was fucking my mother, but she didn’t know Cheryl forced me to move inside her. With her head still hidden, Mom cried out, “Robert, stop that this instant! Have you lost your mind? Honey, stop him, please.”


By this time, I couldn’t stop if Dad had a gun to my head. Fucking my mother with witnesses was the ultimate. Even their teasing taunts drove me on. I kept fucking, even after Cheryl released my balls. I kept fucking when Mom brought her head out of the pillow and looked down to her exposed pussy, seeing my cock going in to the balls and drawing out to the head. I fucked on as her fingers came down and felt the point of entry. I grew more excited at the feel of her finger touches as she feigned trying to eject me.


In my excitement, my cock popped out. She quickly put it back in and began rubbing her clit, ignoring Dad and Cheryl and the awful things they were saying about her. If anything, their words inspired her to greater excesses of vulgarity.


Dad, still holding her leg straight up, pushed away, forcing her to roll over me onto her back. He released her leg only when she was squarely over me. Mom, by this time, was too far gone to care or quit. She set her feet wide and fucked herself on my cock while masturbating wildly. I was trapped beneath her heaving body. All I could do was hold her by the tits and enjoy the ride as her cunt jacked me off. Cheryl sat on the bed by Mom’s left foot and played with my balls while watching Mom fuck herself on my dick. Dad sat by Mom’s right foot and enjoyed a similar view. They never stopped talking about what degenerates we were. We came together.


Afterwards, we lay in place, my cock still in Mom’s pussy, our spend leaking out around the loose seal of her vulva and running down my balls. Mom’s finger unabashedly toyed with the mess seeping from her pussy, spreading my sperm over her pussy lips, clit, and the base of my cock. By her actions she inspired Cheryl to keep up her verbal abuse while I rolled Mom’s nipples in my fingers.


Cheryl, speaking to Dad, said, “At least what we did was natural and in the open. You had her consent to cheat, and I am free to fuck whoever I want. At least our union is sanctioned by nature and society. Their’s is just plain sick and degenerate. A mother and son should never fuck, and they cheated on us besides. I don’t know about you, but Robby will not get his cock in my pussy for a long long time. He’ll have to relieve himself in his mother’s hairy old cunt.”


Cheryl had Mom masturbating again. Dad said, “I agree with you, Cheryl. I have no intention of sticking my dick in her twat after our son has used it. She’s stuck with his cock from now on. You’ll take care of me, won’t you, sweetie?”


“Oh, yes, you know I will, anytime. And you’ll take care of my horny twat, too, won’t you.”


Mom frantically frigged her clit, crying out, “Yes, he will. He’ll fuck you whenever you need it. He’ll fuck you here, in our bed. He’ll fuck your horny pussy even if I’m still in the bed, watching him do it. He won’t care where he fucks you, Cheryl.”


Mom reached her climax and began fucking herself on my new erection. Dad and Cheryl stripped down and screwed right beside us. It was neither the first time I’d seen her naked, nor the first time I’d watched a man fuck her from up close. It was, however, the best I’d seen. Dad really knew how to use his big cock. Cheryl really knew how to bring out the best in him. Mom brought out the best in me.


We went together on dates in Dad’s car after that. On the way home, Dad and Cheryl would screw in the back seat. Mom drove his car while I licked her pussy and she played with my dick. Once home, we all screwed in the same bed: me with Mom, Dad with Cheryl, the way it had to be. They didn’t go on every date, but all dates ended at my house.


Shortly after graduation, I proposed marriage to her over dinner in a fancy restaurant. She said she couldn’t promise to remain faithful but would want a man who was, excepting my mother, of course. I told her I could live with that. She said she’d think it over. We decided to go dancing, so we headed for the border.


Shortly after we arrived at the low class nightclub, a big construction hunk in his early forties asked her to dance. She melted into his groping arms while he pawed her around the dance floor. In the middle of the second song, they danced right out of the club. She left me there, alone. I waited outside, looking for her in the parked cars. I waited in the deserted parking lot until dawn, then gave up and went home. Later that morning, I got a sheepish call from her. She called from her home. Her parents were out of town on a crusade. I told her that I was mostly upset from worry. She made no apology for going off with another man, but did say she was sorry for causing me to worry.


A short way into our conversation, it became apparent that she was still with him and that they were back at it. Her speech became stilted, disconnected, and punctuated with numerous soft moans and groans. I could also hear the deep male grunts and groans, his puffing and panting, the sounds of a mattress being pummeled. She held the mouthpiece to her crotch to insure that I heard the unmistakable squishy sucky noises made by a tight, sloppy twat being pounded by a big cock. I could hear them fucking as each loudly cried out the most vulgar declarations.


She spoke directly into the mouthpiece, saying, “Yes, fuck my pussy, baby! Fuck it hard!” Then held the phone so that her lover could add his two bits. It was like being in the room with them.


She had a wild climax, but they were still fucking. After a long silent pause, she came back on the line and said, “You’re not angry with me, are you, Boopsie?” I stroked my hardon and said I wasn’t. She said, “Tell me you forgive me.” I told her. Encouraged by the lust she could hear in my voice, she added, “Okay, now tell Bart.”


I suddenly found myself talking to the man, and he thoroughly enjoyed rubbing my face in his dirty deed, saying, “Hey, kid, sorry about stealing off with your fiancee, but it was her idea. I sure hope I didn’t stretch out her nice, tight, little twat too much. It sure is a mess right now. I had a condom, but she told me to shit-can it. She said she likes her cocks naked and raw. She said she hates to waste a big cock by keeping it under wraps. She said she loves the feel of sperm being shot right up her womb. I gave her plenty of what she loves. Her pussy is leaking like a fucking Yugo transmission.”


Cheryl got back on the line and purred, “Tell me you aren’t mad, Boopsie.” I told her I was not. She giggled; he laughed. She then said, “All right, I have decided to accept your proposal if you will swear never to cheat on me.” I swore. She then said, “I might be pregnant. Bart keeps shooting his sperm way up inside my pussy, and I think I’m ovulating. Will you take a pregnant bride to the alter?” I told her I would. She giggled, then said, “In that case, tell Bart he can shoot his sperm in my womb all he wants.” I did as she requested, though Bart certainly didn’t need my okay. He told me so.


We set a date for the wedding and made the arrangements to wed in a border bar, a small one that we returned to more than any other. The license and fees were paid and pre-arranged. We even arranged for a minister, a friend of her fathers, to be at our favorite bar to perform the ceremony, though her father could have handled the ceremony. The owner loved Cheryl, and with him, anything went after midnight. All we needed was a best man. Bart was not my best man.


One month later, we went across the state line with her parents and mine to find a best man. At two AM, she made her selection, fucked Buckie on the pool table before a packed crowd of regulars, her parents and mine, then stood proudly before me. Naked, with his cum running down her legs, wearing only a vail and high heels, we held the ceremony. Afterwards, the patrons lined up at the pool table to fuck my bride. The minister got her first. Her dad was second, followed by mine. I didn’t get any, not even on the week-long honeymoon with my Dad, the minister, and Buckie, the best man.


I had to admit, Buckie was the best man. Dad even said so. Nine months later, she bore me a child, a boy she named Buckminster— Buckie for short. As the child nursed her creamy white breast, she toyed with the baby’s impressive penis, saying, “He’s going to be big like his father.”


I couldn’t resist saying, “And almost as black.”


    The End
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    WARNING!


The following story is an uncensored sexual fantasy involving practices that are illegal, immoral, socially unacceptable, and messy. Only mature adults with a firm grasp on reality should venture further. This story promotes nothing, and nothing in this story


should be taken seriously. Readers are cautioned not to attempt any of these acts without professional


guidance and a net. If you are underage, hit the ‘K’


key. Reading stories like this can make you go blind.


If you are a servant of the Lord, looking for sinners to convert, study this story and memorize it. This will help you recognize sinners when you see them.


Good luck, and avoid mirrors!


 


Phil Phantom


 


    “The Callers”


By: Phil Phantom


 


    I have been the object of other people’s lust since my earliest memories. My early childhood was speckled with adult and juvenile encounters. Most only wanted to touch me, some just looked. I was a pervert magnet. I got more than my share of obscene phone calls. From the time I was twelve, men would call and ask for me by name. I took the calls, fascinated by the things they said. I learned all about sex from the telephone. Dad and Mom never acted suspicious and handed me the phone without question. I’d have to listen more than talk, or pretend it was a teacher. In my early teens, it got really bad. When Dad realized what all the calls were about, he threw a fit. We changed phone numbers four times, each time throwing Daddy’s insurance business into a tail spin. He finally put his foot down and said, ‘No more.’


    When I was fourteen, he sat me down with Mom at the table and laid down the law. He explained that after trying everything to stop the calls, including fruitless tracing attempts, he was through fighting it.


He said, “As long as you parade yourself the way you do, you will continue to draw these perverts. I don’t even blame them anymore. From now on, you are going to deal with this problem. I’m putting a private line in your room and referring those calls to you.”


    Mom put up a slight protest, but Dad was dead serious. In truth, I was responsible. I knew what drew them to me. Mostly, it was my hair.


I have the fullest head of fluffy, auburn hair that comes clear down to my ass and shrouds my head like a lion’s mane. I have sexy green eyes and full lips that I like to paint a deep sultry red. I also wear skin tight clothes that challenge our school’s liberal dress code.


    I’m a small person, and my breasts aren’t really big, but on my body they look big. I refuse to wear a bra. My tits just don’t need the support. My tits are firm upstanding mounds, and I love the effect they have on men and boys who gaze at their shape and the outline of my nipples.


    My nipples are difficult to hide, even if I wore a bra. Relaxed, they are the size of half-dollars, with tips the size of pencil erasers.


When I’m thinking sexy thoughts (which is most of the time), my nipples tighten-up and look like Hershey’s kisses resting on my mounds. I love the way my tits look in thin, tight tops.


    My legs are the ultimate. I’m a gymnast and very limber. I’m the only girl I know that can kiss her own pussy. I have demonstrated this to a few close girlfriends, and they were very surprised (and turned on, I might add). My sexy legs, which are always bare, drive men crazy. I also wear my skirts exceedingly short. Our school dress code requires skirts to be no shorter than mid-thigh, but I own several that barely come below my ass. These, I wear to places like the mall, public parks, or to simply stroll the neighborhood. I call this trolling for trouser trout.


    So, Dad had a good reason for doing what he did. Mom couldn’t say much, because she supports my decision to flaunt my body while I still have it. They keep a close eye on me, so they weren’t too concerned.


Frankly, I was thrilled at his firm announcement. Nothing excites me quite like hearing a guy tell me in the basest terms what he’d like to do to me. Even the weird ones excite me. I especially like talking about my pussy. I can make a guy cum just by talking about my cute little pussy. With my phone by the bed, I can lie on my back with my ass to the headboard, place a pillow under my head, and draw my legs back over my head until my pussy is right in my face. In this way, I can describe what I’m seeing and doing to it. Sometimes, I hold the mouthpiece close while sucking noisily on my clit and making yummy sounds.


    I’m usually naked in my room, usually on the phone, and usually masturbating. My room has no door lock. Mom knocks sometimes, but Dad never does. He’ll walk right in, pretend to look for somethi ng, get a good eyeful, and walk out. Mom is at least a little subtle. She’d give a quik rap, open the door, peek in, take a peek, and if she sees me masturbating, will quietly back out saying, “It can wait,” or “I’ll just be a minute,” then gather dirty clothes, or put away clean ones. Shortly after my phone got installed, I hung up on a caller Dad had given my number to. I just wasn’t in the mood. The guy called Dad, disturbing him a second time, and complained. That night, at the dinner table, I got a mandate to handle my calls and not hang up on them. He went on to say that since I got them excited in the first place, I should have to follow through and finish what I started. Actually, this took all the burden off me. Before that, if I got disturbed, I felt compelled to hang up. After that, I never did. That’s when Mom began popping in fairly regularily.


    The first time she decided to stay was the most memorable. I was getting into position, stark naked. I wanted to try something I discovered doing gymnastic exercises. One day I found myself with my head in my crotch, staring at a split in the inseam. I had just scooted my ass tight to the headboard and placed the pillow under my head when she popped her head in the door. I looked back at her startled eyes and cupped the mouthpiece, saying, “Mom, I have a caller. You know what Dad said. If it’s really important, you’ll just have to sit and wait for me to finish.”


    She took my hint, eased into the room, quietly shut my door, and gingerly sat on my bed just behind and to the right of my head. I did not pull my legs over at first. She’d never heard me do much nasty talking, so I was quite excited. I talked to the guy, repeating his words, getting us both hot and horny. He was a nasty one, saying, “I want to shove my ten-inch cock all the way up your horny little twat and pump your womb full of my sperm. I’d make you pregnant with twins.” I said, “I don’t think my mommy would like you to do that.”


    After repeating his words and my response, I cupped the mouthpiece, peered over to Mom, and quietly said, “I’m trying to get him off.” She excitedly waved me on. I said, “You’d actually make her hold my legs apart? You’d make her put it in? Well, if you really do have a ten-incher, she probably would. Mom likes watching the big ones fuck my tiny pussy.” I looked at her, rather sheepishly. She gave me a sign of encouragement. I went on, “Yes, she used to tie me up with my legs way out and let her big-dicked lovers fuck my pussy. Now, she just orders me to strip and assume the position.”


    By this time, I ignored whatever he said and put words in his mouth. He became quite confused and just listened after a while. I said, “Well, I suppose I could.” I cupped the mouthpiece and said, “He wants me to get in the position.” She nodded and told me to go ahead.


That’s when I drew my legs over my head and placed my knees far out even with my ears. This surprised her, but the sight of my pussy resting right over my face made her gasp, “Oh Jesus!”


    I said, “Yes, it’s right over my face. I’m looking right up my hole. Yes, I can lick it. I can almost reach my butt hole. Okay, I’ll lick it for you.” I then began lapping at my cunt. I sucked my clit while holding the phone to it. I made lots of slurpy sucky noises. I took a break. Mom was agitated, breathing heavily. I couldn’t see, but I know she had her right hand under her dress and inside her panties.


    I said, “Yes, I’ll describe it to you. It’s all pink and wet on the inside. My inner lips are real stretchy. My outer lips are puffy. My clit is bright pink and sticking up between my lips. I have tiny golden red hairs on my pussy lips and a cute little patch on my mound.” As I described everything, I used my fingers to manipulate the objects. I knew Mom wanted closer, so I said, “Just a minute.” I cupped the phone and looked to Mom, saying, “I need both hands. Can you hold the phone to my ear?”


    “She gladly reclined with her head behind mine, unthinkingly reaching for the phone with her right hand. When she brought it to the side of my face, her wet fingers touched my cheek, the corner of my lips, and my nose. The feel and smell of my mother’s sopping wet fingers wildly excited me. I drew back to get a good look, then looked at her.


She was so embarrassed and started to switch hands. I grasped her wrist and kissed her fingers. I licked them, watching her knuckles turn white. The guy on the phone was going nuts, wondering what happened to me. I stopped my licking and said, “Well it takes both hands, you know.


Okay, I’m looking inside.”


    I used the index fingers of both hands to enter my hole and pry out. I told him what I should be seeing, but Mom had moved up to peer inside, blocking my view. I thought she was going to put her face right in my snatch, but she just wanted a good look around. If she was looking for my hymen, she was six years too late. That fell victim to a hair brush handle. She settled back with her cheek over my forehead. I said, “Yes, this is how Mom likes to see me get fucked. She likes watching her boyfriend’s big, hairy, wet balls drag across my face while they’re fucking me. She also makes me lick their cocks while they’re fucking me. When they cum and pull out, she gets off on watching their sperm fall in my face. I catch the last dribbles on my tongue. She uses her fingers to scoop up the cum and put it in my mouth. Afterwards, I have to suck my own pussy while they stand around and laugh.


    That did it. He came. I put the phone to Mom’s ear and she heard him groan and excitedly describe sperm flying everywhere. The phone went dead. She reached out across me to hang it up. Her left breast mashed my face. I gave it a friendly nip, making her squeal and bounce back.


She settled back, saying, “Well, it looks like I’ll have to be more careful around you when you’re working. You have a very vivid imagination, young lady. If your father heard any of this, he’d die. Oh, the reason I came in here…”


    I stopped her, saying. “Mom, I’m not done yet.”


    “Oh! Of course. Please finish. It can wait.”


    I fastened my mouth to my clit, entered my hot hole with three fingers, and pounded away. I brought myself off in less than a minute with Mom’s face hovering near the action. My love honey flows from my cunt after a good cum. She watched me lap it up as it ran down my clit.


I finished with a long deep suck to my hole, then collapsed my head into the pillow. I gasped, “Wow, that was a good one.”


    Her face was right over mine. At first, I thought we were going to kiss. Then her head turned to take in my cunt. I thought she might kiss it; I hoped! She just stared while breathing deeply of my sexy musk, then slowly eased back until resting on one straight arm. She said, “That was quite a performance, Tiffany.”


    I said, “I’m just doing what Daddy wants.”


    “You don’t have to explain to me, sweetheart. And believe me, he’s very happy that you are. He promised not to ask any questions so long as the calls stop. Tiffany, I couldn’t help noticing. You aren’t a virgin. You’re not meeting any of these guys, are you?”


    I swung my legs and spun around. I sat against the headboard with my knees drawn up and my legs splayed wide. I jammed three fingers in my cunt and started fucking my pussy, boldly smiling at her surprised expression. While lewdly fucking myself, I said, “Why would you ask a thing like that?” We both giggled. I slowed to a gentle stroking through my lips and said, “I’ve never been fucked with a real cock, but I’ve been fucked by everything in this house that even remotely looks like it will fit.”


    “That doesn’t surprise me.”


    “I know what would” She raised her eyebrows. “I found your dildoe and I’ve been using it.”


    “Tiffany! You little sneak. Now you’re embarrassing me.”


    “What’s the matter. Isn’t Dad fucking you enough?”


    “That’s none of your business…and, no!”


    “I could get lots of guys to fuck if you’ll let me watch.”


    “Tiffany! You are not on the phone now, and I’ll remind you, I’m your mother, a married woman, and I don’t fuck other men. Even if I did, I certainly wouldn’t do it in front of my own daughter.”


    “Why not, you played with your pussy in front of me.”


    This reminder brought a deep blush to her face. She rose and said, “I came in here for something. Oh yes. I’m about to do laundry. Is there anything you want thrown in?”


    “The usual, there in my laundry hamper, as usual.”


    Embarrassed and self-conscious, she gathered my clothes, went to the door, paused, turned, and said, “Let’s not have any more discussions like this, okay?”


    I stared at her in friendly defiance, then got up, walked to the end of my mattress near her. I spread my stance, leaned back, reachout out behind me with my hands until my head rested between my feet. I widened my knees and used my fingers to pull my cunt lips open, and said, “Aren’t you going to give me a kiss good bye?”


    “Oh, Tiffany! You’re terrible, simply awful. The things you say to me, honestly.” She stared for a moment, then eased out.


    You may wonder why, as sex crazed as I was, I was still techniquely a virgin. I don’t know why, really. I suppose if the right guy had come along, I wouldn’t have been. The right guy didn’t come for another year. Another factor is that, as young and inexperienced as I was, I knew the real thing could never live up to my fantasies. On that score, I’ve been dead on—it still doesn’t, twenty years later. I did develop a mad desire to watch Mom get fucked, though. I befriended a good looking man in his early thirties, a neighbor that lived two blocks down. He always watched me pass by while hand watering his lawn—though he had a sprinkler system. I stopped to small-talk with him. Before he could tell me that he had no kids, I said, “If you ever need a sitter, call my private number, 555-****.” In fact, I repeated it three times.


    I listened for his voice, and after a week I got a call from him, an obscene call. He tried to mask his voice, but I knew it was him and played along. I got him hooked on calling me. We had a regular time—four thirty every Wednesday. All the while this was going on, I teased Mom mercilessly. She avoided walking in my room if I was on the phone, but after a call, I’d seek her out and give her a vivid blow-by-blow. If Dad wasn’t around, I’d follow her, naked, and assume the lewdest poses, often shoving my cunt in her face and masturbating.


She’d make an embarrassed fuss, but do nothing about it. If she was busy preparing dinner at the counter, I’d hop up and straddle her work space, thrusting my cunt obscenely in her face. She’d make a face and pull just far enough away to avoid contact.. I preferred to hold my clit at nose level, fractions of an each away, taunting, “You want it. You know it.


You want to suck my cunt, don’t you, Mother?”


    She wouldn’t suck it, but she wouldn’t deny it, either. No matter what she did—reading, watching TV, napping, or washing dishes—she had to tolerate my cunt in her face and my lewd taunting. She grew to accept it, to surrender. I especially enjoyed catching her napping on her back—feigning sleep. I’d step up and straddle her head, squatting low to masturbate, dripping my juices in her face. At any point I could have simply pulled her face into my crotch. She’d have done the rest. She wanted me to do just that, but making her do it on her own was my goal.


    Before long, I could simply get into a provocative position and pull her head into place, knowing that when I released it, she’d remain until I was finished. Later, all I had to do was spread my legs and call her.


She’d come and put her face in my crotch. My favorite position was my fantasy fuck position. That way, I had the best view of her breathing in my musk, and because I couldn’t see what her hand was doing, she freely masturbated. I wouldn’t let her reach a climax, throwing her off and spinning out to catch her shamefully drawing her wet hand from between her legs. I’d mock and tease her, sending her dashing for her room and her dildoe.


    It was never there, always hidden. She’d be forced to return, shame-faced and ask where it was, giving me further opportunities to shame her. I’d eventually get it and dance just out of her frantic reach, making her chase me about the house. When I figured she’d had enough, I’d stop and make her get on her knees and beg for it. By that time, she would drop and immediately start begging. Experience taught her what to say, what I wanted to hear. She knew to start by expressing her need, using the dirtiest words. After that, she’d describe her most recent encounter with daddy, going into minute unsatisfying detail. In this way I got all the intimate details of their sex lives. I knew their positions, his cock, his fantasies. He likes to talk dirty to her while fucking. I learned that he got off on forcing me to take obscene phone calls, and got a hardon whenever he answered one and gave the guy my number. I learned that Dad gave my number to clients to win business.


That with one, he listened in on an extension while I brought the guy off after describing and licking my pussy.


    Once I got all I wanted, I’d present her with her rubber lover and watch her dash to her bedroom. I knew she’d return it to her usual hiding place between her mattress and box springs. Oh, I tried to get her to do herself right there, but my mother is shy with her body. Even with me, even after all this, she still kept herself modestly covered.


She has no reason to be shy. She looks terrific. She looks a lot like me in the face, but without the full head of hair. Hers is blond and cut short. Her body is neat and trim, but she’s a foot taller. She has big titties that Dad loves to mash together and fuck. I wanted Mom’s body as a sexual plaything and she knew it. I was just on the verge of winning it. too.


    The clincher was Dave, my neighbor guy. I came right out and told him that I knew who he was and called him by name. There was a long silence. He grew to accept the situation, grew confident. We arranged to meet at his place the following Wednesday at our regular time. It turned out that his wife volunteered at the Red Cross for four hours from four until eight. I let him take nude pictures of me in any pose he wanted and sucked his dick three times. Before leaving, I told him of my plans for him to fuck my mother while I watched and took pictures. He was very uneasy about that, especially about the pictures, but after two weeks, he agreed to help. At the same time, I had coaxed Mom back into the bedroom, especially to hear his call. She was intrigued that a neighbor, one that she’d noticed, was one of my perverts. What intrigued her most was when I told her we talked mostly about her. When I told her that I had him convinced that she was the biggest, horniest slut in town, she got all flushed and excited. When I told her that Dave wanted to fuck her, I thought her knees would buckle.


    At four thirty on Wednesday, Mom followed me into my bedroom and posted herself by the bed. I let the phone ring five times before picking up, bringing a puzzled look to her face. She was ready to answer it herself. I said, “Hello. Hi, Dave. No, I was downstairs watching Mom fuck the pool guys. She had a big black stud in her snatch and was sucking his partner. No, she was standing, bent over. I got to guide his twelve-inch black python into her steamy cunt. I was standing behind the white guy, jacking him off while she sucked his dick, when you called.”


    Mom’s expression was priceless. Dave knew my mom was in the room with me and he was just to listen. I said, “Yes, she has big tits. You want me to describe them.” I made a frantic motion with my free hand indicating for her to quickly show me her tits. She stared with fright.


I motioned with great flourish and immediacy. Mom nervously fumbled with her top while I stalled. She ripped two buttons and flopped her right tit out of her bra cup. I said while staring hard at it, “Yes, they’re cow udders, but silky smooth and creamy white. They look like they’re always bursting with milk.” I indicated to uncover both, and she did.


“You can see tiny blue veins near her nipples. They are normally silver dollar size.” I licked my finger and rubbed my nipple to cue her.


Immediately, she stimulated her nipples, roughly twisting and pulling them to further stiffness.


    When she had them nice and stiff, she held up her tits and awaited my description. I said, “They were erect when I left her. They perk to little cones like big Hershey’s kisses, begging to be nibbled. Of course, I’ve felt her tits.” I hooked my finger, drawing her close. I reached out with both hands while cradling the phone in my neck. I roughly squeezed and molded her big mounds, then slapped them around, saying, “She loves when I knock them around and make them jiggle all over her chest. I’ve been nursing off Mom since I was a baby.” I sucked first one, then the other. “She likes when I bite her nipples, too.”


    I bared my slightly parted teeth and poised with expectation. Mom hesitantly moved her right nipple to my mouth and, using both hands, guided it between my teeth. I gave it a sharp bite, making her wince.


She pulled out and cautiously gathered the left, insinuating it. I gave it a harder bite and held on, making her dance in place until I let go, smiling. She didn’t smile; she rubbed her nipple.


    “Oh, yes, her pussy. That’s the best part.” While saying this, I motioned for her to lift her skirts. Mom paused only briefly then gathered her skirts up high with one hand and began shucking down her panties with the other. With her panties at her knees and her dress held to her middle, I gazed at her lightly-colored hairy muff, saying, “Her pussy is like a furry, fluffy animal, wild and untamed.” I waved my hands, trying to get her to get free of everything. She instantly drew the dress over her head, yanked down her panties, and removed the bra. She stood before me, naked in her shoes. I laid on my back with my head lolling over the edge, looking up her body. I reached a hand between her knees and pushed out. She separated her knees so I could see between her legs. I said, “Her cunt lips are long and hairy. Her inner lips hang out by an inch.” I rubbed, pinched, and tugged her clit while she tottered closer. I said, “Her clit is long and fat like a fat baby boy’s dick.” I gave it a few more pulls, saying, “Yes, she’s remarkably tight considering how many men use her as a sperm bank..” I then insinuated my two middle fingers up her cunt hole and spread the fingers apart, saying, “She does cunt exercises. She makes me insert two middle fingers and I spread them apart. With her pussy muscles, she squeezes them together.” I could feel her trying to squeeze, but she didn’t win any prize. Three months later, she could, though.


    With my two middle fingers deeply up her cunt hole and my thumb pressed firmly to her pubic mound, I had her in a firm grip like a bowling ball. I pulled her up tight until her knees hit the mattress on either side of my head. I removed my fingers and stared right up her cunt, saying, “Do I eat her pussy? I came out of that cunt fourteen years ago and she’s been trying to shove me back in, head first ever since.”


    Mom seemed to like that a lot. She got her knees onto the edge of the mattress. She moved them out wide and the splayed crotch settled close over my face in open invitation to match action to words. I had other ideas. I took her right hand and placed it behind my head and said, “When Mom decides she wants her cunt licked, she grabs me by the back of the head and just shoves it in there. There is no saying no. “


I felt Mom’s hand tighten and quickly said, “I think she’s finishing up down there. Hang on a second. I’ll go check.”


    I moved the phone out of the way and waited. Mom hesitated, took a deep breath, then pulled my face tight into her wet beaver. I went totally limp as Mom went mad, using both hands to hold my head and humping herself on my face. I grabbed a breath whenever I could, enjoying the feel of her hot fleshy cunt as it molded itself to my facial features. My nose plowed her wet furrow. Her maniacal humping twisted my lips through her sex lips. Suddenly, she dove on my crotch.


My head fell down as her hands cupped the insides of my thighs. She pried my legs out and attacked my pussy. I brought the phone up and said, “Actually, that was a lie. I was just teasing. If anything, I’m the one that uses Mom’s face as a fuck rag. I’m the one that can put her head between my legs anytime I want to.”


    I heaved Mom away and climbed up, settling in a seated position with my back against the headboard. Remarkably, Mom’s face never left my cunt as I moved. With my knees widely parted, and a pillow under my ass, I sat back and watched her nuzzle up and start slavishly licking my crotch. I said, “In fact, she likes to start by rubbing her face all in my cunt. It’s her way of letting me know who’s in charge.” Mom wasted no time and, like a subservient lackey, she painted every pore with my juices, even her ears. I watched her work with great satisfaction. I knew I had my toy. She knew it to.


    I said, “She also fucks where, when, and who I say. I’m the one that offered those pool guys a piece of Mom’s ass. I made her strip and bend over. I stuck the dick in her cunt and her mouth. Do you want to fuck my mother, Dave?”


    Mom stopped her cunt loving to look up at me with doleful, pleading eyes. I said, “You do. Well, here, talk to her.” I shoved the phone in her face and gave her a stern, menacing stare. She shook her head while pleading with her sad eyes. She looked ridiculous with her face all wet and shiny. After a few seconds, seeing no reprieve, she took the phone, brought it to her ear and said, “Hello. Yes, I’m Tiffany’s mother. Yes, I know who you are. Yes, yes it’s true. I, uh, yes. If she tells me to, I will. Yes, any way you want. Okay, here she is.”


    I accepted the phone and waited for her to return to my cunt. She was intent on my response. I said, “Don’t worry, Mother. You’ll get your cock, now go back to licking.” I waited as she nestled back between my legs and stared back with hungry eyes. I said, “Jesus, you’d think the slut would be satisfied with two, but no. Just the thought of another pair of balls to drain into her body has her all excited. I think she’d fuck the pall bearers at my father’s funeral. Hell, she’d fuck a pony at my wedding. Hey, that’s not a bad idea. No, I won’t marry you; you’re already married. You can come to my wedding, though.


While I’m having a piece of cake, you can get in that long line behind the best man, the one with the pony at the end, and have a piece of my Mom.”


    Mom went nuts and began attacking my pussy. I had to slow her down, saying, “Woah, hossy. That’s a delicate instrument. It’s not like yours.” She slowed. I said, “Sure, we’ll be right down.”


    I hung up the phone and pushed Mom away, saying, “Throw on something simple. I’m taking you to get bred.” She threw a shift over her naked body and followed me out to the car. Minutes later, we parked a few houses down from Dave’s. Mom was very nervous and clung to me, looking guiltily all around. I said, “Well if this neighborhood had any doubts about what we are going to do, you sure dispelled those. Why don’t you just shout, ‘Hey everybody! I’m on my way to commit adultery.’”


    We were met at the door by Dave, wearing only a towel. He ushered us inside and dropped the towel. His eight-inch boner rose to salute us. I pushed on Mom’s shoulders, saying, “Well, you know how to greet a man. Get naked, get down, and suck it.”


 


    Mom nervously knelt, but I had to divest her of her shift. I took his cock and the back of her head, and made a union. I watched her lips flow over his crown. For the next two hours, I photographed them in every conceivable position. She freaked at the first shots, but once Dave buried his dick in her cunt, she became a great model, posing and smiling for the camera.


    A week later, I showed those pictures to dad. I showed them right after I told him that if he ever used me as a whore to sell his stupid insurance without paying me, I’d call the police. I also told him that he better never say anything to Mom about what she does. That night, I came down to dinner, stark naked, with my hair fluffed and teased. Dad could not keep his eyes off me. After dinner, I demonstrated my control over Mom. With her head between my legs, I looked at dad and said, “I won her, fair and square.”


    All he could do was nod.
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Phil Phantom “Company Man” (Part one of three) By Phil Phantom







I stood in thick pile carpet before the largest oak desk I’d ever seen. Behind the desk sat a man bigger than life: Stewart Jennings Killinger—Mr. Killinger, CEO of the biggest mining equipment company in the world, Killinger Equipment.


I was relatively new to the company, still in my twenties, but on a fast track to top-level management. I rose through the ranks in record time and was poised for the key promotion that would set me and my young family for life. Mr. Killinger ignored me for several minutes while carrying on a phone conversation with his chair swiveled to present the leather back fringed with brass studs. When he suddenly spun around and slammed down the phone, I jumped.


Mr. Killinger eyed me like a plantation overseer might look at a new slave. I felt like a slave, anyway. Once you move into a salaried position with the company, they work you seven days a week, sometimes eighty, ninety hours. Mr. Killinger pays his slaves well. Behind his back, we respectfully call him massah Stewart. I was nervous being scrutinized by the massah. He said, “Relax…Groves, isn’t it?”


“Bill Groves, sir, yes sir,” I said.


“I’ve heard good things about you, Groves, damn good things. I’ve been keeping my eye on you, son. We have a division that might get your name on it.” My eyes opened wide. “Hold on, now. Don’t go getting a hardon. I said might. Nobody gets one of my divisions until I know he is a 100% company man.”


Mr. Killinger rose and walked around the desk, saying, “Some men give lip service to the term, company man, Groves. I’m not one of them. When I say company man, I mean COMPANY man. The company comes first.” The burly, distinguished older man began pacing back and forth on my side of the desk. “When I say first, there is no second. The company is the be all and end all of his existence. His role in the company defines who he is and what kind of man he is.” He stopped and cast me a sidelong stare. “Are you a company man, Bill Groves?”


“Oh, yes sir. I eat, sleep, drink…I live Killinger Equipment. Killinger is my life, sir.”


“We’ll see, Groves. We’ll see. If you’re telling me the truth, you’ll get a division. Maybe not right away, maybe not this year, but you will one day. If I determine that you lied, I’ll fire you on the spot. Now, I’m going to ask you again. Are you a company man?”


I broke out in a sweat. My tie suddenly felt like a hangman’s noose. When my secretary told me that Mr. Killinger wanted to see me, the idea that I might get fired on the spot never entered my mind. I said, “Sir, I AM a company man.”


“You’re married.”


“Yes sir. Eight years now. To a wonderful woman.”


“Cynthia, right?”


“Why, yes sir.”


“And she bore you three kids—twin boys and a baby girl.”


“Yes, that’s right. The girl isn’t exactly a baby. She’s four. The boys are seven.”


“Are they yours? All of them?”


“Of course.”


“Cynthia is a very attractive and sexy woman.”


“I think so. I’m sure most men would think so.”


“I hear she looks like that brunette on the TV show, Charlie’s Angels. What’s ‘er name?”


“Jackie Smith. Yes, she hears that quite a bit. I think she’s a dead ringer myself. If she were three inches taller and her waistline were three inches bigger, she could be her double.”


“She must have a figure like an hour glass.”


“She does, and she likes wearing dresses that accentuate that hour glass look. You know, skin tight around the middle.”


“She sounds like one hot number, but you don’t think Cynthia finds any man but you attractive or sexy enough to take between her legs. Is that what you’re telling me?”


This took the wind out of my sails. I said, “I…uh, sir, it’s not that. Cynthia is a faithful and true blue woman. Maybe you should meet her.”


“Carl met her, and we disagree with you.”


“Sir, I don’t understand. When did Mr. Roberts meet Cynthia, and why would you think she isn’t faithful?”


“Groves, I’ll ask the questions. You answer them unless you want to walk out of here right now and forget we had this whole conversation.”


I was in no way inclined to leave at that point. I said, “No, I’ll answer.”


“I’m going to get personal, very personal. Are you sure you want to stay?”


“I have nothing to hide, and neither does Cynthia.”


“When was the last time you fucked her?”


“What?”


“Was there a word you didn’t understand?”


“No..I, uh…”


“Then answer the question.”


“I think a week ago.”


“How many times in the last month?”


“Four, maybe three. I’m not sure.”


“What’s a monthly average in the past year?”


“I don’t know, maybe three.”


“Maybe one?”


“Some months, maybe. The average has to be at least two. Mr. Killinger, why…”


“I ask the questions. Now, you’re married to this gorgeous woman with a body that should be painted on a B-29 bomber, and you think she’s satisfied with two pokes a month. You don’t think she needs more than that, or that her needs aren’t being met by someone else. That’s what you’re telling me, right?”


“Well, yes.”


“Again, I think you’re wrong. I think what you’re getting are mercy fucks. I think she tosses you scraps from the table, and someone else is sitting in your seat, eating his fill. You’d fuck her every night of the week if she’d let you, wouldn’t you?”


“I suppose I would, but Cynthia’s never been that interested in sex. She’s just not that way, Mr. Killinger. Look, if you know something I don’t…”


“I know a lot of things you don’t, young man. Tell me something. How’s her pussy? Is she still tight?”


“She’s had three kids.”


“Is she as tight as she was last year?”


“I…probably not, but…”


“Show me your dick, Groves.”


I turned bright red and stammered, “Sir, I…”


“Pull your cock out, Groves. I’m not going to suck it. I just want to look at it.”


I unzipped my fly and fished out a pathetic member trying to hide in my pubic hair. Stewart looked at diminutive organ and shook his head. “Put that thing away, Groves.” I hurriedly did so. “Now, are you going to try and tell me that your cock stretched her pussy.”


“I don’t know.”


“A moment ago you were absolutely sure that your cock was the only cock Cynthia is spreading her legs for. Now, you’re not sure. I’ve seen a picture of your wife, Groves, and I know that woman is fucking her ass off, and if she isn’t, she should be. If she’s getting cock like yours, twice a month, and that’s all she’s getting, I’ll eat this fucking telephone. If I have to eat this telephone, I’m going to be very upset with you because that’s just a waste of good pussy. If you can’t provide your wife with a good cock, you should see she gets one.”


“I don’t know what to say, Mr. Killinger.”


“I’ve been asking around, Groves, nobody at Killinger is getting any pussy off of Cynthia. Wipe that smug grin off your face, Groves. That just means some outsider is fucking one of our women. I can overlook the lower ranks letting their wives stray from Killinger cock stock, but for a man moving up like you appear to be doing, that won’t do. No sir, that won’t do at all.”


My head was spinning. Killinger cock stock? Our women? I’d heard rumors about Mr. Killinger. I heard he could be bizarre, pushy, demanding, and ruthless, but this was too much. He thought of my Cynthia as one of “our women.” Still, the man held my future in his hands. I was speechless, but grew numb when Mr. Killinger took out his cock and told me to feel it. I stared at the most impressive cock I’d ever seen resting like a slab of meat in Mr. Killinger’s hand. Through a fog, I heard him repeat, “Take it. Feel this cock Groves. This is a real cock, a Killinger cock.”


I reached out and picked up the penis like a lump of toxic waste, pinching the middle between my thumb and forefinger. Mr. Killinger took my hand and placed my fingers around the shaft. With his hand on mine, he began stroking. I could feel the blood rushing in to fill the organ, and could feel it swell and grow. Within seconds, I held Mr. Killinger by his erect cock, a cock at least a foot long and as thick as my daughter’s forearm. I could feel Mr. Killinger’s heart beating through his cock, and though I felt ridiculous holding a man’s penis, slowly stroking my employer’s huge cock from the root to the tip, even after Mr. Killinger let go, I was not inclined to let loose unless told to do so. Despite feeling ridiculous, I wanted to continue holding, stroking, and fondling Mr. Killinger’s cock. My own cock stirred with the excitement I felt rushing through me.


Without conscious awareness, I was jacking Mr. Killinger off, right there in his office. We stood facing each other with Mr. Killinger’s throbbing organ bridging the one-foot separation. The head of his dick rubbed against my belt buckle and made the belt, the buckle, and part of my pants shine with his precum. He said, “This is the kind of cock your wife’s pussy craves, Groves. She probably found herself two or three cocks that will do, but she won’t find cocks like these on the street.”


I could not argue. Still, as beautiful and sexy as Cynthia is, and as much as she likes dressing in sexy and revealing clothes, she just does not have the sexual drive or desire that usually goes with a body like hers. She could take sex or leave it. Mr. Killinger was right, though, she gives me mercy fucks, but once a month was more the average. Between fucks she’d pacify me with a hand job, and even for those she wears a latex rubber glove so the “messy stuff” won’t get on her skin. I fuck my wife wearing a rubber. I couldn’t help but wonder how Cynthia would respond to a cock like the one I was jacking off without a glove.


Mr. Killinger pushed down on my shoulders, saying, “Go get a better look at it, Groves. Get a good look at a real cock.” My knees offered no resistance. I sank lower and lower watching that monster cock rise higher toward my face. When my knees hit the carpet, the head of Mr. Killinger’s dick was at my lips. He said, “I’ll bet you can’t even get your mouth over the head, Groves. See if you can?”


My mouth opened of it’s own accord as Mr. Killinger took control of his own cock. He pressed forward and the soft rubbery head forced its way inside my mouth, filling my mouth. Mr. Killinger began pumping his cock the way he preferred, saying, “You’ve got a big mouth, Groves. Imagine how my cock would feel to Cynthia’s pussy. She can take it all, clear to the balls. I guarantee it. If she does, she’ll never stray from Killinger cock again. There isn’t a man in my executive suites that doesn’t have a wife devoted solely to Killinger cock. Cynthia would drool over Raul, cream over Eugene, and she’ll cum in her knickers when she sees Rambo Sambo. I hired them because they had big cocks—bigger than mine if you can believe that. I’ve got one drawing six figures that isn’t worth tits on a Marine, but Raul can turn any lady into a whore after one fuck.”


I found myself sucking on his cock and trying to get more in my mouth. I never made that conscious decision; I just did. Mr. Killinger paused in his lecture to say, “I just want you to know, I won’t let just any man suck my dick. I don’t let outsiders, and I don’t go for queers, but if I know the man is straight, and he’s willing to let me cum in his mouth, and he’ll swallow my load like a true cocksucker, I won’t think less of him. We’ll just keep this between us, Groves.”


I said, “Uhmm, ughn, omh, yemmm summm.” You get the picture.


He said, “If you’re going to do this, do it right. Get my balls out and massage them in one hand, and pump my cock with the other like I’m doing. That’s it, Groves. That’s how you suck a big dick, but get more suction going. You need to keep a partial vacuum in there. If you don’t, when I blow my nuts, the shit’s going to go everywhere. I don’t want to soil my slacks, so be prepared to get all of my wad, Groves.”


Mr. Killinger’s balls were huge. They filled my hand, and I must say, pumping that cock while sucking sure felt good. Having never had a dick in my mouth before, I wasn’t sure I’d like it. Part of my passion was derived from the shear size and power his cock represented. A powerful cock on a powerful man is a heady combination. I couldn’t help but wonder how Cynthia would respond to Mr. Killinger’s cock, or to one even larger, one that can turn any lady into a whore after one fuck. The idea wouldn’t go away, partly because Mr. Killinger wouldn’t let the idea go away.


He went on, “Where was I? Oh, you see, Groves, I can’t have women who sleep with my key people sharing intimate knowledge of our corporate plans and projects, sleeping with outsiders and letting things out. For that reason, no one advances to this level unless he is willing to carry his naked wife into this office and set her on my desk for a Killinger cock fucking. They all did it, and if you are a company man, you’ll do it too. They strip their wives in the lobby before every swinging dick, every secretary, and the fucking janitors, then haul their naked bitches in here for a screwing. When I’m done, they carry them out with their cunts gaping wide and leaking cum - Killinger cum.”


“I’ll tell you something else, Groves. It don’t stop there. Those wives either meet Raul, Eugene, or Rambo Sambo before or after seeing me. They all get screwed by them. When they get an itch in their twats, all they have to do is pick up the phone, or put on a knock-me-down-and-fuck-me outfit and trot their horny little twats down to the executive office building. Their husbands do a great deal of traveling and are away more than home. If I didn’t keep this place well-stocked with cock, well, you see the trouble we’d have. Some of those wives spend more time in the executive office building than their husbands do. If you get an office here, you’ll be seeing a lot of Cynthia. I guarantee it. Slow down, cowboy. Don’t be in such a hurry. You’re sucking me like a starving queer.


“I see that notion turns you on. You may not like what you see if you’ve never seen her strut her stuff in public. You might see her in a mini skirt with no panties and cum running down her legs to her high heels, parading that shit around, proud as a god damn peacock. They do that, Groves. I don’t know what it is, but when a woman gets a real fucking, she feels like showing her beaver. There’s some that will walk these halls buck assed naked with a fresh-fucked pussy. We allow that here. I see that turns you on, too.”


The image did, but I knew Cynthia never would strut naked with a fresh-fucked pussy. Still, the fantasy was erotic and added to my arousal. I couldn’t help sucking harder.


He went on, “There’s one other thing you need to know, Groves. Killinger women do not use birth control. If they get knocked up by a Killinger man, they’ll be even more dedicated to the company. Women are like that; they’ll remain with an abusive man, just because he fathered her kids. With a Killinger stud, they’ll never stray once they deliver a Killinger baby. Between me, Raul, Eugene, and Rambo, we’ve fathered half of all kids born to executive couples—thirty-two by last count. The ratio would be ninety/ten if every couple came here without kids to start with. If you get onboard, you will have a much bigger family. My top people have big families. They’re all company men. Are you a company man, Groves?”


“Yemmmmm, Simmmm.”


If they could do it, so could I, though I didn’t have the foggiest idea how I’d manage. Cynthia can be as stubborn as a mule when she’s pulled or pushed. She’d have to want to be stripped and carried to a fucking before that would ever go down, and selling her on the idea of a bigger family would be a very big sale, but I wanted desperately to be a company man, and I sucked the head of the company’s head cock to prove it.


I suddenly got a mouthful of sperm. That was a weird feeling sucking hot sperm from a shooting cock, then swallowing. I never knew a man could deposit so much sperm in one ejaculation. I cum by the tablespoon; he came by the cup. I thought his sperm would never stop squirting in my mouth. I sucked and swallowed, sucked and drank. After the squirts ended, I nursed his deflating member while he milked the shaft. Finally, he pulled out and zipped up. I stood, wiped my mouth, and waited as he retrieved something from his desk.


They were photographs that he slid across the desk toward me. I spread them out. All were handsome naked men with athletic bodies sporting huge erections, bigger than Mr. Killinger’s. In addition, all were black men. One looked half black and half Latino or Indian, but they weren’t white, and the children they sired certainly wouldn’t look white.


Mr. Killinger said, “Those are my Killinger studs, Groves.” He tapped the picture of the half-breed and said, “That’s Raul. Don’t ask me what border he jumped. He doesn’t even know, but the ladies love him. If you need help with Cynthia, get with Raul. If he isn’t fucking her within two hours of meeting her, I’ll hand you a thousand dollars cash. If he fucks her, and she refuses to see him again, I’ll give you two thousand. If she fucks all three and won’t let you publicly strip her and carry her up here for a screwing, I’ll hand you a check for ten grand and still give you the promotion.”


“Mr. Killinger, you don’t know Cynthia. I don’t care how good this guy is, she just is not into sex, and she is not impressed by penis size. She is constantly telling me that the size means nothing to her, and that she prefers one that is comfortable.”


“And you bought that bullshit? Groves, you have a tiny dick. Women who marry a man with a tiny dick all say that. It ain’t the pen, it’s the penmanship. It ain’t the sword, it’s the swordsmanship. Bullshit! I’m not going to waste time trying to convince you. You’ll convince soon enough. What I’m going to do is put some incentive behind you. You want this promotion, right?”


“Yes sir.”


“Here’s the deal. You have thirty days to set Cynthia on my desk, naked, ready to fuck, and willing to bear more kids—not your kids, Killinger kids, and most likely from one of my studs. They breed most of the kids, Rambo Sambo especially. He has this thing wired. When those bitches are ovulating, Rambo Sambo knows it, and does the job. As you can see, he’s blacker than ink, and so are his offspring.”


“Mr. Killinger, Cynthia’s family comes from the deep south. Cynthia doesn’t have a prejudiced bone in her body, but if she gave birth to a black baby, she’d be ostracized. Her family means a great deal to her, and they all live around here. That fact alone will nix this deal.”


“Groves, again, you don’t know Cynthia as well as you think. She probably masturbates to the idea of getting raped by a big black, getting pregnant by him, then delivering a black baby. They cum thinking about the scandal, those southern belles especially. Rambo is so successful because he gets inside information on ovulation times. Where do you suppose he’s getting that inside information, from the husbands? Cynthia would love to hand you a jet black baby, and she’s willing to deal with her outraged family in order to have that pleasure. You don’t know shit about women, Groves. Then again, you can’t learn if you’re born with a tiny white dick.”


“I can appreciate that there’s a lot I don’t know about women, but I know Cynthia like my own sister, better. We’ve dated steadily since junior high, and we were virgins when we married. We have both remained faithful, so she knows what I know, and I know what she knows. I know exactly how she’ll react to Raul’s advances, and to the idea of bearing another man’s child of any color. I might win the thousand dollar bet, but will that mean this is as far as I go up the ladder?”


“Groves, I said I was going to give you incentive. If you fail to move up by either method, either by getting her to screw all three and refusing the rest, or by carrying her in here fully ready to cooperate. If you fail, I’m jerking the ladder out from under you. I’ll let you go. I’d hate to lose a good man, and a good heterosexual cocksucker, but I think you need the incentive in order to succeed. I don’t think you like the idea of your wife screwing these men or bearing their black bastards. A company man would put those concerns behind him for the welfare of the company. I told you before we began that you’d either leave a company man or unemployed. You wanted to proceed. Well, there’s your incentive. Handle this any way you want, but you have thirty days to set Cynthia’s naked ass on my desk, or clear yours. We have nothing further to discuss. My secretary can put you in touch with Raul. Good luck.”


 


     *
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“Company Man” Part two of three


I took Raul’s phone number from the grinning secretary, and passed a shamelessly dressed woman on the way out. A pregnant woman should not wear a see-through dress without under garments, I don’t care how good she looks. Cynthia would have given her a piece of her mind.


For the remainder of the day, I thought about my task. My task was nothing short of turning my wife into a whore for the company, but I’d have to make it seem like it was her own idea. I had one thing going for me, Cynthia loved the company and my future in it. She loved the house, the neighborhood, the schools, and the fact that her family lived nearby was a major plus for her. If I lost my job, we’d have to start over, sell the house, and move. I had marketable job skills in one limited field and my only hope of securing work, meaningful work, would require a move to Yuma, Arizona or moving overseas.


I thought about dumping everything in Cynthia’s lap and letting her come up with an idea, letting her make the tough decisions. She wanted me to move up as badly, if not more, than I did. I could picture her saying, “Well, if we have no other options, if there is no other way, we must do what we must do.” I could also picture her ranting and raving, threatening law suits and police action, going to the media, and wanting to confront Mr. Killinger in his office. I decided the direct approach was too risky. Near day’s end, I called Raul.


Raul talked more sophisticated than he looked. He was an educated man, and by his claim, a great dancer. All I had to do was arrange a date to go dancing. He’d pick us up and take us to his club. I’m sure he meant his club as in his favorite. He also told me to make certain she wore a dress, the shorter the better, and no pantie hose. That was it, just set the date for Friday, and he’d handle the rest. He did say it wouldn’t hurt if she were under the impression that he would be my future boss, and that his report would influence company decisions regarding my career advancement.


I decided to play that up as much as I could, but he acted as though it weren’t necessary or all that important. I’ll say one thing for him, he was very sure of himself and cocky. Talking to a man who was absolutely certain he could seduce my wife was strange. Working with him toward that goal was stranger still.


By the time I arrived home, I was horny as hell. Cynthia never looked sexier, though she had no makeup on, and wore old jeans and a sweat shirt while she put the finishing touches on dinner. I couldn’t resist. I came up behind her and pressed close, nuzzled her neck with little kisses. I then reached around to cup her large breasts in my hands.


Cynthia shook free, then turned to scold me with a sauce-dripping ladle, “Bill, for crying out loud. There are kids running around that could march in here and see you doing that. You know I hate that behavior in private, much less out where the kids might see.”


“I’m sorry, sweetheart, but you look too damn sexy to resist.”


She strode past me with a pot of beans and said, “I do not look sexy. What have you been doing? Oh, honestly, Bill, you have an erection. Go take a cold shower or something. Go, before the kids see it.”


This was par for the course. Public erections were a big sin in our house. The boys get them all the time, but we ignore their boners. I took a shower.


After dinner, after the kids left, I said, “Honey, I’m being considered for advancement and a move to the executive office building.”


“Bill, no? Really? Oh, Bill! This is fantastic. I’m so proud of you.”


“Not so fast. They’re just thinking about it. There’s this one guy, Raul Serantini, that seems to hold the key. I managed to get in to see him today, you know, to buddy-up.”


“Brown nose, you mean. You wooed him didn’t you? He loved you, I know he did.”


“Not exactly. He seemed more interested in you than me.”


“Me? Why me?”


“He saw you somewhere.”


“I don’t recall meeting any Raul. I’d remember a name like Raul.”


“He didn’t meet you, he saw you? Evidently, he liked what he saw.”


“He did, huh? What did he say?”


“Oh, he just went on and on about how you look exactly like Jackie Smith. He wanted to know all about you. He obviously has a thing for Jackie Smith.”


“Well, that can’t hurt us. So, what did he want to know about me?”


“Personal stuff, Cynthia, very personal if you ask me.”


Cynthia smiled and sat up, leaning forward on her elbows, saying, “Yeah, like how personal?”


Frankly, I was surprised by this reaction. She seemed to want something juicy. I was winging it anyway, so I said, “He wanted to know your likes and dislikes, hobbies, interests, that sort of thing, but what floored me was when he started prying into our sex life.”


“Oh, he did, did he? What exactly did he want to know?”


“You know, how often you want it. Your favorite position. What you like best—vaginal, anal, or oral.”


“Good, god, Bill. You didn’t tell him the truth, did you?”


“Well, yes. I had to say something.”


“Oh, Bill. Can’t you see? He wanted stuff for fantasy. He wants to fantasize me as he thinks Jackie Smith is. You blew it.”


“What should I have said?”


“You should have fed his fantasy. You know what men think about her. She does everything and always wants to do it. All you did was put distance between me and her when you should have strengthened that connection.”


“By lying about you?”


“He’d never know the truth. It’s none of his damn business anyway.”


“Well, to be honest with you, I did lie a little.”


“Oh, what did you tell him?”


“Well, I told him you love oral sex.”


“That’s good, Bill. What else?”


“I said you adore the feel of semen on your body.”


“You men. I don’t think any woman adores something slimy and sticky on their body. That’s good, though. I’ll bet he liked that. What else?”


“He asked if you like going out in short dresses without pantyhose. I picked up that he liked that idea, so I said you never wear pantyhose, and sometimes, you don’t wear panties. I told him you like the feeling of being totally naked under a short dress.”


“I do have that fantasy. How did he react when you told him that?”


“Honey, he went nuts. He got the biggest erection I ever saw. Raul has a reputation as a lady’s man, and he has a huge endowment. I never saw a crotch bulge like he had when he tried to picture you naked under the dress he saw you in. He actually told me what he was thinking.”


“What was he thinking?”


“He went into this fantasy about walking up behind you, lifting your skirt, and doing it to you in a public place.”


“Oh, Jeez! That’s my other fantasy - being taken in public.”


“How come I never knew this, or that you fantasize going out without panties?”


“I don’t share my fantasies, and I do go out without panties sometimes. That isn’t a fantasy. Shocking, huh?”


“I think it’s great.”


“You do, huh? I thought you’d be upset. I just do it as a cheap thrill. I’m not out trying to lure a man to my bed or anything.”


I smiled to put her at ease and said, “Come on, Cynthia, with the skirt lengths you wear, someone had to see.”


Cynthia blushed, smiled, then said, “Oh course people saw. I mean what would be the point if no one could possibly see. That’s where the thrill comes in, knowing a man can see I’m not wearing any panties.”


“I don’t believe a man can look at your vagina and not do everything humanly possible to get you in bed.”


Cynthia’s demeanor suddenly became somber and reticent as she said, “Sure, they try.”


When Cynthia is in the mood for sex, we play this game. I accuse her of sexual misconduct or pry into her activities. If she waves it off, or gets pissed off, I know she’s not going to fuck me. If she looks guilty and somber, I know she’s willing. All I have to do is keep her going and she’ll confess to anything she can dream up. We usually end up in a fight that ends in me forcing myself on her and taking sex, or her making up for telling me a lie that upset me and giving me an I’m-sorry fuck. Either way I get fucked. I pressed on.


“Cynthia, there’s more to this, isn’t there? Don’t worry. I won’t be angry. I know it was innocent fun.” I put a big smile on my face to ease her fears and said, “Come on, out with it. You’ve been busted, girl.”


“God, Bill, you’re sure taking this well. How come I never saw this side of you? Do you know how much I’ve dreaded this day?”


“You were a bad girl, weren’t you?”


“Yes, Bill. I’ve been a very bad girl, more times than I want to admit. It all started when we put Angie in pre school. I have the house to myself. You’re gone all day and never come home unannounced. The kids are gone and I don’t need to worry about them popping in. I found myself alone with my vagina. My vagina made me do bad things, Bill, very bad things. In our bed, even.”


“I got up and went to her. Cynthia wasn’t sure what I was up to, so she stiffened and brought her hands up in ready defense. I took her in my embrace and hugged her warmly. She slowly relaxed as I said, “Honey, I understand. I’m not jealous or upset. Furthermore, I have no intention of trying to stop you from doing it again, or making you feel guilty about doing it.”


Cynthia had never encountered that type of response from me, and was quite taken aback. She said, “Bill, are we talking about the same thing? Do you understand what I mean by doing it? Bill, I let men make love to me in our bed, our marital bed.”


“I know sweetheart. It’s all right.”


“Bill, I’m not talking about one or two or even ten. I’m talking about twenty or thirty in the past six months, and many of those guys have been back for repeats.”


“I don’t care, honey. I mean that.”


“One guy meets me here every Thursday afternoon. Today is Thursday. He refuses to use a condom. Another man’s semen is in my vagina and you’re still hugging me. There’s something wrong with this picture; can you figure out what it is?”


I held her at arm’s length to make eye contact, then smiled and said, “The picture has given me an erection.”


She glanced down, then smiled and said, “How do you feel about sloppy seconds from your wife?”


“Do I have to use a condom?”


With a devilish gleam, she said, “Yes, you know I’m not on the pill. You might get me pregnant, and I don’t want to risk that happening.”


I smiled equally devilishly and replied, “If the lady doesn’t want my baby, then I guess I’ll wear a condom.”


Cynthia took me by the hand and dragged me to the bedroom. My normally very reserved and quiet wife was suddenly very aggressive and talkative. She mounted me and let out a barrage of vile phrases and words that I never heard cross her lips, phrases such as: “Fuck my adulterous pussy,” and “Screw my cheating cunt.” And my favorite, “Stir up my lover’s sperm with your little rubber-wrapped dick.”


I saw Cynthia have a climax for the first time, then saw her apologize with her eyes after recovering from it. She pushed herself up on straight arms with her hands resting on my chest, my cock still hard inside her wet pussy because I hadn’t cum. She got serious and said, “I think I’m crazy, Bill. There’s something wrong with me.”


I said, “Why, just because you cheated?”


“No, because I like to torment the only man I ever loved or ever will love. I do that to you on purpose, Bill, and I can’t stop and don’t know why. I want to get off of your penis right now after having had my climax and leave you suffering. That’s sick, Bill, but I want to make you suffer.”


“Then get off.”


Cynthia looked into my eyes, trying to understand me, but eased off slowly. She sat back on her heels with my rubber encased erection between us. She looked over my rigid member with mischievous eyes and said, “Don’t you hate me, Bill? Can’t you see I’m enjoying this?”


She was indeed. Her fingers were stirring her supposedly spermy twat while the fingers of her free hand rubbed her clit. I’d never seen Cynthia touch herself, much less masturbate. I stared at her working fingers, admiring her sexy pussy. I never had a good look at Cynthia’s pussy. She always hid herself from me, especially the fleshy parts between her legs. She was now displaying them to me. She was wet, but I saw no evidence of sperm I’d stirred up. She said, “Say something, Bill.”


“I don’t hate you, Cynthia. I love you. I always will, no matter what you do.”


This excited her even more and she frantically frigged her cunt, saying, “You don’t know what you’re saying. I let everyone fuck me without a rubber but you, Bill. I don’t care if I bear you another bastard child. That’s right. Angie isn’t yours. She is the product of my first cheating act. I fucked your father. Angie is your father’s baby. She’s your sister, not your daughter. Oh God! I’m cumming! Oh fuck, yes! Yes! Watch me cum, Bill. I cum for everybody but you, darling.”


Cynthia climaxed in a dramatic show of passion. She fell to the side then rolled onto her back beside me. She looked up to me with sad eyes and said, “I’m sorry, Bill. I had to tell you, but not that way. This has been eating me alive keeping it in. Before I knew it, I was saying it.”


“So, it’s true?”


“Yes. I’m afraid so. You hate me now, don’t you? I don’t blame you. I hate myself. It’s not your father’s fault. I seduced him when I knew I was ovulating.”


“No, I don’t hate you. I told you, I will never hate you no matter what you do. I don’t blame Dad. The poor guy drools around you. He never stood a chance.”


“He was easy. So, what now? I think I need professional help. I want to stop doing these things, and I want to stop tormenting you. I want us to have a normal sex life, but I can’t stop these crazy drives. One day, I’ll drive you away or into another woman’s arms. When that happens, I’ll curl up and die.”


I hugged her close and stroked her cheek, saying, “You’re not going to have to curl up and die, because I’m never going anywhere, and I don’t look at other women. I only want to be tormented by you.”


Cynthia sat up and turned to look at me. She said, “Honestly. You’ve never cheated?”


“No, never. I don’t even flirt.”


“And nothing I do could drive you away.”


“No, Cynthia, nothing I can imagine.”
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“Company Man” Part three of three


She had that devilish gleam in her eye again. If I didn’t know better I’d swear she was starting another session. One right after the other was unheard of. She said, “In that case, I don’t want to get cured. I like my life just fine. What do you think of that?”


“I think you’re being honest.”


“I am. It really bothered you that I let your father screw me, didn’t it?”


“Yes, very much.”


“In that case, I’m going to start screwing him again. Maybe, I’ll give you another baby brother or sister.”


“Cynthia, slow down. Don’t get carried away with this. Let’s just keep things the way they are. You have your secret flings, torment me if that turns you on, but lets not test the bonds of our marriage this way.”


“You’re right. I do tend to get carried away, but my pussy insists I go on.” “Pussy, huh. Do we have a new vocabulary now?”


“I like using dirty words. I only kept them from you so you’d think I was still a good girl. Now that you know I’m a bad girl, I want to talk like a bad girl. Didn’t you like seeing my pussy and hearing me talk filthy.”


“I love it.”


“I thought so. It’s a new torment. It makes you horny, but you know you won’t get any. You won’t either, no matter how much you beg. I’m never going to let you fuck me again, never.”


“Come on, Cynthia. You can’t mean that.”


“I do mean that, Bill. I want you to crave my pussy so badly that it hurts. It will hurt more if you know you’ll never get any while every Tom, Dick, and Harry is. You’ll stand a better chance with Jackie Smith.”


Cynthia turned so that her feet faced me, then spread her legs wide. Her gorgeous pussy fanned open before my eyes and her fingers spread the lips further as she said, “Look at my twat, Bill. Stare at my pussy hole. You’ve never seen my pretty, pink pussy hole, but I show it to every man I fuck. You’ve never had your head close enough for a sniff, but every man I fucked got to lick it and suck it till he was content. Look at my asshole, Bill. I’m choosy about who fucks my pussy, but I’ll let any man fuck my ass, any man but you. I suck cock and swallow sperm, too.”


I said, “I’m getting you some professional help.”


“It won’t work. The first thing they tell you is the person needing help must want help. I don’t want help. I just realized why you haven’t cheated, and won’t. It’s your little dick. You can’t very well seduce a woman, then pull out that pathetic little worm you call a dick. She’ll laugh in your face. And now I finally believe that you won’t leave no matter what. I believe that, Bill. I was never sure, but now I am. So, what’s to stop me from fulfilling my ultimate fantasy of totally cutting you off. Nothing. Bill, consider yourself officially and irrevocably cut off. But I want you to know I still love you. Love hurts, Bill. Mine does, anyway.”


“You are serious, aren’t you?”


“I’m dead serious. My horny pussy is more dead serious than I am.”


None of this came as any surprise to me. Cynthia has been cutting me off for as long as I’ve known her. She has been tormenting me sexually for as long as I’ve know her as well. She’s been confessing to acts of infidelity since high school, just to see how I’d react. I knew she went out without panties, and I figured she had a few encounters as a result. The rest was fantasy, even the part about my father. He has been impotent for the past ten years. Cynthia got carried away with her fantasy, because I played along for the first time.


I could have stopped the act anywhere along the way by getting upset or angry. My hurt, submissive, puppy dog look drives her fantasy, but real anger cools her heels. She values our marriage as much as I do, and any threat to it sends her into a panic. We fight as all couples do, but we never go to bed mad at each other. Cynthia can’t sleep if I’m still angry. Half of the sex I get is to end my anger.


This time was different only because I stayed submissive and she kept going and going. This told me more than I ever dreamed about her desires and fantasies. This session was the first I’d heard of her getting off on bearing me a bastard child. Oddly, in light of my goal, that was very welcome news. We established many firsts: The first look at her spread beaver; Her first orgasm with me; An open confession that she derives pleasure from sexually tormenting me; Her first open masturbation; And her new vocabulary was a very pleasant surprise.


“Well?” She said.


We had arrived at the part where I would normally get upset and challenge her story, eventually getting at the truth. I would then force my way on her, taking the sex she cut off. This allowed her to resist, then surrender without passion, taking my screwing like a wet dishrag. She’d be happy for days afterwards. I wanted to see what she’d do if I remained submissive, so I said, “I can see you’re serious this time, Cynthia, and you really did commit adultery.”


I looked at her wet twat as though seeing sperm. This made her look for herself, probably trying to see what I was seeing that made me think she had sperm in her twat. To distract her, I added, “You obviously don’t care if you get pregnant, or what anybody thinks, so I guess I’ll have to adjust to the idea of raising another bastard, maybe another of my father’s. As for being cut off, I’ve been cut off for most of our marriage. I’ve learned to live without sex from you. I’ll survive. What else can I say?”


She looked disappointed, and was not prepared for this. I could almost read her mind. She didn’t know whether to come clean and clear her good name and reputation, or to allow me to go on thinking that she was screwing every guy she met and trying to get pregnant. I played my part convincingly, and I know she bought it. She didn’t understand my sudden change from being an overly possessive and insecure husband, to a wimp who was forced to accept his inability to satisfy his own wife, but she was intrigued by the change. After a long pause for the internal debate, she decided to let the situation ride, saying, “Good, as long as you know how things will be from now on. Hey, we were talking about that Raul guy. Where did we leave off? I want to hear more.”


“I told you he got a hardon thinking about screwing you in public.”


“I wonder if I flashed my pussy to him. Did he say he saw my pussy?”


“No, but he may have heard about it from someone.”


“You said he had a big cock. How big?”


“We didn’t pull it out and measure, but by the lump I saw, I’d say he had a cock longer than twelve inches, maybe fourteen inches.”


“No way. Fourteen inches of cock? Bill, that’s about this long. Cocks don’t get that big - do they?”


“On black men they do. Raul is part black.”


“Fourteen inches? How thick would you say it was?”


“I’d say as thick as your wrist.”


“Good God, that would be like a horse.”


“They call him tripod. Anyway, tripod wants to take us out dancing tomorrow night. I told him you love to dance.”


“It sounds to me like he wants to do more than dance.”


“I’m sure he does, but what’s the problem? You let any Tom, Dick, and Harry. Why not screw Raul? At least Raul can advance our standard of living.”


“That’s different, those guys were anonymous encounters, faceless fucks.”


“What about the guy who comes every Thursday? He sounds like a lover to me.”


“Well, he’s not. I don’t even know his name. He just shows up every Thursday and screws me. Wham bam, and he’s gone. Raul will always be there. He’ll be your boss. Word will get around. Besides, he’s black, or half black. If anyone in my family got wind of us fucking, there’d be hell to pay. Besides, I’m not on the pill. Suppose he got me pregnant. That’s why, Bill.”


“Regardless, he wants to meet you and he wants to dance with you. Is there any harm in that?”


“No, but he’d better not try anything. I do not like being pawed and groped in a public place, except in fantasy. Don’t you dare leave us alone, not for a minute. And another thing, do not invite him in our house afterwards. He might get fresh with me in front of the kids. I don’t think it would be wise to get on social terms with him. Let’s just do the dancing thing, have a few drinks with him, get to know each other, and hope for the best.”


“I wish you’d remember who this guy is. You could at least suck him off, or let him fuck your ass. Any man can fuck your ass, remember?”


“He’s not a man, he’s a two legged horse. Let him fuck you in the ass. You’re the one trying to get a promotion. I’ll let him talk to my titties while you get under the table and suck his cock for him. You’d probably like sucking a giant dick. You couldn’t keep your eyes off his crotch. He probably saw you licking your lips just thinking about it. You’re the only man I ever met with penis envy.”


That made me angry. I lunged for her, pinned her to the mattress, and fucked the shit out of her. After I pulled out, she cut me off forever, again.”


Cynthia was nervous about meeting Raul. I made his intentions obvious, and she painted herself in a slutty corner by sticking to her stories. Everything was falling into place neater than a puzzle for the mentally disabled. I could see light at the end of the tunnel. If Raul was the cocksman he claimed to be, and if Mr. Killinger was right about Cynthia’s reaction to getting screwed by a big cock, the only major hurdle was the bastard pregnancy, and that hurdle did not loom as big as it did in Mr. Killinger’s office.


I thought I knew Cynthia inside and out, but she showed me many more facets in just one afternoon. I still had no doubt that Cynthia had never experienced a dick other than mine, and for her to go from my four-inch cock to one fourteen-inches had to be frightening to her. Hell, I was frightened for her. I saw the cock, and I knew Cynthia’s pussy, at least the first four inches of it. Cynthia was not into pain, and for her to fuck a two-legged horse, she’d have to be to enjoy it.


The next few days passed quickly. Cynthia grew more anxious as the hour drew nearer. She did not want to go out with Raul without panties on, but I cajoled her into going bare under her short dress. I told her that I promised him she would. She was faced with the prospect of having to come clean, or play the part of a woman who likes showing her pussy. I wanted to see how badly she wanted to preserve her stories, and I discovered she wanted to preserve them very badly.


After she removed her panties, I said, “Now, he’ll want to check for himself, so don’t make a fuss whether he lifts your skirt for a look, or reaches under for a feel.”


Cynthia recoiled at that thought, and said, “I can’t let him do that.”


“Damn, Cynthia. I don’t understand you. If you won’t have sex with this guy, the least you could do, the very least, is to let him do anything else. Compared to everything else you’ve done, this is nothing. Unless you were lying about all that.”


“I wasn’t lying about anything. You saw the man’s sperm for yourself. I just don’t want to encourage him any more than I have to, that’s all.”


“Well, you’re going to have to let him check your pussy out as often as he likes and however he likes, and act like you enjoy showing it, even if people are watching. If you don’t, you’re going to make me look like a liar, and we can kiss that promotion goodbye.”


“Damn, Bill, why did you go back to see him and tell him those things?”


“Because of what you told me. I didn’t see a problem. Hell, two days ago you wanted me to exaggerate your sexual prowess. Today, when I go in and tell him how you really are, without exaggeration, even holding back some information, you say I should have lied the other way. Jesus Christ, Cynthia, make up your mind. Actually, it’s too late to do that. He’s been told. He’s expecting a hot woman who likes to show her pussy, and that woman better be you. I can forgive your cheating, I can forgive what you did with my father, I can forgive all the sperm you let into your unprotected womb, but if you ruin my chances for promotion, Cynthia, I don’t think I could forgive you for that.”


“Bill, I…”


“What, Cynthia?”


“Nothing. I suppose it won’t hurt to give him some cheap thrills, but you’d better make damn sure he doesn’t try to screw me. I have a weakness for big cocks, so you better be alert and ready to intervene if you don’t want a black baby calling you Daddy. Frankly, I could care less. In fact, my lover is black.”


I made a mock pained expression and said, “Oh, Cynthia, how could you?”


“That’s right, Bill. That was a black man’s sperm you saw in my pussy yesterday. Deal with that.”


I was just about to deal with it when we heard a horn honking in our driveway. Cynthia tightened, and said, “Oh shit. That’s him.”


“Remember what I said, Cynthia. You get your mind set to show your pussy, all evening if necessary.”


We left the bedroom and stopped at the door so Cynthia could give last minute instructions to the sitter, a sixteen-year-old from the neighborhood. Kevin and John, my boys, and Angie followed the sitter out to wave goodbye to us from the front step. Raul met us at the door and tossed me his keys. I missed them and fell back to pick them up. I saw Raul pull Cynthia to him and turn to walk with her to the car. He swung an arm low around Cynthia’s waist, pulled her close and introduced himself while sliding his hand below her skirt hem in the rear. Me, my kids, and my sitter saw him move the skirt up Cynthia’s legs and on up over her naked ass cheeks.


They hadn’t taken six steps from us. Cynthia stopped dead when she felt her skirt clear her ass. I could not believe what I saw, and froze picking up the keys. Raul swung around to stand before Cynthia, then used both hands to cup her bare ass cheeks, pulling her cunt in tight to his crotch, then bending to kiss her. Cynthia’s hands came up as though to stop him or push him away, but seconds into the kiss, her hands slowly fell to hang limply at her sides.


At that moment, I wanted to scream or rush them, turn a hose on them, something. As the kiss went on, and as Raul’s fingers drifted lower toward Cynthia’s sex pouch, which was already visible to us, as his big dark hands kneaded and pulled at her fleshy white globes, exposing more of her pouting cunt lips, even her asshole, I didn’t want to move.


The scene was the most erotic sight I ever saw, and the damage had already been done. The kids were rooted in place. We were all watching his fingers move down and in toward her moist center, while he whispered something in her ear. Soon, his fingers were massaging her swollen cunt lips, rubbing over her hanging clit, pulling her sex open, then squeezing her shut. On and on it went while Cynthia simply stood limply hanging on his words and his kisses. Cynthia was oblivious to everything around her. She had to be to allow such a crude exhibition to go on before her kids, a neighbor, and me.


I had to do something, so I moved to open the passenger side door for them. They ignored that hint. I went to the driver’s side, climbed in and started the car. They ignored that as well. Luckily, the sun had set an hour ago, and the streets were empty and quiet. Only one house had a view, and it was vacant. They were illuminated by the porch light and the light from the walkway lights shined up from below. The sitter stood rooted with the kids around her.


I knew they were going to fuck when I saw Cynthia drop her arms, but I didn’t think they’d fuck on my front lawn in front of my kids and a girl with a reputation for talking. The idea that they might do just that had my dick hard. Just when I thought they would never stop, they broke the kiss. Raul, turned Cynthia to face the kids. She stood staring straight ahead, arms hanging, as Raul reached for the zipper of her dress and slowly dragged her zipper down to her ass. Cynthia made no move to stop him, even as he peeled the sleeves off her naked shoulders. The dress fell to Cynthia’s feet, leaving her in a bra that he quickly divested her of.


Raul got close in behind her, pulled her head back by the chin, and resumed the kiss as he molded Cynthia’s breasts. After a few seconds on her breasts, his hands slid down to her crotch. Though I only saw the action from profile, he was manipulating her cunt as he’d done from the rear. He finger fucked her. Of that, I had no doubt. The action of his plunging hand coming up in the center told me that much. He stopped for a second to place Cynthia’s hands in her crotch. When he let go, they remained, but not idle. Cynthia was masturbating befor the kids as Raul freed his cock and slid it through her wet inner thighs. The end popped out the front by three inches and Cynthia pulled the thick chocolate shaft tightly to her cunt.


I thought I’d seen it all, but then Raul reached down and lifted Cynthia’s left leg almost straight up with his arm hooked under her knee, also while turning her one quarter. The kids had the best view as they looked at Cynthia’s beaver in the standing splits as Cynthia guided Raul’s cock to her opening. Even I could see the head press in and the eight inches of shaft that followed.


They fucked in this position. Cynthia was delirious from the first entry, and in a stupor by the end. She came several times, but her climaxes were not much more dramatic than her response to the fucking in general. When Raul came, he gave her three more inches of cock. There wasn’t enough cock left out to get a fist around.


He left his cock deeply embedded as he lowered her leg. He had to hold her up until she could stand steady. He then drew out. I saw the white river of cum pour out of her gaping wide hole and cascade down both inner thighs. Raul stepped back. Cynthia went forward and kept going forward until she got to the kids. She stood before them, full front and talked. I couldn’t hear what she was saying, but I could see where the kids were looking. They seemed fascinated by her pussy, and rightfully so. I was fascinated.


Raul gathered Cynthia’s dress and came over to the car. He leaned his head in and said, “Piece of cake. What did I tell you?”


I said, “Did you have to fuck her in front of my kids, for Christ sake?”


“I didn’t have to, I wanted to. Cynthia got off on it. By the looks of things, so did you. Don’t worry, the kids will see much worse when Rambo Sambo stops by. He likes to fuck the mommies in front of the kiddies. They’ll get used to it, but they never tire of watching.”


I looked back to see what was taking Cynthia so long and saw her standing with her knees out, stooped over with her hands in her crotch. The kids were on their knees looking at the pussy she was showing them. Raul said, “She sure is proud of her pussy. She’s acting like she never took a cock bigger than her finger.”


Cynthia returned moments later and hopped in the car, declining Raul’s offer of the dress. Raul got in beside her, tossed her dress in the back seat, then pulled the door shut. Cynthia said, “You believe me now, don’t you. I warned you; I can’t resist a man with a big cock. I guess you want a baby.”


I said, “What were you talking to the kids about?”


“I had to explain why we were fucking on the front lawn, didn’t I?”


“And you explained that?”


“Sure. I told them I was horny, and I’m in a hurry to make them a new brother or sister. Besides, Carla wanted to negotiate a deal for her silence. She wants to call her boyfriend over so he can watch us when we get back tonight. She wants to see us do it on the living room floor with all the lights on. The kids want to stay up. Can we do that, Raul?”


“Sure, baby, but you need a fresh cock if you’re going to perform. I’ll call Rambo Sambo from the club and have him meet you here. He’s blacker than midnight with a cock bigger than mine, only a little shorter. He’ll warm-up your audience for you. He’s good with kids.”


She said, “Call Carla over so I can tell her to let him in.”


I said, “Cynthia, are you nuts?”


She ignored me and turned to the window to yell for the sitter. Carla flounced over. “Carla, there will be a big black man coming over sometime tonight. He’s going to do the fucking you want to see, so let him in and be nice to him. He’ll keep you all entertained until I get back.”


“Kevin and John want to fuck Angie. Angie wants to let them. Do you mind?”


“No, I don’t mind. You guys have fun. Come on, Bill. Let’s go. The sooner we get there, the sooner I can show more pussy and get more cock.”


 


     *


 


As it turned out, the club was Raul’s, and it was a private club. Cynthia did a strip tease on a stage and performed every sex act imaginable with Eugene before eighty people. When we arrived home, Rambo Sambo was giving my naked Angie a horsie ride on his horsie cock. Everyone was naked. Cynthia fucked Rambo Sambo on my living room floor with five minors peering in at their fucking crotches from every angle. On Monday morning, I stripped Cynthia in the lobby and carried her to Mr. Killinger’s office, then set her on his desk. Cynthia made a spread for him and said, “I need Killinger cock, and lots of it.”


I got the promotion.


    The End
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    “The Outsider” By Phil Phantom


Walter felt out of place in his own home, with his own family. They shared a secret that he wasn’t privy to. The feeling was maddening. With a key interview set for his family that would open the door to his future, or slam it shut, Walter wanted the air cleared.


Ed Turner, his boss, was bringing a polygraph to the family interview. Each member would answer questions hooked up to the lie detector. There were way too many lies floating around for that to go well. He confronted his wife with his suspicions, that she was sexually involved with the kids in some way. They had three: Julie, 16: Phil, 15; Bobby, 13.


She looked right at Walter, and said, “I am tired of hiding my lust for Phil, of playing this maddening game we play. I want it out in the open. We’re going to fuck, I just don’t know when. Everyone in this family seems to accept that fact, except you, of course. After tomorrow night, it may be no big deal, anyway. If we go through with the interview, I can almost guarantee it will come out and happen. I’m convinced they are coming here to watch me fuck my son in front of my family.”


“Nicole, you’re letting your imagination run wild, and your fantasy world is getting tangled with reality. You need to get a grip. When I talk to you, I can never tell what’s real and what’s fantasy.”


“Walter, I wish it were fantasy, but it’s not. I had to lay everything out for you and come clean. You seem determined to see this interview through, and it would all come out tomorrow night, anyway. That would have been a tough way to find out about my adulterous life and incestuous desires. You see, Ed knows about my affair with John. I know damned well John is part of this interview scam, or is feeding Ed the information on me. I told John everything. He knows every man I’ve screwed, and there are many. He also knows every fantasy I have. I feel so dumb for opening up to him. We’ve been set up, and I’m certain this promotion offer is just a ruse to put us through the interview process. You must admit, being considered for an executive slot after only two years with the company is awfully suspicious. You’re good, but not that good.”


Walter was numb at this news, but he knew she was being sincere. He saw a side of his wife he never suspected. She was a sexual compulsive, driven by her passions. On the other hand, if Ed and his team wanted to find a sex fiend to add to their group, he’d find a great one in Nicole. Walter was convinced that he earned the promotion on merit. He wanted to believe they were looking for a wife with her qualities—qualities he never knew she possessed—to compliment his managerial talents. His fear that their family wouldn’t pass muster was replaced with a confidence that it would, and with flying colors, especially if Julie turned out to be half the slut his wife was. The prospect of a promotion overshadowed the shocking revelations he’d just heard. A promotion would definitely ease the pain of an ongoing incestuous relationship going on under his roof.


His attention was drawn back from his day dream when Nicole said, “Well, say something. Are you going to accept me the way I am and go through with the interview, or do we discuss divorce?”


Walter quickly said, “Divorce never entered my mind, Nicole.”


Relief swept over Nicole. Her smile quickly grew devilish. She said, “Then you accept what I just said, about me and Phil, about it being inevitable.”


“Do I have a choice?”


“Honestly, no. Even if this interview hadn’t come up, we were beyond the point of no return. Our flirtations go way back. Julie and Bobby have watched the whole thing progress. They probably have bets down. It’s going to happen with or without the interview. Frankly, I am more than ready. I’m even willing to put on a show for the family and six horny executives if that’s what it takes to get it going.”


“So, even though you think this is just a ruse for these men to get their jollies, you are still willing to bare everything for them, to do all those things we talked about?”


“You mean screwing all six? Doing whatever they want, putting on a sex act? Yes.”


“You know, there’s no guarantee you’ll get Phil out of this.”


“I know. I still want to go through with it, and my motivation has nothing to do with your possible promotion. If it results in a promotion, I’ll be ecstatic, don’t get me wrong.”


“But you expect to be used and discarded.”


“Yes.”


“And you want that?”


“Yes. I know it sounds crazy, but it plays into a long-time fantasy of mine, one I’ve never shared with you. I have powerful exhibitionist drives, Walter. Public humiliation is another part of that. It’s the ultimate exposure before the ultimate audience, my own husband and kids with powerful men looking on and getting off on it. They intend to hang my dirty laundry on the line, and I’m willing to string the line. Crazy, huh?”


“I must tell you that I find this difficult to comprehend.”


“I’m sure you do. At least the kids will think I’m doing this to get you a promotion and secure their college educations. Shit, I may even end up a hero in their eyes, just for trying. They know I’m no angel, and that I’ve been sleeping around with all kinds of men.”


“Nicole, just how many have there been?”


“I can’t give you a number, Walter. Only men count their conquests.”


“Do you view them as conquests?”


“Yes, I do. I hunt cock whenever you go out of town. I always bring my trophy home and mount him right here in this bed. I’m sorry. You’re in no mood for metaphors, are you?”


“No, I’m not. So the kids have seen these trophies?”


“They have. I don’t hide what I do. If anything, I show my lovers off to them. In truth, I go out of my way to insure that they know. Walter, do you want to hear something truly shocking?”


Walter was beyond being shocked, but he knew Nicole had the desire to try. He knew she’d be terribly disappointed if he stopped her. His cock stirred as he watched her draw a painted nail sensuously through her slimy slit. Almost with a smile, he said, “Please, Nicole, try to shock me.”


“All right, but remember, you asked for it. When I bring a man home, I like to get here early so that the kids will still be up, usually watching TV. I lead him straight to the bedroom and we strip. Usually, he’s hard, but if not, I get him hard. We then go out and make a few walk-throughs, getting drinks, smokes, whatever, any excuse to show them the cock I’m about to fuck. We’ve even plopped on the sofa to watch some TV with them. Don’t think we just sit there, either. I always have my hand busy pumping the guy’s cock, and I usually ended up giving him head.”


“You actually suck a man’s cock with the kids watching?”


“Shocking, isn’t it? Walter, when I start sucking a cock, I don’t stop until I get my reward, a mouth full of cum. And yes, I do it with them watching. They’ve seen me do it dozens of times, but they never tire of watching. I like giving them a good visual cum scene. I do it as good or better than any porn star, just ask Julie. She’s usually sitting right up next to the guy, and I end up licking cum off her thighs. Here’s a shocker for you. I have licked the crotch of her panties.”


“Come on, Nicole. How could she have gotten cum on her panties?”


“I was hoping you’d ask. I push her skirt up before aiming his spewing cock her way.”


“And Julie sits still for that?”


“Are you kidding? She loves it. Oh, it was innocent at first. A stray strand of cum landed on her thigh. I leaned over and licked it off. She got a big charge out of that, so the next time I had a man over, I aimed his cock so the sperm would land on her thighs. When I got down and began licking her inner thighs, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like if some got up by her pussy. It felt so nasty, and the kids liked watching me do it so much.


“The next time, as the guy was ready to shoot, I pushed her skirt up on the pretext of not getting cum on it. She permitted me to push it past her panty crotch. I aimed the jets at her crotch. When I got down between her legs and began licking cum off the crotch of her panties, we were all hooked on the game. Sperming her beaver became an expected practice, and each time, we went further and further.


“For the past few months, she’s been the one to pull her own skirts up. She doesn’t just bare her legs as I did. She lifts up and hauls her skirts above her panty waistband. When the cum flies, she tries to maneuver her crotch to catch it all. She knows I’ll lick or suck it off where ever it lands, so she tries to get it to land right in the center of her crotch.”


“And you suck her crotch with Phil and Bobby watching?”


“I suck the hell out of it, but not until I’ve licked her inner thighs clean with her legs pushed back into her arm pits. I lick and suck until she cums. I suck her cunt, Walter, plain and simple. I suck it through her panties, but that’s only because it feels nastier to me doing it that way. I have pulled the crotch aside and closed my mouth over her naked cunt. I’ve had my tongue so far up her snatch that she feels me swabbing her tonsils. I’ve sucked her clit so hard that her eyes bugged out. I give the boys a good show. They like looking at Julie’s pussy, and since I’m kneeling between her legs, mine is out there too. Phil likes to get behind me and pull my cheeks apart while I’m busy with Julie.”


“And he does that without ever trying to stick his boner up your so willing hole.”


“So far, he hasn’t accepted the invitation. Why do you think I get myself in that position? When I’m munching Julie’s crotch, my ass is up, knees wide, my pussy begging for attention. Evidently, sticking your cock in your mother’s cunt is a big step in a young man’s life. He’s almost there, though.”


“Okay, you shocked me.”


“I’m not through. After that, me and my stud go in the bedroom and screw.”


“With the door open?”


“Of course. Afterwards, we come out again, only this time, I’ve got cum leaking from my pussy and running down my legs. I like walking around like that. I like shooting spermy beavers to the kids.”


“Okay, Nicole. I don’t how much of this to believe, but the story is very shocking even if it’s just fantasy.”


“Walter, this actually happened. I swear. It’s almost gotten to be a routine. Not every guy will go along, but most love it. The kids love it, I can assure you. This will all come out tomorrow night. You can count on it. John loved doing it. He loves squirting his cum on Julie’s naked pussy. With John, Julie pulls the crotch aside and tries to get her cunt right up on the head of his dick. One time, she ripped the crotch right out and tried to get the sperm-shooting head inside. One good squirt did go right up her cunt hole, and the silly bitch was right between her periods. She gets very horny during ovulation.”


“Naturally, you sucked it all out, right?”


“Naturally, but it wasn’t easy. I couldn’t push her legs back and do it the way I preferred. It would have run in deeper. No, I had to roll onto my back with my cunt up and open to Phil and Bobby’s eyes, while she got on her knees over my mouth. It took a long time in that position to make sure I got it all.”


“I’m sure you were very thorough, and you held your knees wide apart, no doubt.”


“As a matter of fact, I did, as wide as my legs would go. All the while, I’m tongue-fucking Julie’s pussy while she’s sitting on my face.”


“And Phil still didn’t take the hint?”


“No, damn it! He finger fucked me, though. That was a first.”


“What about Bobby?”


“Bobby was on my tits. He fingers me every chance he gets. He’ll come up and finger me while I’m cooking dinner or doing dishes, but Bobby’s a tit man, or boy rather. Hell, I’m still nursing Bobby.”


“All right, Nicole. I’m not buying this anymore. If Bobby actually fingers you regularly and sucks your tits, then he’d have no qualms about putting the meat to you if you were in that position.”


“I know, you’d think so, wouldn’t you? I think Bobby has this thing about being a mother fucker. With him, having actual intercourse with his mother is taboo. He’s never tried. Phil doesn’t have that problem like Bobby, but then he’s more timid than Bobby. He’s catching up fast. Fingering me was a big step for Phil, but he really got into it that night.”


“Shit, Nicole. Just when I think I have you, you say something with the ring of truth to it, and I’m back to square one. Please, you’ve told the whole story, now. You’ve gotten your jollies, now tell me, what was truth, and what was fantasy?”


“Walter, everything I told you was the absolute truth. Yes, I got off telling you, but I got off on telling you the truth. We did those things. We still do them often. It started over a year ago. Bobby has been fingering me and playing with my tits for almost a year, now. I first licked Julie’s cunt six months ago. I have been openly trying to get Phil to fuck me for three months. I have come right out and asked him to fuck me. I’ve asked him in front of Bobby and Julie. They’ve both urged him to do it. I have begged him to do it. I have made a fool of myself trying to get him past that hurdle. He hasn’t been trying to seduce me; I’ve been trying to seduce him.”


“Did you ever try sucking his cock?”


“I’ve been sucking his cock for months. He has no qualms about mother-sucking. Bobby does, thank God. Otherwise, my jaws would constantly ache. Bobby draws the line at fingering and hand jobs. He likes a good hand job, and even likes watching me lick up the mess. If I try to get his cock in my mouth, he freaks. Go figure.”


“This is all very strange, Nicole.”


“It is, and I am more puzzled by it than you. Every one of them has some little idiosyncracy that defies logic.”


“What is Julie’s?”


“She loves having her pussy exposed, licked, and sucked, but if I ever make a move to do so just for the sole purpose of eating a little pussy, she freezes up on me. If it isn’t done under the pretext of licking up semen, with an audience looking on, she wants no part of it. She’s very shy about her breasts. You’ve never seen her breasts, right?”


“I’ve never seen her anything since she entered puberty.”


“Well, she thinks her breasts are small. Hell, they’re my size but firmer. John suggested we try an experiment. He wanted to cum down her blouse, into the cups of her bra, just to see what she’d do. I figured she’d freeze up as soon as he got on his knees over her. She stayed perfectly still while I brought the head of his dick to her cleavage. She let me open the buttons and undo the center clasp. I bared her chest. When his cum started flowing, I gave her tits a good hosing. I removed her blouse and bra, then rubbed the sperm around her whole chest with John’s spent dick. She never once uttered a protest.”


“How does anyone develop a kink like that?”


“Who knows, but it is a powerful kink with her. To tell you how powerful it is, imagine this. John’s load was a big one. Cum was thick and running down her front in one long drool starting at her cleavage. It overflowed her navel and was headed for her skirt. On impulse, I went to unfasten the skirt to move it out of the way. She lifted her ass, so I removed the fucking thing. All she had on was her panties. We’d never had her totally naked. This drool of cum kept advancing on towards her panties, so I hooked my fingers in the waist band and tugged them down. She raised for that as well. I removed her panties, then I pushed her knees out wide to each side.”


“I can picture that, but I can’t see Julie’s face in the picture. I just can’t see Julie sitting still for that, not with four people looking on.”


“Oh, I forgot to mention. There were six this time. John brought a friend from work, Phil Peters, and his date, some bimbo named Betty. Numbers don’t seem to bother Julie. In fact, if anything, it turned her on even more. She may have balked had there just been the four of us. Who knows, but she balked at nothing that night. As I held her steady and kept the drool path aimed towards her clit, she watched with the rest of us.”


“Were all the adults naked?”


“No, come to think of it, no one was except her. Even John just had his dick poking from his fly. That may have been a factor as well. She really stood out. We all watched that drool of sperm flow through her sparse pubic hair and flow over her clit. When it flowed into her crack, I pushed her pelvis back to tilt her cunt up. I managed to get a nice puddle of sperm trapped in the lips of her cunt. This Betty chick reached through my arms and used her fingers to open Julie’s pussy, allowing the stuff to actually go inside. I thought this was going too far, but Julie didn’t say anything about it, so I allowed Betty to continue. This chick gathered sperm from Julie’s tits, belly, and mound, using her fingers to push it inside Julie’s cunt, while I held her open.


“They’d been told I’d lick it all up, and this woman obviously wanted to see me lick it from my daughter’s pussy. Shit, I was game, and Julie tolerated this because she knew I’d do just that. Julie likes it best when sperm gets inside her pussy, because she knows I’ll dig deep for a long time to get every sperm cell. She loves when I press my face in tight to her cunt and stick my tongue way up inside. Why she won’t offer me her spread when I’m in that mood baffles the shit out of me. I offered to do it the next day. No way. Figure that out.”


“But you did it that night.”


“Boy did I. I sucked her cunt for almost an hour in every position imaginable, and then licked my way up to her titties and spent another ten minutes licking and sucking her tits. She loved the shit out of it and must have cum six times. From now on, I’m letting my men cum in her pussy, all the way inside.”


“So you are willing to let them fuck her.”


“I’m willing, but I don’t think she’d take a straight screwing. I’ll have to jack or suck the men off. She’ll take the cum shot. She’s tried several times to mount spewing cocks.”


“You’ll get her pregnant, you know.”


“I’m not going to worry about it if she doesn’t. She obviously doesn’t. Like I said, she climbed on John right in the middle of her cycle. She knew she was fertile. I know that’s why she tried so hard to get it inside. If I hadn’t been in control of the cock, she’d have been on it to the balls.”


“And you think something like this will happen tomorrow night?”


“It’s John’s thing, Walter. John told Ed. Ed set up the interview. Yes, that and the scene with me and Phil will feature prominently tomorrow night. Mark my words. With all those people present, there’s no telling what Julie might do. Phil is another matter. I’d sure like to have another shot at him before tomorrow night. He’s due home any minute.”


“Are you asking me to get lost?”


“Would you? It could mean your promotion.”


“All right, Nicole. We’ve gone this far; we may as well go all the way. I’ll even wish you luck.”


“I don’t think I’ll need it this time. These three-day meets leave him horny as hell, and he was ready when he left.”


“In that case, I wish you’d do it on your side of the bed.”


“No chance, buster. You’re sleeping in Phil’s cum tonight, and you’d better wear swimming trunks. One cum will not slake my hunger.”


Walter went for a long drive, then stopped to take a long walk. His mind replayed the events of the afternoon over and over. He went from arousal to anxiety and back so many times; after two hours, he didn’t know what he wanted. There was no going back. That much was a certainty. The anxiety stemmed from the uncomfortable feeling that Nicole was right, that the offer was a ruse, that the interview was just an excuse to watch his family degrade themselves for the interview team’s hedonistic amusement.


If it were true, there’d be nothing he could do about it but try to live with the consequences. Word would get all over the plant. Before long, everyone would know. He wondered how many knew already. How many of his coworkers had Nicole slept with? How many had spermed his daughter’s crotch? How much of their cum had he slept in? He pictured Julie, spread out naked, cum drooling down to her pussy, and his dick got hard. Julie, sweet, innocent, virginal Julie. How could anything so straight and pure carry such a kink? What was wrong with Bobby? Why was Phil so shy? Why would they leave him out in the dark for so long? These and other questions stormed through his mind when he should have been thinking about the promotion.


By the time Walter returned to the house, it was well past dark. He’d been away for five hours, plenty of time for Nicole to consummate her incestuous relationship. He all but gave up hope for a promotion, but oddly, was still determined to see the interview through. He was, in fact, looking forward to it. If nothing else came out of it, he would no longer be an outsider in his own home. Everything would be out in the open. What his life would be like after that, he hadn’t a clue, but he’d be part of it. He could adjust to anything but being the odd man out or living alone.


Walter eased inside and found the three kids watching TV. Phil did look tired, but gave no clue as to what had transpired. He exchanged greetings, then went straight to the bedroom. There, sprawled lewdly, was the woman he’d left five hours before, cum leaking from her abused vagina, flowing over her bare rump, and into a huge puddle on his side of the bed. She posed herself in this position just to present him with this vision when he entered.


Walter’s cock quickly responded to the obscene spectacle in a way he hadn’t anticipated. The cum was all over his sleeping area, including the pillow, but especially where his ass would be. It had to represent numerous spendings—four, at least; six, possibly. Nicole was aware of his entry and looked to be tightening her abdomen in an attempt to force another flow. He watched her cunt pucker then discharge a thick glob of viscous white fluid that rolled off her right cunt lip, onto her right ass cheek, and down to add to the puddle. Nicole said, “Come to bed, dear. I have great news.”


Walter undressed nervously, unsure as to how to deal with this. She expected him to lie down in the wetness. There was, in fact, no place else to lie down. Shaking, he stood naked, sporting an erection, contemplating his next move. Without looking up, Nicole said, “Walter, get in the bed.” Walter climbed on, encountered the gooey wetness, and gingerly reclined fully in it, resting his head in sticky wetness that reeked of semen. His ass squished out semen as he settled.


Nicole chose this moment to roll over to face him, getting up on one elbow with smug satisfaction. She looked him over from head to toe and her smile broadened. She said, “Comfy?”


“Not very.”


“You have a hardon. Let me see you roll over.” Walter dutifully rolled in place, smearing the semen along his right side until his cock mushed in the puddle and his face was in the goo. Nicole’s devilish smile reflected her pleasure. She said, “It was wonderful, Walter. It was everything I’d ever dreamed and more. He was insatiable, an animal. He fucked his mommy so good. You should be proud of our son.”


“I’m happy for you, Nicole, but this isn’t very pleasant to sleep in.”


“You’ll get used to it, dear. Phil likes the idea. It really turned him on. Phil is completely over his shyness. They’ll be coming in here soon. He wants to fuck me with you in the bed. Isn’t that marvelous?”


“No, Nicole, not yet. I’m not ready for that yet. Maybe after tomorrow night, but not tonight.”


“I already promised he could, and the others were told they could watch. He wants to pull out at the start of his climax so he can cum all over you. We all want to see that. You have to set aside your pride tonight, dear.”


“Please, no, Nicole.”


“It’s all set, Walter. I didn’t suggest this. The kids came up with the idea. In a way, this is your initiation into the fold. It’s a test. If you take it quietly, they’ll lose their inhibitions around you. You’ll be one of us again. You want that, don’t you?”


Meekly, he said, “Yes.”


“Then take my advice; give them what they want with enthusiasm.”


“How can I be quiet and enthusiastic?”


“By taking a silent interest in the screwing, and by welcoming the cum shot. Try to get your face in the stream, lap at the jets; better yet, try to get your lips over the head of his cock. This will give him the option of backing off to pepper your face, or leaning in to allow you to suck on his cock. Personally, I think he’d love to have you suck on his shooting cock. If he wants this, keep sucking until he ends it.”


“Jesus Christ, Nicole. I can’t believe you’re wanting me to suck my son’s dick.”


“Don’t forget, that’s after it’s been in your wife’s cunt—your son’s mother’s cunt. Besides, I’m asking, not making. You’re free to do as you like. You can even get up and walk out. I wouldn’t advise it, though. I gave you my best advice.”


The door opened slowly. Three sets of feet padded in. The bed moved under the weight of one person that Walter soon saw was Phil. Nicole rolled up next to Walter and presented her spread beaver. Phil, on his knees, aimed his seven-inch perfect specimen of cock flesh at her hole and slid in effortlessly. Walter rolled onto his side to face them and saw the other two kids standing at the foot of the bed. Walter raised up on one stiff arm to look at the point of entry, trying to show interest. His interest suddenly became genuine as he watched his son’s magnificent cock drive his mother into a cunt-humping frenzy. Bobby and Julie advanced to take positions on Nicole’s side of the bed, watching the same thing Walter was watching—a cunt and a cock in action.


The fucking went on for what seemed an eternity, but was only minutes. Phil stiffened, pumped hard and fast, then jerked free and quickly got set so as to spray his father. Walter moved closer and received the first jet full in the face. He moved closer, his mouth wide. Phil leaned in. Walter’s mouth ovaled over the pink crown just in time to nurse the second and all later jets and dribbles.


Nicole quickly climbed out of the way and sat offering Walter back support with her left hand. She was right there with her face near the action, excitedly encouraging Walter to suck harder. Walter took as much into his mouth as he could and sucked as hard as he could while Nicole fondled Phil’s nut sack or pumped his shaft into his father’s mouth.


Long after his cum stopped flowing, Phil remained to let his father nurse on his spent dick. Walter acted like a queer sailor on a one night pass. His sucking showed how much he enjoyed the vulgar task. He enjoyed the soft, rubbery feel of his son’s spent cock, but Nicole’s excitement drove him to do better. Taking the dick from his mouth, Walter used his tongue to clean his son’s groin from balls to crown. He then went back to sucking, taking the boy’s cock in until pubic hairs tickled his nose. Nicole and the kids were elated. Phil slowly eased back until the head popped free, leaving Walter with a silly, empty smile on his face.


Nicole pulled Phil on top of her and wrapped her legs around his waist in a tight hug, saying, “You magnificent stallion, you. Your father and I are so proud of you.” She planted kisses all over his face as Phil struggled free with a big smile on his face.


He climbed off the bed and said, “I’m beat, Mom. I’m going to bed.”


Bobby said, “That was great, Mom. Dad, you were great, too. Good night.”


Julie smiled and said, “I guess you’re really happy now, huh Mom?”


“You know I am.”


“I guess we don’t have any secrets from Dad anymore, do we.”


“No, not any more. He knows everything.”


“Even the stuff I did?”


“That’s some of the best stuff, Julie.”


Julie giggled, reddened, and said, “It was for me. Well, I guess I’ll say good night.”


Nicole said, “Honey, Dad wants to watch me go down on you. Would you mind a quickie?”


“Mom! No way. I’m going to bed. Good night. Sleep tight, Daddy.”


After she left, Nicole turned to Walter and said, “See what I mean. By the way, you were perfect, fantastic. You were a big hit.”


“I see what you mean, and thanks. It wasn’t bad once I got started. You two were a sight to watch, Nicole.”


“I hope Ed and the gang likes it as much as you do.”


“I’m sure they will. We’re still going through with it then?”


“Of course.”


“I just thought that since you got what you were after, and everything is all out in the open, the necessity was no longer there. I’ve come to agree with you. It’s a ruse. They’re just using us.”


“I know, but I like being used.” She touched his nose with her fingertip and said, “Besides, I think you still have a tiny bit of pride left, and I want to get rid of that.”


“It’s very tiny, Nicole.”


“Still, it might get in my way in the future. If you have any at all, it will only end up hurting you. I don’t want you hurt, Richard. Get some sleep, sweetheart. Tomorrow’s a big day.”


 


     *


 


Ed, John, Gary, George, Don, and Pete entered the Walter’s residence lugging forty pounds of electrical equipment. Walter led them to the living room where the kids sat quietly on the sofa. The men began setting up the equipment as Nicole entered carrying a large tray of drinks. They all stopped their work to admire her attire, what little there was.


Nicole wore the micro-mini she’d modeled for Walter the day before. Her tits swayed freely under a gossamer blouse that she left unbuttoned but tied low at the tails. For all intents, she was topless. She had their full and undivided attention as she entered the living room, then turned her back to the men and bent low from the waist to set each drink on an end table. When she bent halfway, her shaved cunt lips peeked from beneath the back of the hem. When she was fully bent over, the hem climbed her ass to expose her from clit to anus. To add to the allure, she had applied red lipstick in her cunt crack and wiggled this provocative target like a red flag to a gathering of bulls.


Ed looked to John as if to say, “What the fuck are we playing games for. She’s ready?” Ed merely shrugged. He had a feeling she might be.


When Nicole finished setting the drinks down, she stood to watch the men work for a few minutes. She stopped everything when she said, “Nice oscilloscope. A JR 43 if I’m not mistaken. I worked on those during the war. If someone sold you that as a lie detector, you got gypped.”


Ed dropped a hand full of wires and said, “Shit, John. Put this bullshit away. Okay, Nicole. Here’s the deal. We’re here to see what you’re all about. Not just you, but you and the kids here. We know all we need to know about Walter. He’s a good man with lots of potential, but we have lots of men like Walter. We are looking for families that will fit into our executive family. Judging by the way you’re dressed, you’ll fit nicely. We are a rather progressive lot.”


“I was hoping you’d approve. I shaved extra close and extra high for this evening.”


“Yes, we all saw your shave. Nicole, I’m not one to beat around the bush. John has made a glowing report on you and your kids. I came to see for myself.”


Nicole stepped to the center of the room and began untying her blouse. Seconds later, it floated to her feet. She shook her tits and unfastened the skirt. It fell at her feet. She stepped free, kicked off her heels, then rolled garter and nylon down one leg, followed by the other. Naked, she turned a full circle in place with her arms outstretched, saying, “This is what I’ve got, to offer you gentlemen.” Dropping to her knees at Ed’s feet she added while reaching for his fly, “And this is what I do.” She freed his cock and called Julie over to stand by. Nicole’s head went over the shaft and she pumped.


The men gathered around, pulling their chairs into a tight circle centered on Ed. They avidly watched Nicole at work while roaming their eyes over Julie, attired in a simple short frock with apparently nothing beneath it. Her nipples betrayed their positions as she stood waiting. Five minutes later, Ed showed the signs of impending climax. Nicole reached back, got Julie by the wrist, and pulled her close. Julie climbed over his lap and sat as Nicole guided Ed’s cock. Julie sat as Ed let out a long satisfied groan followed by a few heaves and jerks as he pumped his seed deep into the girl.


Nicole got behind Julie and deftly lifted the frock over her head, leaving the child stark naked, impaled on a cock. While Julie waited on Ed’s cock, Nicole went to the next man and sucked him. When he was ready, she signaled Julie, who got off Ed and mounted the man. She milked his spend as Nicole was already busy with number three. In this way, mother and daughter made the rounds. After number six poured his offering into Julie, Nicole assisted her daughter into a head stand in the center of the circle of smiling men. Julie’s legs came down in the inverted splits. Nicole’s face came down right smack in the middle of the messiest twat anyone ever saw.


Much of the sperm had flowed down Julie’s legs, but remained in place when she upended herself and laid her legs parallel to the ground. She presented a long white cum slick down the insides of both creamy legs—a most provocative sight, especially with her mother’s face buried in the center, lapping away at a sperm-filled, teenage pussy.


This scene took over an hour to complete. When Nicole finished licking the last leg clean, she returned to suck Julie’s clit. While doing so, Phil stood, removed his clothes, and advanced on her rear with a wagging boner. He got behind his mother and entered her cunt. Nicole stood up straight. Bobby came up to her front with his cock sticking from his fly. Nicole masturbated it while keeping it aimed at her mons. Soon he peppered her pussy with his spend. While Phil held Nicole up, Bobby and Julie each took a leg and drew it straight up and out to each side, presenting the men the spectacle of her incestuous, cock-stuffed, sperm-soaked beaver.


Nicole summoned Walter over with a crooked finger. Walter dutifully came up and knelt before her. Without being told, he began licking at the sperm. After cleaning her, he continued to lick their genitals while Phil fucked his cock in and out of his mother’s cunt.


Nicole said, “As you can see, gentlemen, my husband is not executive material. He does deserve a sizeable raise, however, as he is willing to make us available to you on request. We will serve you here or where ever you choose, but only as a group. We can entertain at parties or come to you individually in your home or office. This is what we do best. We’re the fucking Chadwicks.


The men broke into applause, then conferred together in private. Walter got his raise.


    The End
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Phil Phantom


 


    “The Reunion” By: Phil Phantom


 


    Jenny and I knew that one day we’d have to deal with her past. Brent Hightower was always lurking in the backs of our minds. Brent was the school bully, a jock, and Jenny’s boyfriend in high school. She was the cutest girl in my sophomore class when Brent was a senior. He dropped out of school to join the army. He went to Vietnam and stayed for three tours. I started dating Jenny in our senior year despite the reputation she’d earned after six months as Brent’s girl. She wrote Brent a dear John letter and we married right after graduation.


    We moved far away and lived in fear of Brent’s return. We only stayed in contact with our immediate families back home. In time, we relaxed, but anxiety was always there. Jenny put me through college. Afterwards, I supported her and we had three kids. I got a good job. She became a wonderful housewife and mother. After twenty years, we had just about put Brent out of our minds. We returned to our hometown for a family reunion after learning that Brent was stationed in Germany, a career army sergeant. We met many of our old friends, had a great time, and returned to the west coast.


    One year later, Brent showed up on our doorstep. It wasn’t totally unexpected. While home, we learned that Brent hadn’t forgotten, had never married, and was determined to find us. After his discharge, he headed for California.


    Jenny and I never talked about her past with Brent. I never tried to find out how much of what I’d heard was true. She never offered information. She was not the same girl with me that she’d been with Brent. The one thing I knew was that she married me because I was a submissive, like her. She confided in me that she had no control under a domineering man. I also knew that a secret part of her longed for that uncontrolled submission to raw power. We both had our secrets and respected each other’s private fantasy lives. We actually had two sex lives. We had rather tame sex as normal couples do, but we both masturbated frequently, always in private.


    I knew of Jenny’s rather large collection of smut books and dildoes. She kept them locked in a suitcase under the bed. I had several opportunities to browse her collection after she’d carelessly left her suitcase unlocked. I was shocked by the things I saw. Heavy bondage and gang rape was the most popular theme, but she also had many books on incest, pedophelia, and bestiality. It was hard to imagine my Jenny thinking of such things, much less getting off on them.


    As for me, my fantasies tended to center on Jenny and her imagined infidelity. I pictured Jenny screwing every male that came into our life. To my knowledge, however, I doubt that she’d ever been unfaithful. I hinted enough that I’d understand if she took a lover. She’d blush at such hints, but would deny the desire. Later in our marriage, after she realized what my fantasies were, she’d only smile and say, “Maybe, if the right guy came along.”


    In the summer of ‘92, Jenny and I were thirty eight. Barbara, our daughter, was just turning sixteen and as beautiful as her mother at that age. Brad was fourteen, and Tommy was twelve. Barbara was quiet, demure, petite, and submissive like me and Jenny. Tommy was also shy and quiet. Brad, however, was very outgoing and difficult to control. He was bursting with hormones and gave Barbara a difficult time. Jenny, too, complained about his language and the way he treated her. She caught him trying to jimmy the lock on her suitcase. She also frequently found her and Barbara’s used panties in his room, soiled with dried semen. She wanted me to talk to Brad about this, but I kept putting it off. Brent’s arrival made the discussion a moot point.


    Brent arrived late one June afternoon, just before I arrived home from work. His duffel bag was just inside the entryway. He was sprawled in my easy chair, smoking a cigar. Jenny was bringing him a fresh drink when I entered. He hadn’t changed much. If anything, he looked bigger and more rugged. Jenny turned sheepish eyes on me as I surveyed the scene. Tommy was at his feet, looking up at him like he was some kind of super hero. Tommy beamed, “Look, Dad, it’s Uncle Brent! He was in the war and killed a whole bunch of commies.”


    I set my briefcase down and said, “Hello, Brent.”


    Brent smiled, flicked ashes on the carpet, and said, “Hello yourself, Shrimp. Jenny, here, just invited me to stay with you this summer. How about taking my gear into the bedroom.”


    I looked to Jenny. We had no guest room. I could not put Barbara in with the boys. The garage was unusable. Jenny, as though reading my mind, said, “Just put it in our room. We’ll figure something out later.”


    I could not lift his bag. I dragged it to our bedroom, then returned to the living room. Barbara and Brad came home shortly thereafter. Brent made a big fuss over Barbara, making her pose and turn. She blushed continually. Brent entertained us with his barbaric adventures on battlefields, in bars, and in whore houses. We were all shocked at the language he used and at the things he said. I got the impression that Green Berets did more fucking than fighting. Brad and Tommy thought he was cool and hung on every word. Barbara was frightened. Jenny had a curious nervous glow about her. I was just plain scared shitless.


    The sexual tension between Brent and Jenny was obvious from the start. His eyes rarely left her, and I caught her eyes wandering constantly from his massive open chest to his large crotch bulge under the camouflage pants. Whenever Jenny came close, he’d reach out and smack or pinch her ass. At first, she’d react modestly, blushing profusely, pulling away. After a while, she seemed to go out of her way to move near him, mindless of our kids. It wasn’t long before she calmly tolerated a hand traveling high up her leg, even under her short skirt. The kids were stunned by her acceptance of this abuse. She tried to ignore their questioning looks.


    We’ve never seen Jenny act improperly in any way. She dresses conservatively, never curses, and never goes about in bra and panties as some mothers do. Jenny is a small woman, fair complected, with a very pretty face and long wavy honey-blond hair. She has a petite, sexy figure, tight, but full in the right places.


    Barbara looks exactly like Jenny only her hair is straight, long, and dark, and her breasts aren’t as big. Her figure has developed nicely, but still looks immature. She actually looks more like a fourteen-year-old. Brent gave Barbara a thorough going over with his eyes. He might have pawed her, too, but Barbara kept her distance.


    While Jenny prepared dinner, I had several opportunities to corner her. She seemed evasive. All I could get out of her was, “What can we do?” or “We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.”


    Several times, I pressed, “Where will he sleep?”


    She avoided answering, then after the fourth time, she spun around and said, “Where does a six-hundred pound gorilla sleep? Where the hell do you think he’s going to sleep? The question you should be asking is, where are you going to sleep?”


    She turned away before I could speak. I suspected as much, but hearing her say it was a shock. It was just as well that she turned away, because I couldn’t think of anything to say. With her back to me, she said, “We knew this day would come, Arnold. Now it’s here. We’ll just have to suffer through.”


    “What about the kids?”


    “We can’t hide this from the kids. I know Brent. He’ll enjoy dragging me through the filth in front of them. I can’t help that; he always gets his way. Frankly, I’m surprised he hasn’t stripped me naked and taken me in the living room.”


    I said, “I’m surprised you didn’t suggest it.”


    She spun about and said, “Look, Arnold! I’m no hero, and neither are you. I haven’t heard a peep out of you all afternoon. You want me to take a lover; well, you got your wish. Don’t even think about acting holier-than-thou with me. If you don’t speak out, neither will I. As far as I’m concerned, while Brent’s here, he’s the man of the house, and I’m his whore. You and the kids had better adjust. Oh, and one other thing. If Brent wants Barbara, and I’m sure he will, I’ll probably hold her legs apart for him. If you can’t deal with that, you’d better get brave now.”


    I stood in stunned silence while that message sank in. I was not feeling any braver, though. Jenny sensed that and added, “By the way, he intends to impregnate me while he’s here. He told me so right in front of Tommy. Tommy watched me flush my birth control pills down the toilet. He didn’t say anything about Barbara, but I think she’ll get the same treatment. You saw the way he looked at her. We won’t be getting abortions either. He made that quite clear.”


    I shook my head in silent wonder. I said, “We can always run.”


    “I’m not running from him anymore. I’m tired of living in fear. I always thought he’d kill me if he ever found me. If all he wants to do is turn me into a breeder for his brats, well, I can live with that.”


    “What about Barbara?”


    “I can live with that, too. Chances are she’ll only bear him two or three kids before she leaves home. She can leave them with us or take them. At any rate, she can start her life over after she leaves here. While she’s here, though, she’ll serve Brent, just like me. You’d better get used to the idea, Arnold. I think we’re going to have a very large family.”


    Jenny returned to preparing dinner. I went and sat outside on the patio. I needed to think and hide my growing erection.


    Dinner with Brent was bizarre to say the least. He had exhausted his repertoire of fight and fuck stories and began reminiscing his high school days. Of course, Jenny was the main topic. Our kids heard stories about their mother that were unbelievable. Throughout the telling, Jenny maintained a deep blush, never making eye contact with anyone. I squirmed nervously as he described in intimate detail every sexual experience she had. She never denied anything. The rumors I’d heard seemed true. Poor Barbara was having a hard time eating. Brad grinned from ear to ear, and Tommy smiled innocently.


    Besides talking like a barbarian, he ate like one. He rarely used a fork, preferring fingers. He made a mess where he ate. Brad soon began to mimic him, both in actions and speech. He floored us by asking, “How many times a week did you fuck her, Uncle Brent?”


    Jenny looked up at that comment, as surprised as I at our son’s words. She, however, made no comment, nor did I. We all awaited Brent’s answer. Brent smiled and said, “Shit, Son, we fucked three times a day and twice that on weekends. Ain’t that right, sweetpuss?”


    Jenny bashfully said, “I suppose. Would you like more roast beef?”


    Brent leaned back in his chair and crudely groped his crotch with a maniacal grin and said, “I think you know what I want more of, don’t you?”


    “Brent, please, you’re embarrassing me.”


    “Oh, come now, Jenny. Don’t tell me you’ve been trying to hide the fact that you’re a whore all these years. Is that what you’ve been doing? I don’t think you fooled Brad. Did she have you fooled, Son?”


    Brad smiled and eagerly said, “No way. I knew all along.”


    “How about you, Barbara? Did Mommy fool you?”


    Barbara fired back, “My mother is not a whore, Mr. Hightower.”


    “Call me Uncle Brent, sweetheart. And I think you might change your tune before the night’s out. How about you Tommy, my boy? You ever see your mom fucking anyone besides your dad?”


    “No, never.”


    “Ever see her naked?”


    “Nope!”


    “Do you want to?”


    Tommy blushed and looked about nervously before saying, “Yeah, I guess.”


    “Well, take her clothes off, then. Hell, she won’t mind. Jenny loves showing off her body. Go on, kid. Strip her!”


    All eyes were on Tommy, even Jenny’s. Tommy looked frightened. After a few seconds, Brad volunteered, “I’ll strip her.”


    Brent said, “No, you’re too eager. Give Tommy the privilege. How about it kid? You said you want to see her naked. Strip her, right here, right now!”


    Tommy looked over to his mother. Jenny’s eyes cast down to her plate. I could see the undeniable flush washing over her. Though deeply embarrassed, I knew she wanted him to strip her. Tommy said, “You mean do it right here at the table?”


    “That’s right, kid. Strip her buck-assed naked.”


    He glanced around, ignoring Barbara’s dirty look and said, “I suppose, if she’ll let me.”


    “She’ll let you. Don’t worry about that. Go on. Get over there and help her out.”


    Tommy rose cautiously. Barbara said, “Tommy, don’t you dare!”


    Tommy ignored her and cautiously came around to Jenny’s side of the table. Jenny drew a deep breath as he came up beside her. There was a brief pause as they each thought about what was about to happen. Timidly, Tommy’s hands went to the top buttons of Jenny’s blouse and fumbled with the first button, giving her ample opportunity to halt him. When she said nothing, he undid the button and immediately started on the next. Jenny sat motionless with her arms hanging limply at her sides, red as a fire plug. Tommy undid button after button until the last one was undone. He moved the flaps off her creamy shoulders and slid the sleeves down her arms. Jenny sat forward to facilitate the blouse’s removal. Tommy seemed surprised and smiled, tossing it aside. With her in her bra, he looked around. Brent nodded. Tommy reached for the center clasp of the bra. He had difficulty, but it finally gave way. He reverently pulled the cup halves free of her breasts. Jenny’s nipples were puckered and hard. Tiny goose bumps circled her nipples.


    We all studied Jenny’s beautiful white tits. They never looked better. Even Barbara looked unabashedly. Tommy went for her skirt snap and zipper. Jenny then had to make a decision. To go further required her cooperation. She had to either lift her ass up or stand. After a moment’s hesitation, Jenny stood. The loose skirt fell to her feet. Tommy seemed taken aback by this sudden display of flesh. He paused. Brad shouted, “Drop her fucking panties, Tommy! What are you waiting for?”


    Tommy hooked her panty waist band, then looked up for her okay. Jenny said nothing. Tommy took her silence as an okay and drew the panties down her legs, pausing briefly when her blond bush came into view. Brad leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table as Tommy dragged the panties to her feet. Jenny assisted by stepping free of her skirt and panties. Tommy remained to remove her shoes. When he stood, Jenny sat back down. Brad said, “Make her stand back up, Uncle Brent.”


    “If you want a better look, go look. Who’s stopping you?”


    Brad needed no further encouragement. He walked right over and knelt by her chair. He grasped her knees and firmly twisted her in her seat to face him. He then pried her knees out wide, eliciting a groan from Jenny as he peered between her legs. Barbara cried out, “Brad!”


    Brad just said, “What’s the matter Barb, jealous?” He turned his attention back to Jenny’s pussy, imbued with the indirect power he derived from Brent. Testing the limits, he rudely jammed his middle finger in her hole, making Jenny grimace. He wormed it around, sinking deeply and said, “What’s the matter, Mom? Are you bashful?” He continued to physically and verbally abuse her, squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples, and fingering her pussy and asshole.


    Brent laughed at Jenny’s humiliation. After allowing Brad ample time to study his mother’s intimate anatomy, Brent stood and offered Jenny his hand. She gave hers and stood. He led her off to the bedroom. For over an hour the sounds of their passionate lovemaking filled the house. I could not leave my seat. My cock was rock hard. Brad and Tommy were at the bedroom door with their ears pressed to it. Barbara looked at me and said, “Daddy, how can you let him treat Mom that way?”


    I said, “Honey, we have no choice.”


    Barbara got up, stormed past her brothers, went to her room, and slammed her door shut. Since her room abuts ours, I doubt that she escaped the lewd noise. I could not help but wonder what she did in her room. When she returned thirty minutes later, she had a look about her that I’d never seen before. It was the look of arousal. She returned during one of their intermissions. I was still at the table. The boys were still sitting on the floor at the bedroom door. Barbara joined me. She looked like Jenny after a good climax, flushed and slightly sweaty. Her anxiety was gone. As the sounds resumed, and Jenny became quite vocal, shouting “Fuck me, Brent!” Barbara said, “I guess Mom is a whore after all, isn’t she?”


    I said, “It certainly appears that way.”


    “You don’t seem too upset.”


    “I’ve suspected as much.”


    “Do you still love her?”


    “Yes! I’ll always love her, Barbara.”


    Barbara glanced down the hall at the bedroom door as Jenny’s cries grew louder. She said, “I do too. I sure hope Brad doesn’t start treating her like a whore, though. I couldn’t believe he did that, or that Mom let him.”


    “He already is treating her like a whore.”


    “Yeah, I guess. I think that Brent guy gets off on it, don’t you?”


    “Yes, I think so.”


    “Dad, do you think he might try something with me?”


    “Who, Brad or Brent?”


    “Brent! Brad better not ever touch me.”


    “But Brent can?”


    “Well, we can’t stop him, can we?”


    “No, I suppose not.”


    “Well, do you think he will…you know?”


    “I wouldn’t put it past him.”


    “Do you think I might be next?”


    “I doubt it, not right away, anyway. Even Brent needs to rest-up.”


    “I’m a virgin, you know.”


    “I figured you were.”


    “What should I do…you know…if he tries it?”


    “Try to relax.”


    “You mean, let him do it?”


    “I don’t think you could stop him, do you?”


    “What about you and Mom?”


    “I’m afraid we can’t help you, Barbara. I’m sorry.”


    “That’s okay. I understand.” She sat pensively for a few minutes, then said, “I sure hope he doesn’t strip me in front of Brad and Tommy like he did Mom.”


    “What about me?”


    “Well, you either, but them mostly. Do you think he will?”


    “I think there’s a good chance he will, yes.”


    “Wow! That will be the hardest part, I think. It’s kind of scary, you know, doing it. Mom sure seems to like it, though.” She blushed, then said, “I’m sorry. That sounded bad, didn’t it?”


    “It sounded honest.”


    She smiled bashfully then said, “In a way, if he’s going to do it, I hope he’ll hurry up and get it over with. That sounds bad, doesn’t it?”


    “No, I can understand how you must feel. The wait is the worst part. Frankly, I’m glad you’re taking this so well. It’s a sign of maturity.”


    “Really! It just makes sense. I mean, if he’s eventually going to do it anyway, why put it off?”


    “Exactly.”


    “You know, I could make myself look less like a little kid. I can look grown up if I try. If I didn’t look like a little kid, do you think he might make his move a little faster…you know, to get it over with?”


    “I would think so.”


    “I thought about putting on a sexier dress, you know that red knit one Mom hates to see me in.”


    “I know the one, and I don’t think she’d hate to see you in it now.”


    “Why not?”


    “I think it would relieve her mind. She knows what’s in store for you. If she saw you in that dress, she’d know you were resigned to your fate.”


    “Do you want me to put it on? I will.”


    “It’s up to you, dear. If you do, don’t wear bra or panties. If you’re going to send a message, you may as well send a good one.”


    “Wow! This is so weird. Okay, I’ll do it.”


    With that, Barbara got up and dashed to her room. She breezed past Brad and Tommy. I heard her say, “Perverts” in passing. She emerged five minutes later. She looked stunning. She returned with a sexy sway to her youthful hips, turned in place, and sat. I said, “Hey, you look dynamite.”


    “God, I feel so nasty without underwear. Do you think he’ll like it?”


    “Yes, I’m quite certain he will. Are you sure you’re ready?”


    “As ready as I’ll ever be. You can really tell that I’m not wearing a bra, can’t you?”


    “Yes, and if you aren’t careful how you sit, you can tell you have no panties on either.”


    Barbara sat with her knees facing me and looked down. Her hemline cut her thighs just inches shy of her crotch. Her legs parted a few inches as she glanced down. I was treated to a peek at her lightly-downed labia lips. She held the pose and said, “Yeah, I guess you’re right. If I sit like this, can you see anything from where you’re sitting?”


    “Yes, as a matter of fact, I can see plenty.”


    “Does it look sexy, or just slate?”


    “To tell you the truth, a little of both.”


    She smiled, and said, “You know what’s weird. I know you can see my vagina, but it doesn’t bother me like I always thought it would.”


    I smiled and patted her knee. I said, “I think you’re getting yourself aroused, young lady.”


    “Is that bad?”


    “No, not if you plan on getting laid. It will go easier if you’re turned on.”


    “Well it ought to go real easy then, because I am definitely turned on. God! Why is it taking them so long?”


    “Relax, sweetheart. Your turn will come soon enough.”


    “God! Now I even sound like a slut, don’t I?”


    “Be honest. You can’t wait, can you?”


    She smiled wryly and said, “No, I can’t. I’m horny. You knew all along, didn’t you?”


    “I suspected.”


    “Shit! He’s going to see right through me, so will Mom.”


    “I think so, but why hide it?”


    “It’s not so much them I’m worried about; it’s those two.” She indicated by a flip of her head the two boys down the hall behind her, still at the door.


    I said, “Who cares what they think, Barbara?”


    “I’ll never live this down, Daddy. You don’t know Brad like I do. You should have seen the look he gave me when I went past him in this dress. They looked up my skirt.”


    “I saw. He liked what he saw, so did Tommy.”


    “Yeah, well, they’re not getting any if I can help it.”


    “You may not be able to help it.”


    “You mean Brent might want me to..oh no…no way…not Brad and Tommy.”


    “He might.”


    “Oh, shit! Is he like a pervert or something?”


    “What do you think?”


    “I think he is.”


    “Are you still turned on?”


    “Can’t you tell. You keep checking.”


    “Maybe perversion runs in the family. I’m turned on just thinking about it.”


    Barbara looked at the obvious bulge in my pants and smiled. Her hand went to the front of her skirt’s hem. She drew it up past her mound, widened her knees, and ran her index finger through her wet slit. She pouted, “Silly me. I thought it was looking at my vagina that did that to you.”


    I boldly leaned forward and cupped her sex, saying, “It certainly helped.”


    She smiled and widened her thighs, lifting her pelvis into my palm. I entered her tiny hole with my middle finger and felt her stretched hymen just as Jenny reached a loud climax in the bedroom. I said, “Try not to be too bashful. I’m looking forward to seeing you in your birthday suit. You are a lovely young lady, Barbara.” I slipped another finger inside, saying, “It wouldn’t have to stretch this a little.”


    “You better stretch it a lot more. Uncle Brent looks really big.” I forced another finger inside while Barbara grit her teeth and grunted. Her pussy felt marvelous. Oddly, it wasn’t my cock I imagined plowing it’s depths; it was Brent’s. I’d never thought of Barbara in my fantasies, but I did then. I also imagined her nine months pregnant with Brent’s bastard child and my cock gave a lurch. Barbara was adjusting to my three fingers. She was exceedingly wet and receptive. I knew Brent was in for a rare treat.


    Just then, the bedroom door opened. We drew apart. Barbara quickly adjusted her skirt. I sat back. Brad and Tommy scooted free of the doorway. Jenny emerged first, still nude, followed by Brent, also nude. He held her by the scruff of her neck in his powerful left hand, guiding her toward us as the boys ran ahead to view the spectacle from the front. Brent’s semi-rigid, wet cock dangled and swayed between his hairy muscled thighs with each step. As he neared us, my eyes could not resist staring at it. It was a magnificent piece of work, eight inches long and thicker soft than mine was fully erect. The skin looked silky smooth and he had a nicely formed little helmet. His balls were enormous. I could not blame Jenny for falling under his spell.


    Jenny looked like a fresh-fucked whore. Her hair was sticking to her face. Her body glistened with sweat. Semen poured from her raw gaping cunt and cascaded down her inner thighs. The boys gawked at the mess Brent made of her pussy. Brad, especially, enjoyed the sight, bending to peer between her legs as they stopped before me. He said, “Wow, Uncle Brent really fucked the shit out of Mom!”


    Jenny was beyond embarrassment. In fact, she seemed to take delight in her lewd exhibition. Brent had come to a halt beside Barbara’s chair, draping a heavy arm around her neck. The weight pulled her head towards his crotch. Barbara stiffened at first, but slowly relaxed. Her head went closer. Brent put his hand on her head and guided it to his crotch. Her left cheek came to rest on his pubic mat. Her nose hooked over the base of his cock. Brent presented me with a bizarre spectacle and said, “You stole my cunt twenty years ago, Shrimp. I’m willing to let that slide. Jenny probably never told you that she gave me her twat. I claim it and everything connected to it, including everything that has emerged from it. That means your kids belong to me. >From now on, they will call me Daddy, and they can call you Arnold, Shrimp, or whatever pleases them. Furthermore, you get no more free pussy from Jenny. She’ll cost you one-hundred bucks for a short time. Take it or leave it.”


    I nodded meekly. Brad laughed and said, “Hey, Barb, how does it smell down there. That’s Mom’s nasty pussy juice you’re smelling.”


    Brent told Jenny to sit on the table and lie back. She pleaded but complied. He made her draw her legs open and back, then stepped over and motioned Brad in. Brad got between her legs and followed Brent’s finger. Brent urged him to look closer and closer. When Brad’s head was less than six inches from her gaping cunt, Brent shoved his head in tight to her cunt, sealing his face against her pussy. Jenny cried out. Brad struggled uselessly. Brent taunted, “You show respect for your mother, even if she is a whore, understand, boy?”


    With that, he let go. Brad fell back on his ass, rising on straight arms, his face smeared with semen and fuck juices. He stared back at Brent in complete shock. Brent told me to kneel between her legs. I got up and knelt. I knew what was coming. He said, “Clean this bitch’s twat and legs, Shrimp.” I started with the runs that were lowest on her calves and lapped up their combined juices until I got to her pussy. Jenny got to an upright posture to watch me eat her pussy. Since oral sex was something we’d never done, it was quite a thrill for her. I did my best to make it more thrilling.


    Behind me, I could hear Brent instructing Barbara in giving him head. Jenny kept glancing past me to the sight, growing more excited with every lap of my tongue. The boys feasted their eyes on the duel spectacle, going from one couple to the other, poking their heads in for good views. I brought Jenny to a climax, gave her a few good licks for good measure, then turned to watch Barbara. She was on her knees with her mouth stuffed with Brent’s erect cock. It looked to be eleven inches long and as thick as a child’s forearm. She pumped the shaft with one hand and cupped his balls with the other. Brad was beside her, grinning with his face near hers. He looked up to Brent and said, “Daddy, are you going to shoot off in her mouth and make her swallow it?”


    Brent pushed Barbara’s head off with a sucking pop. Barbara looked surprised. He lifted her to her feet and pushed her into Brad’s arms, saying, “Why don’t you and Tommy take her into my bedroom and tie her up for fucking. Be creative.” He turned to Jenny and said, “You go with them and supervise. I need to have a little talk with hubby.”


    Jenny got down and followed them. Barbara kept glancing back to me as Brad dragged her along. When they were out of sight, Brent pulled up the chair Barbara had vacated. I took my seat. He smiled, and said, “Look, Arnold. I know you’re getting off on this. Jenny told me of your little kink. Let’s not bullshit each other, okay?” I nodded.


    “I won’t be here long, three months, six months, tops. I’ve volunteered for a special program sponsored by the UN. It involves disarming land mines in third world countries. Those nasty fuckers are everywhere by the tens of thousands. Little kids are getting killed and maimed every day. I can’t take retirement. I’ve got no family, nothing much to live for. I won’t survive long doing that kind of work. It’s a numbers game. It’s not if you fuck up, but when. I might last a year, maybe two, but one day…BOOM, no more Brent. Don’t give me those phony sad eyes. I’m not looking for sympathy. If it matters to you, I’ll tell you what I want here.”


    We were interrupted by Brad. He ran into the dining room and retrieved his mother’s panties from the floor where Tommy took them off. On the way back, he said, “She needs a gag.”


    Brent and I exchanged smiles. I said, “I don’t understand, Brent. Why would you do this?”


    “It’s personal. Let’s just say I have a lot to atone for. The point is, I want my last days here to be my best. I want to experience everything sexual I’ve ever dreamed of, with the girl I’ve always dreamed of. I also want to leave a kid or two behind. She told you of my plans to knock her up. I plan to knock Barbara up, too. Furthermore, I want those kids carried full term. If you or anyone else interferes, there will be hell to pay.”


    “Jenny is resigned to bear your kids, Brent. She even wants Barbara involved. I won’t interfere.”


    “Good, I didn’t think you would. I’m going to leave you to raise my kids, Arnold. I have two-hundred thousand dollars in life insurance. I’m making Jenny the beneficiary. The UN will add another hundred grand. I want my kids to know that I’m their father. I want them christened, Hightower.”


    “We’ll do that, Brent.”


    “You’re a good man, Arnold. You realize of course, that I’m going to use the shit out of your family for a while.”


    “You made that quite plain.”


    “I’ve just begun. You might get off on it; you might not. It might get old. Don’t be a hero, okay? Grin and bear it.”


    “I’ll be okay. You haven’t heard a complaint yet.”


    “No, but you haven’t seen your little girl squirming on the end of my dick, either. I have plans for that kid. You might not like them.”


    “Don’t be too sure.”


    “You interested in fucking her?”


    “The thought has crossed my mind.”


    “Are you willing to pay two-hundred bucks a pop. I need some mad money.”


    “That sounds reasonable to me. Just to keep peace in the family, how about upping the price of Jenny to match it. We can afford it.”


    Brent smiled, patted my shoulder, and said, “I always liked you, Shrimp. Okay, it’s two bills. Look, Jenny don’t know about the UN deal. She thinks I’m here to stay. She thinks she and Barbara are going to be pumping out kids for years. Let’s leave her to think that, okay? She’s getting off on the idea.”


    “Yes, I could tell.”


    “Well, they should have little Barbara all set. Want to watch?”


    “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”


    “Just for appearances, what say I have them strip you and tie you to a chair?”


    “Sounds kinky. I think they’d like that.”


    “All right, from now on, I’m treating you like dog meat. As far as I’m concerned, we never had this conversation.”


    “I understand. Oh, and Brent, I really got off on cleaning up after you.”


    “Yeah, it looked that way. You could act a little less enthusiastic…you know, just for show.”


    “Yeah, right. Sorry. I’ll try.”


    “You ever suck a guy off, Shrimp?”


    “No, never.”


    “You will. Come on, maybe after I’m through pounding Barbara’s cunt, I’ll set her on your pecker. See if you can’t work up a good hardon while you’re watching.”


    “That will be no problem. She’s hot for you, or couldn’t you tell.”


    “I noticed. She’s just like her mother.”


    Brent shoved me through the door. I regained my balance and saw what they’d done to Barbara. She was naked, tied spread eagle to our bed. They’d placed two pillows under her ass. Brad and Jenny were each tying a length of pantyhose to each of Barbara’s knees, drawing her knees out fully and tying the ends to the bed frame. Jenny’s panties had been stuffed in her mouth and secured with nylon hose. Barbara struggled and strained at her bonds, raising her sweating head to look about with eyes bugged out. She was obviously having second thoughts about losing her virginity. Brent propelled me to the foot of the bed. We gazed on her wide open spread. Brent taunted, “Get a good look at your virgin daughter, Shrimp. She won’t be a virgin much longer. Jenny, Brad, strip him and tie him to a chair. I don’t want him getting heroic once I get started.”


    Brad ran for the chair. Jenny came over and started unbuttoning my shirt. While working, she whispered, “I’m sorry, Arnold. You know I have to do this. I had a talk with Jenny. She understands the situation. She’s just nervous right now.” She drew off my shirt and pulled my undershirt over my head. Brad returned with the chair and set it beside the bed by Barbara’s hips. Jenny removed my shoes, then dropped my pants and shorts. I stepped free, naked. Brad led me to the chair and tied my hands behind the chair back. He also tied my ankles to the front legs. My dick started to stand as soon as Brent knelt on the end of the bed.


    The boys got on each side and watched Brent advance on his knees, fisting his growing erection. Brent called Jenny over and told her to guide his cock into Barbara’s cunt. Jenny knelt beside Barbara’s left hip, took hold of Brent’s cock, and aimed the head at Barbara’s open cunt. She ran the crown up through our daughter’s wet lips, then centered the head at her opening. Brent gave a shove, Barbara groaned. He shoved harder, she groaned louder. The head passed her inner ring of muscle tissue. He paused to let her adjust. Jenny jacked his shaft and smoothed her other hand over Barbara’s lower abdomen, offering soothing words. Barbara breathed in short shallow breathes, looking down at her vulnerable spread, beads of sweat dotting her wrinkled brow. My cock ached.


    Brent lunged. Barbara squealed into her gag. He broke her hymen and was in by half. He paused. Jenny stroked the stretched lips surrounding Brent’s cock. Brent took two more inches and started a slow easy in and out sawing motion. Barbara lathered quickly. Pink wetness appeared on his shaft. He took deeper and longer strokes. Barbara’s head flailed the mattress as Brent continued to gain deeper penetration. Brent remained on his knees to give everyone an unhindered view of his cock entering Barbara’s stretched pussy. Her pussy seemed to be chewing on his meat, reluctant to let it withdraw. Her lips clung tenaciously to his shiny shaft on the outstroke, and puckered inward on the instroke. Brent had managed to insert all but the last inch. He exclaimed, “Fuck! This is one tight pussy. Hang in there, kid. Just one more inch to go.”


    Barbara shook her head wildly. Brent ignored her and pressed in, grasping her hips for leverage. Amazingly, his cock went in further. Two more attempts seated him fully. He stopped to rest with their pubic hairs mashed together.


    Throughout the fucking, Tommy kept looking at my dick. He seemed as fascinated by it as Jenny and Brad were with the fucking. When Brent took a break, Tommy eased off the bed and sat on the floor between my knees, looking at my cock weeping pre-cum. He reached out and touched it. My cock jerked. He touched it again. When I made no comment, he wrapped his fingers around the base and squeezed. Jenny looked over from behind him and made a puzzled face. She tapped Brent to alert him. They watched Tommy bring both hands to play on my pulsing meat. He was soon jacking me off and moving his face in closer. From the other side of the bed we heard Brad say, “Go ahead, Tommy, suck Dad off. He likes sucking my cock. He’s been doing it since he was eight. Do him, Tommy; you know you want to.”


    Tommy needed no further encouragement. He got up over my cock and engulfed the head, sucking hard and jacking fast. It was all I needed. My cock exploded in his mouth. Tommy sucked and swallowed like a pro, milking my cock of every last drop. I was awed, so were they. He didn’t want to stop; he was trying for another. Jenny just shook her head with a smile. She returned her attentions to their genitals. She dipped her head and planted kisses near the juncture. Brent drew out all but the head to allow her further access. Jenny used this freedom to get her tongue down along where his shaft entered her pussy. She laved the area of Barbara’s pussy and managed to suck on our daughter’s clit.


    Barbara had recovered significantly. Her head was up. She watched her mother licking her stuffed cunt. I could see the passion in her eyes. Gone was any sign of anxiety. The licking obviously set well with her. She let out a pleasant moan every time Jenny fastened on her clit. While this was going on, Brad played with and sucked Barbara’s ‘B’-cup tits. Brent gradually returned to a slow, steady, deep fucking of her cunt. Barbara responded to the fucking this time. She had little freedom of movement, but I could see her straining to meet his strokes. The pace picked up. Jenny got a lick in here and there.


    Brad had gotten off the bed and stripped. He returned to kneel at Barbara’s head, jacking off, aimed at her face. Barbara watched with interest and hunger. She wanted at that six-inch rod. Her muffled noise got Jenny’s attention. When Jenny saw what Brad was doing, she immediately abandoned Barbara’s crotch. She went up to Barbara’s head on hands and knees. Her ass faced me. I had a great view of Jenny’s dripping, inflamed sex. She took Brad’s cock fully into her mouth, surprising him. She sucked hard on the boy’s cock, right over Barbara’s face. Tommy stopped sucking me to peer between his mother’s legs. Inspired, he reached over and entered her with a finger. Jenny wiggled her rear. He pursed all fingers at her opening and shoved. His hand went inside her well-oiled pussy. Jenny stiffened and groaned around Brad’s cock as Tommy began fist fucking her. I just sat there, totally mesmerized by the transformation that had taken place in my family members. It was as if a sex fairy waved a magic wand and turned everyone into sex-starved maniacs.


    Barbara was the first to climax, followed by Brad, then Jenny. Brent paced himself, waiting until he had everyone’s attention. In a dramatic finale, with the others gathered at Barbara’s loins, he gripped her hips and pounded her cunt. Barbara climaxed again as her cunt filled with sperm. Brent’s pumping made squishy, sucky noises as he continued thrusting. Sperm and cunt juice whipped into a milky froth. He shuddered and groaned out the last squirts then slowly eased out. Jenny dived into the vacated space, gluing her face to Barbara’s gaping, drooling gash. She climbed over Barbara, positioning her knees on the outside of Barbara’s head. She stopped long enough to tell Brad to remove Barbara’s gag. He removed the gag and Barbara lifted her face into her mother’s cunt. The two went at each other like practiced lesbians while we guys watched. Tommy remarked, “Boy, they sure like each other’s pussies, don’t they?”


    Brad said, “Man, this is great! I never thought I’d get to see this.”


    We watched the two bring each other to several orgasms. While they were engaged, Brent said, “All right you guys. I have some rules to lay down. Nobody but me cums in their cunts, understand?” Since he addressed me also, I nodded along. “In fact, I don’t want either of you boys even sticking your dicks in a pussy. Shrimp, you can fuck pussy, but only with a condom, and only after paying cash. By the way, I’m raising the price of pussy to two hundred bucks. Both are them are too prime to go for one bill.” Jenny looked over and smiled with a wet face. I returned a mock look of anger and frustration. This only made her smile broaden. She returned to sucking pussy.


    Brent went on, addressing the boys, “If you guys want off, use their mouths or assholes. You can have those anytime you want. Don’t worry; they can’t say no. If either one gives you any shit, just let me know.”


    This bit of news spurned the girls on to greater excitement. They attacked each other’s cunts and both climaxed together. After calming down, Jenny rolled free. Brent ordered Barbara released. He picked her up and held her aloft, right over my lap. Jenny held my stiff cock up as Brent lowered Barbara. She faced me with her legs out wide and sank right over my seven-inch dick. It was exquisite. Brent released her. They all gathered around. Barbara sat still for a moment, looking into my face with a self-satisfied smile. Brent ordered her not to move unless I agreed to pay up. Barbara began at once to plead with me to buy her. She said, “Oh, please give him the money, Arnold. Your cock is just right. I love it! Please fuck me!”


    I held out for show, making her plead all the harder. Jenny soon joined in. She actually went for my wallet and took out two one-hundred dollar bills, saying, “Say the word, Arnold.”


    I held out for several minutes, then nodded. Jenny handed Brent the bills and Brent handed Barbara a condom, saying, “Put this on him, then give him a ten minute ride. If he can’t get off in ten minutes, tough shit!” Barbara wasted no time. She had me covered and mounted in seconds. I came after only three minutes, but she remained for the full ten, riding my shrinking dick.


    The next three months were the greatest and most bizarre in our lives. The sleeping situation worked out, since Jenny and Brent always took at least one kid to bed with them and I slept in the empty bed. Sex was a constant amusement at our home, with everyone fucking everyone else. I spent five thousand dollars on pussy in the first month. Both Jenny and Barbara got pregnant that first month also. As soon as we knew for sure, their pussies were made available to us. Brad loved fucking his mother and gave her little respite. If he had had to pay, he would have easily spent fifty-thousand dollars on Jenny alone. Luckily, both were free to the boys. Tommy rarely availed himself of pussy, preferring cock, mine or Brent’s. He even took it up the ass like a pro. Brent was with us for three months, then shipped out without warning. My family was depressed by his departure. I explained the situation.


    In the spring of ‘93 we were blessed with two new family members—Brent Hightower Jr. and Christa Hightower. Jenny gave birth to the boy, Barbara had the girl. In April of ‘94, we got a check for three-hundred thousand dollars. I placed the money in a trust fund for Brent’s children. A picture of a younger Brent in his Green Beret uniform, receiving the Congressional Medal of Honor from President Nixon, hangs over our mantle like a shrine. A large binder contains hundreds of news clippings about the work he did with the UN. He got what he wanted.


 


    THE END
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    “Toy Daughter” By Phil Phantom


I grew up in a rather bizarre family environment. Mom has a split personality, and my dad is a pedophile. Mark, my kid brother, three years my junior, had it pretty easy. He lived in a voyeurs paradise, and Mark is a voyeur.


Somewhere along the way something happened to twist my mother’s sexual wires. For as long as I can remember, she has been caught doing nasty things to herself. She acts like a little girl when we catch her, but gets turned on like a lusty slut at the same time. Rarely would she stop once she got caught. Afterwards, she’d act like she had a spell. Amnesia set in after a spell.


We never talked about her spells, though her spells were hard not to talk about. Ninety-five percent of the time, she was your typical mother: nurturing, loving, a good housekeeper, moody at times, sentimental at others, always the disciplinarian of the family. It was the other five percent that discouraged us from inviting friends to our house.


It isn’t easy eating a family dinner with your mother fucking herself with food from the table. She acted as if nobody noticed that her right hand was in her lap going like mad, or that we couldn’t hear the suction noises as her twat got all soupy. We never knew when or where we might round a corner and find Mom, buck naked, stuffing her pussy with something phallic, usually something personal of ours.


Mark’s GI Joe has spent more time buried in Mom’s trench than any GI ever spent in the real trenches. My Barbie doll got the same treatment. Our tooth brushes always smelled like pussy. Everything we ate, and the utensils we used, smelled like pussy. I remember when Mark was a baby, Mom walked around with his pacifier stuck in her pussy and would take it out and pop it in his mouth. He teethed on her tampons after they’d been in her for hours. Periods did not alter that practice; if anything, they increased. I’m sure I got the same treatment.


She never did stop breast feeding us, consequently she never dried up. Her big titties are always leaking milk; and, like a milk cow, Mom has to be milked several times a day. She likes being suckled, but she also likes being milked like a cow. When we eat cereal, Mom bends over the bowl and we milk her into the cereal bowl. Dad milks her for the cream in his coffee. I don’t ever recall buying store-bought cow’s milk. The first time I tried it at school, I didn’t like it. I still don’t. Mother’s milk is much sweeter.


Mom was an expert beaver shot and more often than not, a glance to her crotch would reveal a pussy with legs sticking out, or one with Barbie’s head sticking out. Sometimes I’d see a short mane of blond hair hanging below the front edge of a bath towel she had wrapped around her, or under the short skirts she liked to wear around the house.


As I entered puberty, much of Mom’s sexual eccentricities turned to me. It began slowly, very subtle at first. She used dad to do her dirty work. He would never have acted on his desires if it weren’t for my mother goading him on.


Dad was just a dirty old man with no backbone. Mom had to push him along to do everything he did to me. He did just about everything, too. The only thing he could never bring himself to do was actually rape me. She tried to get him to rape me, but he couldn’t. Even in this role, mother was rather bizarre. She thought she was invisible or like a ghost. She was always hovering over the scene, whispering aloud instructions to my dad as though only he could hear. Things such as: “Keep rubbing her knee, Jack. Keep her mind on her knee. Good, now undo the top button. Good, now the next.”


I learned to enjoy this game and went along with their charade. I pretended not to notice whatever I wasn’t supposed to notice, and usually ended up naked with Dad’s finger in my pussy. I knew Dad was pretending; he knew I was; we both knew that Mom really believed. He played along because, through her, he got the courage to do what he wanted to do. I went along because the things she had him do to me felt good. Mark was a ghost like Mom, only she couldn’t see him. Since she couldn’t see him, we didn’t see him either. Consequently, whenever something nasty was going on, Mark was usually nearby.


Dad and I never discussed openly what we both knew. Doing so would have taken some of the magic away. I say magic, because that’s how it felt to me. When we got sucked into Mom’s weird alter reality, where normal rules didn’t apply, it was like being transported into another dimension. Since that other reality brought us so much pleasure, we had no motive for destroying it. Even Mark knew this and probably had the most to lose if it all came crashing down. His was all pleasure with no consequences.


In my early teen years, we never actually fucked. We did have intercourse, though. This was accomplished, supposedly, while I slept or took naps. Several times each week, they’d come creeping into my room and uncover me. Mom would talk him through positioning me, then guide his every action until he had his thin cock buried to the balls. Taking my virginity took them over an hour from the time his cock touched my pussy until my hymen ripped. Trying to pretend to sleep through that was a real challenge. I not only had to hide the pain, I had to hide the intense excitement I experienced with the first feel of a real penis inside me.


He couldn’t actually fuck me as that would have been too overt. No one can sleep through a real fuck, even in Mom’s other world, but I’m sure they would have tried if I appeared to stay sound asleep. Whenever he did get carried away, I would pretend to wake up, sending them scurrying. I never had to actually open my eyes, a simple stretching yawn was enough. As a consequence, he learned to get half way in and jerk off. Sometimes, he’d fuck me with long, super-slow strokes, then pull out and beat off on my pussy. I wouldn’t permit a real fucking, because I wanted to be raped. Torturing them that way was my way to bring that about. I loved the idea of being raped by my parents. It never worked, but I never stopped trying.


Half of the time, I was the initiator. I knew that to announce my intention to take a nap was as good as saying, “Hey, Mom and Dad, come fuck me, I’m horny.” Sometimes, they needed it, and Mom would say, Connie you look tired, dear. I think you need a nap, sweetheart. If I felt like indulging them, I’d yawn. I usually yawned. On rare occasions, I’d tell her I felt fine and was wide awake. They never pressed the issue. In that way, I did have some control.


It wasn’t always Mom and Dad together. Mom had me by herself quite a bit, too. Those were fun, also. She loved to explore my body cavities with fingers, tongue, lips, or objects. She also liked putting her or my own body fluids in my mouth. Menstrual blood might sound hard to take, but I was raised on it and got used to that long before I had to deal with my own and hers.


Piss freaked me out at first, but it isn’t bad. Pussy juices, sperm, saliva, it all went in my mouth. Once in my mouth, it all got swallowed. I developed a taste for everything. I also developed a full range of actions while asleep.


This evolved slowly. In the beginning, she was extremely careful. As things progressed, and I never woke up, she’d push the limits. She discovered that she could whisper suggestions in my ear and direct my dreams, or so she thought. One night, she took her tampon from her pussy and poised it at my lips, whispering, “Would you like to suck on my dickie, Connie? Can I put my dickie in your mouth?”


I nodded groggily. She’d say, “Will you suck on my dickie if I do?”


I nodded and said, “Uh huh,” then opened my mouth. She inserted the tampon and I sucked on it as though it were a little boy’s cock. This tickled her to no end. She also liked a variation on this theme that I call the old switcheroo. She uses two tampons. One goes in my mouth, the other goes in my pussy or hers depending on who is having her period. After a few minutes, switcheroo. The ultimate is those rare occasions when we both flow, the triple switcheroo.


They did do one thing that bothered me a great deal when it first happened. They liked getting Daddy’s semen in my pussy. If he ever came on my body, Mom would insist that he scoop up the semen with his finger and put in inside me. Eventually, he learned how to ejaculate inside me by either jerking off with a few inches inside me, or jerking off on the outside, then sending his cock all the way in as he climaxed.


I never knew if they were intentionally trying to get me pregnant, or whether they were simply irresponsible. I sweated out those first few months, but relaxed after nothing happened. I learned to like the idea of taking Dad’s semen in my pussy. The risk they we were taking made the act all that more exciting. It wasn’t long before I looked forward to getting pregnant if it happened.


They also dribbled the sperm in my mouth while I faked sleep. In the beginning, their choices were evenly split between the two places. I wanted my father’s most intimate of body fluids in either. I developed a craving for the taste, and when I felt it in my pussy, it gave me a warm, sexy feeling. When Mom discovered how to make me suck a tampon, it was an easy transition to replace the tampon with my Dad’s cock. That’s how we added cock sucking to the list of things I could do in my sleep.


After one year of taking his sperm without a pregnancy resulting, I noticed a change in their behavior. My pussy took precedence as the orifice of choice. Also, the frequency increased from two or three times a week to a nightly event. In addition, we started doing some regular fucking. Mom used the same dream intervention technique that proved so effective for cock sucking. I was lying perfectly still, as usual, with Daddy’s cock half way in. She says, “Connie, I have a nice big dickie, would you like me to put it in your pussy?”


I was so fucking horny, I said, “Uh huh.”


Dad pushed all the way in. Mom said, “Does it feel good having my cock in your pussy, Connie?”


“Ummmm!” I wiggled my pussy on Dad’s cock. He drew out and went back in, ten times faster than he’d ever dared before. He began a steady in and out stroke, and my hips met each thrust. Before long, we were fucking. I even got to cum like a real woman, showing some feeling, a wet dream of sorts, but it was great. Dad also got to fuck a load deep in my cunt, and I’m sure he enjoyed that freedom. Before, he had to cum passively, now he could grunt and groan and give my cunt a relatively good humping. Mom was ectatic watching Dad fuck my sleeping body.


Mark got off on it too, masturbating for the first time in his ghostly condition. I knew he liked looking at my body, and I liked having my body put on display for him. I enjoyed daytime sessions mostly because they gave Mark a great view, and I could see everybody through my partially sealed eyelids. Dad wasn’t all that keen on having Mark witness his dirty deeds, but then Dad couldn’t see Mark’s ghost. I couldn’t either, but then I was sound asleep. Like I said, Mark had it made and eventually took more advantage of his unique position. This pleased me greatly, but drove Dad to distraction. It didn’t matter what Mark did, Mom could not see him, hear him, or feel him. When Mom was focused on me, Mark ceased to exist.


When Mom and Dad began to concentrate on my pussy, Mark filled my mouth with his sperm. When he first started doing that, he’d jerk off in his hand and bring it to my lips, one finger at a time. He got more daring as time passed, and would get close enough to cum on my face. This is what shook Dad, because his face was often near the scene. When Mark got away with doing that, he tried the next logical escalation, getting his cock in my mouth. Doing this got in Dad’s way, but rather than acknowledge Mark’s presence, Dad gave him room to work. I couldn’t have been more pleased. I got to eat sperm and get a womb full.


After another six months with no pregnancy, I was sure I had nothing to worry about. Mom and Dad seemed intent on succeeding. By now, I knew they wanted me pregnant. That knowledge excited me. It was so dirty and perverted, it had to turn me on. They went to extremes to do the job right. There were days when I got fucked three times before dark, and three times during the night. I discovered the joy of waking from a true sound sleep to a fucking.


I also discovered the joy of receiving the sperm Daddy put in Mom when they had sex. If she sucked his cock, she’d bring it to me in her mouth and push it in my hole with a kiss to my cunt while Dad held my ass up and my legs fell open wide, very wide. If he fucked her pussy, she’d stand by my hip and bring fingerful at a time into my pussy as she scooped it off her leg or dug it out of her hole.


As each month went by with no success, Mom became quite frustrated. When I’d start my period, she’d yank the tampon out and smear my face with the blood, sticking the tampon in my mouth before storming off, leaving Dad to clean me so I wouldn’t awaken to the mystery of a bloody face. When my next period arrived, she did the same thing, but took Dad with her.


When I looked at my face in the mirror the next morning, I was in a quandary. I looked like a sioux warrior with bad warpaint skills. How is the game played when you can’t ignore the obvious. Do I confront them with questions? Do I hide it and keep quiet. Where was the rule book? I washed it off and said nothing. When I went down, Dad looked relieved, Mark looked relieved, Mom looked like a woman suffering from amnesia. “There’s our little girl. Sweetheart, are pancakes fine, or would you rather have French toast?”


I missed my next period.


Mom and Dad acted innocent when I told them I might be pregnant. When the test confirmed it, they acted outraged. I was a bit taken aback by this response. I half expected a party or a medal. I reasoned that it was all part of the game on Dad’s part, but Mom surprised me. She went so far as to accuse me of whoring around. She even grounded me for the duration of my pregnancy. Nine months, she said.


In the back of my mind, I always assumed an abortion would be in store for me. After Mark was born, they practiced the abortion method of birth control. Mom loved getting pregnant, announced the fact right away, found ways of reminding us every day that she remained pregnant, then waited till the last minute before aborting it. Trips to the abortion clinic, over one-hundred miles away, were annual family outings. There was no discussion of an abortion for me.


They took me out of school and taught me at home. I was only fifteen and very confused. It never dawned on me to challenge my mother’s delusions or to confront my father who played along. They both treated me like a whore. They both acted angry and humiliated by my bringing shame on the family by my sluttish behavior.


As my belly grew, so did their abuse. Many times, I was forced to listen to long lectures about decency and virtue while forced to stand in the living room in front of my kid brother with my dress up over my big belly and my panties at my knees. One reason I never challenged them was that I really got off on this treatment; I willingly went along. I even acted guilty for them, thus encouraging them to increase their abuse.


They added another twist in my seventh month. She had Dad hit my ass with a belt while they forced me to stand in the nude. Mark was always present, not the ghost, the real Mark. Mom would say, “Are you ever going to let those boys put their dirty little penises in your vagina again, Connie?” I’d cry, “No Mommy!” She’d then order one, two, or three smacks. I loved the way she used the plural, implying that there were many lovers and many penises. I thought the plural should be pini, anyway. Besides, Dad never hit hard. It was mostly for show. This went on through a series of questions and a series of whacks. Afterwards, I’d be sent to bed.


The truly funny part was that no more than five minutes after I was in bed, even in the dead of afternoon, in they’d creep. I was, of course, expected to be sound asleep, so that’s how they’d find me, naked and snoring. The fucking was different, too. They no longer treated me as a sleeping person. It was more like a person in a coma. I got manhandled into position, then screwed without preparation. With my big belly, I was placed on my knees, shoulder on the mattress and done dog fashion. Mark liked this position, because he could get in place with my head in his lap. I sucked Mark’s cock and took Dad’s screwing with my eyes being closed, my only concession to feigning sleep.


Mom’s delusions were different after I got pregnant. Her bad self was evident more and more, with her good self being dominated. Her good self was still there, but had moved into the background. I noticed the change. Dad and Mark were never as tuned in to her as I was. Mark still thought he was invisible, but I knew she could now see him quite clearly, and was amused by what she saw.


Her two personalities seemed to be merging. I always suspected that she knew very well what her bad side was doing, and that her amnesia was her game. I could tell she fought internal struggles, reconciling the two parts. Her bad self had selective perception, such as blocking out Mark. Her good self saw it all. Denial was her survival technique. She still had two personalities, but both were moving closer to the center. Her good self became corrupted. The punishment scenes and my exposure to Mark were acts perpetrated by her good self.


Her bad self altered also. Her childlike fascination with pee, poop, and body fluids, matured to a more adult preoccupation with the genitalia and screwing. In other words, the sex was less dirty and more sexy. Since I was also maturing, this was a welcome change. You can only ingest so much piss, pussy juice, menstrual blood, and saliva before it ceases to be turn on. Poop smeared on your body just made you smell bad. Fucking, or sucking a hard cock, however, never grows old.


I knew the game had long outlived it’s utility. No games were necessary any longer. Dad had overcome his inhibitions. Mom never had any, and Mark didn’t seem to care if she saw him or not. As for me, I was hooked on being the family sex toy. I would do anything they wanted, anytime they wanted. I looked forward to the day when everything would be out in the open. I wanted to be used, misused, and abused with my eyes wide open; however, I was determined not to be the one to crash the game. Dad and Mark didn’t want to take any chances of blowing their good deal, but Mom was in no hurry. She liked taking advantage of me in my sleep, so I slept, even through a butt fucking.


Eventually, I got the best of both worlds. Mom had gone off on an all day shopping spree, leaving me with Dad and Mark. They got horny, because in my ninth month, mom, my good Mom, forbade me to wear any clothes, ever. This was to humiliate me. I was also forced to show my spread beaver at all times. Walking was the only time my knees got near each other. Consequently, I made the guys horny. They took matters into their own hands and raped my repeatedly, even tying me down to do it. I struggled and fought, just for appearances sake. It was a divine raping, just as I’d always wanted. After that, it was rape, rape, rape, whenever Mom’s back was turned.


I delivered a baby boy that Mom took control over. She was shameless in her abuse with him. She never hurt the child, but her good self was almost as bad as her bad self. Her good self made me keep his pacifiers in her pussy, and her good self taught the child to also use her clit as a pacifier. Sometimes, I’d remove the pacifier and stick it in his mouth. At other times, I’d carry him to her as she laid back with her knees drawn up and laid open, then settle his mouth at her clit. We teethed him on tampons, of course, and Mom fucked herself with his tiny limbs. It was nothing to see her naked, watching tv, with my baby’s leg in her pussy to the knee.


Her bad self brought my child to me in my sleep and treated me to the same. Furthermore, I got to suck his tiny penis and she helped him fuck my pussy. Baby boys do get erections, by the way.


By this time, Mark was visible and brought into my sleep sessions. With his help, I was soon pregnant again. This time, I delivered a girl. Two more boys, twins, followed her, and another girl on my eighteenth birthday. I moved out when I was twenty-two, but Mom kept the kids. I married at twenty-five, and have three kids of my own. My husband knows everything. He won’t let me play games with our kids, but he loves to visit my folks and watch me with my other kids. The youngest is now twelve. My first boy is fifteen.


The whole family comes to me in my sleep. My husband is a ghost. He is also a voyeur. Mark never had it so good, because my husband is a ghost from the time he enters until the time he leaves. My family has never acknowledged him, said a word to him, or given him a thing. He roams freely from room to room and sees it all. Daddy has no inhibitions. My kids don’t know the word. Mom is bad all the time. Her two selves have finally merged.


The sleep sessions are great, but if you’ve never been raped by five little kids, you just don’t know what you’re missing. After we returned from our last visit, my husband stood looking down on the sleeping forms of our three daughters. They all sleep nude in the same big bed. The youngest is three, the oldest is five. I came up behind him, wrapped my arms about his waist, unzipped him, and stroked his hard cock. I whispered sexily in his ear, “You could have your own private little harem, you know. I could make it happen. No pussy is too young for her own father’s cock.”


I never felt his cock so hard. I gave it a good pumping while he licked his lips. After just a few seconds, all he said was, “When can we start?”


“Pick one and bring her to the bedroom.” I left him and went to our room. I left the light on and sat with my back to the headboard, legs apart, and a lifelike cock working in and out slowly. He entered carrying our youngest daughter, Cindy. She rubbed sleep from her eyes and looked at me. I smiled and said, “Sweetheart, Mommy and Daddy want to show you something fun to do with your pussy. Would you like that?”


Cindy’s eyes focused on the dildo going in and out of my pussy. Her face came alive with interest. All she said was, “Uh huh!”


    The End
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    “Unholy Passage” By Phil Phantom


Cynthia Roundtree hustled her five kids down the long open docks at the Port of LA. The taxi dropped them off three city blocks from wharf nineteen where the SS Miramar was docked. The family struggled with bags and suitcases. Though they were thirty minutes early, Cynthia had planned to arrive an hour early. “Children, please keep up!”


Tara Roundtree, the oldest at sixteen, said, “Mother, please! I can’t carry the baby, lug this duffle bag, and keep up.”


“Jason, help Tara drag the bag. I don’t care if you ruin it; just keep together.”


Fourteen-year-old Jason wore a hiker’s backpack loaded like a pack mule, but lent his sister a hand. The thirteen-year-old twin girls, Judy and Jan, each had one handle of a hand truck that carried a large trunk. They also carried handbags in their free hand. To keep up, they had to work in harmony to keep the heavy trunk balanced. For the twins, working in harmony came easy. They were identical twins.


Cynthia almost stopped when she caught sight of the Miramar. The ship was nothing like she expected. The Crusaders for Christ Mission arranged passage on a freighter, so she and the children could join her husband in India. The Miramar was billed as a freighter/passenger ship. She expected modest accommodations, but the Miramar looked ancient and barely seaworthy. The rust stains obscured half of the ships name, in fact. Only the Mira was readable.


Rust covered everything. Cargo was lashed in netted pallets on the deck, and the ship sat low in the water. The men looked foreign and crude, not at all like a crew that would interact with passengers. They were throwing off lines, which threw Cynthia into a panic. “Hurry, Children. Please hurry!”


Cynthia dropped her bags and ran ahead waving her arms and shouting, “Wait! Please wait! We need to get onboard. We’re the Roundtrees.”


A barrel-chested man stepped from the wheel house and peered at her over the upper deck rail. He wore an open blue shirt with a hat that matched. The faded gold braiding on the bill told Cynthia he must be the captain, so she addressed her shouts to him.


He shouted something into the wheel house. The engines went silent for a few seconds, then revved twice and went silent again. The big ship stopped its rearward crawl. Cynthia breathed a sigh and went back to retrieve her bags. Passing the kids, she ushered them on. Anticipating their complaints, she said, “I know, I know. It’s not what I expected either. We’ll just have to make the best of it. The good lord provided us with the Miramar. Let’s be thankful.”


The Roundtrees were brought onboard in a cargo net with all their bags and boxes. The family huddled together on the trunk as the net closed over them and lifted. Like a batch of loose parcels, they were swung over and dropped on deck. Several grinning sailors helped them get free. Cynthia stood, brushing herself off as the captain strolled over and said, “The crew will be busy until we are well under way. Sit yourselves down, out of the way, and don’t bother anyone. I will attend to you myself at the proper time. Welcome aboard.”


Cynthia’s questions caught in her throat. The captain’s abrupt turn told her he was not in the mood to answer questions. She arranged her belongings to form seating and brought everyone close. Jason wanted to explore, but she made him sit. They all had questions, but Cynthia was in no mood for them; besides, she had no answers. The question Tara wanted to ask was: “Why are these men looking at us that way?”


Cynthia saw the looks as well, but she knew the answer to that question. She wished she hadn’t had the girls wear dresses, and the dress she wore was far too light to wear on a windy deck. With wind swirling from every quarter, keeping a modest cover was a challenge. The task for Tara was an impossible one with little Cathy in her arms. Frequently, she was laid bare to her middle, though never when her mother was looking. Cynthia said, “Here, give Cathy to me. Cover yourself, Tara.”


Tara handed her mother the baby, saying, “It’s a little late. They’ve seen everything.”


“They haven’t seen everything. They’ve seen no more than a girl shows in a bathing suit.”


“Mom, I’m not wearing panties.”


“Tara! What on Earth?”


“Well, you said to dress cool. I never thought I’d be sitting on a windy deck with sailors gawking at me.”


“But you should know better than to go without panties. Suppose you were in an accident. What would people think?”


Under her breath, she said, “They’d think I was cool.”


“What was that, Tara?”


“Nothing.”


“Honestly, Tara, your behavior shocks me at times. You could do a much better job of covering yourself. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you wanted those men to see under your skirts. Pull that material tightly around your legs and sit on the excess.”


“Oh, all right, but make the twins do it, too. They’re not wearing panties, either.”


Cynthia stared with astonished eyes toward Jan and Judy. Judy defensively said, “Tara dared us.”


“If Tara dared you to jump off a cliff, you wouldn’t do that? Honestly! You girls sit on those skirts this instant. If your father ever gets wind of this, I wouldn’t be surprised if he put us on the next ship home. Don’t you realize we are a Christian missionary family? That we set the example. Don’t you know what message you are sending these men?”


Jan said, “They didn’t see our cunnies, Mom. They only saw Tara’s.”


“Don’t use that word young lady.”


“Why? Cunnie isn’t a dirty word. Sister Breck says cunnie all the time.”


“Sister Breck is not an example of Christian decency. In my opinion, Sister Breck is not even a good example of womanhood.”


Tara said, “I’ll say; she’s a lezzie.”


“Tara! You watch what you say. You don’t know that.”


“I do so, and so do they.”


“I don’t want to hear any more of this. Jason, get away from that rail. Sit down.”


“Aw, Mom! They don’t care if I look. There’s a tug boat pushing us, and you guys are talking about your cunnies again.”


“We were doing no such thing, and I’ll thank you not to use that word as well.”


“So what do I use, pussy?”


“Jason! How dare you? Don’t you ever use terms like that in our presence again. Do you hear me?”


His sisters were giggling. He looked to sea, then back, saying, “Okay, but what word do you want me to use?”


“I don’t see that you need to use any word. That part of a female should not be a part of your vocabulary for several more years. You shouldn’t need it until you marry, for that matter.”


Tara said, “Mom, he needs the word, trust me. Besides, what word do we use? We need a word, and please don’t say, vagina.”


“That is the proper term, and that’s what you’ll use if you need to refer to that part of your body. Frankly, I don’t see why any of you need to be talking about it. Until you are properly married in the eyes of God, it is simply an opening through which you pass liquid waste. I, for one, see no reason to talk about that.”


Under her breath, Tara said, “You wouldn’t.”


“What was that, Tara?”


“Nothing, Mother.”


Jason said, “I wish you guys wouldn’t spend so much time talking about your breasts and vaginas in front of me. It’s embarrassing.”


The girls giggled again, but Cynthia turned red, partly from anger. Recently, Jason began showing a bratty side to his nature. With his father away for a year, and being the only male in a family of girls, he’d been flexing his sexual muscle in the form of crude innuendo and immodest behavior. The girls liked the attention he gave them, liked seeing him naked, and loved the way he turned every innocent statement into something dirty that was usually turned back on their mother with funny but embarrassing results. Cynthia blushed easily, anyway. Jason kept her blushing, and she blushed after his last statement. Cynthia said, “Go look at the tugboat, Jason.”


The uncomfortable conversation died down. Cynthia comforted the baby and looked around. She counted eight men besides the captain. All looked scruffy. Most were thin. Only the captain looked well nourished. Half of the crew were small brown Filipino men. The others were oriental except for one tall, pitch black negro. An hour under way, two more Filipino men emerged from the engine room, sweating and grimy. The men gathered in groups of three and four, staring, leering, and laughing. The captain remained in the wheel house. Cynthia grew desperate to speak with him about the way his crew were behaving.


The two from the engine room were the worst. They wore only tiny, thin boxer shorts and paraded erections. One let his long brown member stick out through the hole. Cynthia had to constantly berate her girls for staring at his lewd antics. Cynthia stared, but it was to get a good physical description of the man for her report. Since the Filipino men all looked alike to her, she wanted to single him out and be sure she got the right one.


She could not help but notice his uncircumcised penis (the first she’d seen) and the extraordinary length for a small man. Her Harold was a mere five inches and Harold was a big man. The small brown man had one that appeared twice as long as Harold’s. She tried not to stare, but to her children, and to the crew, she appeared to be doing just that.


Cynthia didn’t care what they thought. She memorized every detail about him that made him unique to the others, features other than his naked, throbbing penis that he could flex up to hit his belly button, leaving a glistening deposit each time. The black man drew her attention away from the brown clown. He wore baggy shorts with a rope belt—nothing else, not even shoes. He sported a massive bulge in his shorts. Many in the crew had erections. Shorts were a common item of apparel, but most wore shoes and a T-shirt in addition. With all the erections tenting those shorts, the thoughts going through their minds was easy to discern.


Cynthia felt like seeking out the captain. She’d had enough of their mocking hard stares. They were making her girls nervous, at least, the twins. Cynthia found it impossible to keep Tara from looking. It was the way she looked that disturbed Cynthia. She looked at crotches with a hunger that no decent lady would ever show in public. She caught Tara running her tongue over her lips while making eye contact with the man displaying his penis. Cynthia felt like slapping her daughter’s face, but said, “Tara! Stop that.”


“I’m just licking my lips, Mother. My lips are dry.”


“I know what you were doing, young lady, and I think it is disgusting. Your father will hear of this, now you look out to sea and don’t turn your head.”


Tara huffed, turned, but minutes later was turned back and staring as hard as ever. The lewd man was stroking his cock at Tara and she was smiling back. Cynthia looked away in disgust. Seconds later, she stood and shouted, “I want to speak with the captain. Someone, please tell him I need to speak with him.”


No one made a move. The California coastline was a faint hazy line on the horizon when the captain emerged from the wheel house and strode down the deck toward them. Cynthia met him out of earshot from the kids. She said, “Captain. Your crew are animals, disgusting animals. You would be astonished at the way they’ve been behaving in your absence. That one, especially.”


The captain looked up and saw the man stroking his erection at Tara, then looked to Tara and said, “Your daughter doesn’t seem to object.”


“Captain! Do you condone behavior such as this?”


“No, I don’t, but she’s your kid. I figure that’s your business. I just pilot the ship.”


“I was not referring to my daughter. Granted, she shouldn’t be looking, but your man is putting on an act, that frankly, is hard to ignore.”


The captain looked once again to his engineer and said, “I suppose, if you’re into that sort of thing.”


“You’re not going to do anything, are you?”


“As long as they do their job, I have nothing to say to them.”


“I will report this to the mission. Your superiors will hear of this.”


“Lady, I am my superior. I own this vessel. Your mission be damned.”


“How dare you? The mission paid good money for this passage. I know some agency must regulate this business.”


“You didn’t pay me a fucking dime, lady. As far as I am concerned, you people hired on for passage. You and your kids will work for your passage.”


“You are insane. The Crusaders for Christ Mission paid eleven-hundred dollars for passenger fare for all of us. I have a receipt. Here it is…passage paid.”


Captain Barker took the receipt and said, “Yup, paid in full aboard the SS Miramar to Calcutta. This is a good legal ticket, all right.”


“I would like an apology.”


“You could get one aboard the Miramar. She’s a fine ship. Captain Stewart is a fine gentleman. You ain’t on the Miramar, and I ain’t Stewart. Captain Barker’s the name, and this here ship is the Miracopa. She’s an old liberty ship, but she floats.”


“Oh, my God! This can’t be. We must turn back.”


“The Miracopa don’t turn back until she reaches Indonesia. We’re on course and we’re pumping water out faster than it’s coming in. Our next stop is Bora Bora. That will be three weeks from now. You can get off there, but I wouldn’t advise it. If you want to get to Calcutta, you’ll need to get in the Indian ocean trade route. That will be our third stop in Tonga, four weeks from now. We’re going as far as Indonesia. That would be your best stop to pick up passage to Calcutta, but that will be six weeks away. As long as you’re with us, you’ll work.”


“Oh, God!”


“We can use a boy in the engine room. You and the oldest girl will work the galley. The other girls can look after the baby and keep things clean in the living areas. If you behave, I’ll let you and the girls share my quarters. The boy can bunk with the crew. That’s the deal.”


“Why on earth didn’t you say something back at the dock?”


“Ma’am, when a beautiful, sexy woman with three very sexy daughters wants to take a long cruise with me and my boys, I don’t say shit. Billy Blake ain’t no fool; besides, if I had, my crew might have mutinied. As you can see, they’re glad to have you aboard.”


“This is outrageous. You may as well have abducted us.”


“Ma’am, you asked—no, begged—to come on board. All I did was grant your wish. Now, we are on the high seas, and I am all the law there is. If you threaten the welfare of my ship or crew, I can and will set you and your family adrift. You think hard about that before you go threatening or causing trouble. I like a peaceful passage and harmony among my crew. Your job is to see that I get that. Do your job well, and I’ll land you and your family safe and sound in Indonesia. I’ll even see you on another line for Calcutta. Disturb my peace, and I can get very, very nasty.”


Cynthia’s mind flooded with panic but there was no place to run, no place to hide, and no options. The captain was not bluffing. Winning him over was her only option. Finding, then appealing to his sense of decency was her only hope. He called her beautiful and sexy. She knew that wasn’t a hollow compliment. Though she normally played down her sexuality and wore simple clothes and no makeup, she wore makeup for the voyage, and the dress hugged her full figure while the skirt acted as though it were repelled by her legs. Frequently, it flew up on one side or another to expose her legs to her white panties. Throughout her talk with the captain, she fought hard to wrestle it down.


Cynthia stopped fighting the wind, but kept her two hands pressed to her upper thighs. The wind celebrated a victory and kept her skirts aloft on both sides and in the rear. She tried to put warmth in her smile and a sexy glint in her eyes, saying, “Well, it appears we’re at your mercy, Captain.”


“Yes, it would appear so. Don’t worry, [He glanced to the ticket] Cynthia Roundtree. No one will rape anyone. On the other hand, you won’t interfere with nature. You are just another member of the crew, as are your kids. You can mother the baby, but that’s it. You don’t tell anyone what they can and cannot do. Is that understood?”


“I have a responsibility as their mother and spiritual leader to see that…”


Captain Barker held up his hand, silencing her. “Not on my ship. I will say it once again: you don’t tell anyone what they can or cannot do. If you interfere with nature, you may find yourself adrift—alone. Is that clear.”


“Yes, that was very clear. Surely, you’ll protect the little ones.”


The Captain peered past to the kids and said, “I only see one little one. You needn’t worry about her. The others look sexually mature to me, especially that one shooting naked beavers to my engineer.”


Cynthia turned to see for herself, shocked to catch Tara in the act of flashing a big beaver to the men on the upper deck, sending them into an uproar. She started to yell, but caught herself in time. Turning to the captain, she said, “That one is asking for trouble, I’ll grant you, but the other two are only thirteen.”


“If they’re old enough to bleed, they’re old enough to breed. It’s the law of the sea, and the law of the sea is my law. By the looks of their hips and tits, those two are breeders.”


“Captain, please. I beg you…”


“No begging. I’ve said my peace. You understand the law. We have nothing further to discuss on this matter. Now, come with me. I’ll show you your quarters and the galley.”


Cynthia followed the captain up narrow metal stairs to the top level. They entered the ship through the wheel house on the bridge. One seaman stood at the wheel, a white man of fifty or so, weathered and skinny with a white stringy beard. He said, “How do, Ma’am. Nice day for a cruise, ain’t it? A bit windy, though, huh?”


The captain said, “This here is Bill, my first mate. Women call him Barnacle Bill, but that’s only after seeing his cock. He’ll try to fuck you every chance he gets, so be warned.” Bill lunged for her skirt making an animal growl that sent Cynthia jumping back against a filthy bulkhead. Cynthia eased along the wall to avoid his grasp, following the captain into an adjoining room.


The room was smaller than her smallest bedroom back home with a ceiling two feet lower, a ceiling the captain barely fit under. Most of the room was taken up by a large bed, a king size bed. The rest was clutter. The captain turned to say, “Stow your gear in that corner. You’ll have to find the space. The bed is big enough for all of you. If that don’t suit you, sleep where it does. There’s no other mattresses on board, though Bill has a cot he’ll share with anything that’s got a pussy between its legs. The crew sleeps in hammocks strung on deck. Like I said, suit yourself.”


“We can fit, but where will you sleep?”


“I sleep in the bed. Don’t worry. I don’t mind being crowded by sweet-smelling young things, and it will be a pleasure curling up with a woman with as fine a set of sea bags as you’re toting. What are those, double D’s?”


Cynthia went deep red. She stammered, “Just D’s, but surely we can’t share your bed.”


“I’m just offering you the most comfortable place to sleep and some friendly hospitality. If you want to insult me by sleeping elsewhere…”


Cynthia quickly adjusted her attitude. The hint was too strong to ignore. As abhorrent as the idea was, he was still her only hope. Her main concern was her children. “Please, Captain, I don’t want to insult you. Actually, I’m flattered by your generous offer. It has been more than a year since I shared a bed with a man. I think it might be very pleasant. I was just thinking how much nicer it could be if we had privacy. There must be some suitable place on this big ship where we can set up sleeping quarters for my children.”


“There’s no place the rats don’t own. Why do you think the crew likes sleeping on deck in hammocks? The rats stay out of my cabin. So, you’d like to get cozy with the captain, eh. Been missin’ out on some hard lovin’?”


The captain moved up and drew Cynthia into a one-armed embrace, hugging her close. Cynthia tried hard not to pull away, even when his free hand began undoing the buttons of her dress. She watched as he loosened her top and peeled back the flaps, then bit her lip when he rudely yanked the bra cups up off her breasts. Her mounds sprang free and danced in his meaty fingers as they went from one to the other. “Yes, these will feel nice on my chest or on my back. We sleep nude aboard ship. That’s not the law of the sea, but it is the law of my cabin. Your oldest girl, she has a nice set, too. What are they?”


“I believe she wears a C-cup.”


“And the little ones?”


“They are twins; They wear B-cups.”


“I’m sure we’ll all be cozy tonight. I never slept with eight titties before. I am assuming you don’t want to insult my hospitality.”


“No, of course not. Captain…you won’t…you know?”


“Try to fuck your girls?”


“Yes.”


“That all depends on them. Like I said. We let nature take its course. Whatever comes about, you’d better not drag an anchor. I’m serious about my warning. I’ll be watching you like a sea hawk. One dirty look and you’ll be sleeping with the crew. Two, and you’ll sleep with Davy Jones. I don’t make idle threats, and I won’t be making constant threats. Let’s get this straight once and for all. You have two choices: cooperate and live, resist and die. It’s that fucking simple.”


Cynthia knew that, but hearing the captain put it to her that way somehow made the decision easier. Cynthia had strong survival instincts and knew, in her heart, the Lord would forgive whatever she had to do to help her family through the ordeal. Almost instantly her attitude reflected her decision. She arched her breast into his groping hand, smiled, and said, “I think you’ll find me very, very cooperative. As for my girls, let nature take its course. That’s the law of the sea, right?”


Captain Barker smiled, then reached under her dress. He cupped her sex, then reached inside her panties. Her fleshy cunt lips melted in his fingers as two slipped inside. Cynthia swooned and laid her head on his shoulder, saying, “That feels so good. You have no idea. It’s been so long.”


“You’re a horny bitch, aren’t you?”


“Yes. I got on the right ship after all.”


“You have a nice tight pussy.”


“My husband is small. He’s the only man I’ve had.”


“I’m not small.”


Cynthia ran her hand over the bulge in his pants, feeling a bulge that dwarfed her husband’s. She smiled up at him and said, “No, you’re not. You’ll stretch me out.”


“Hubby won’t like that.”


“No, he won’t, but hubby isn’t here, is he? Do me, now. I want you. I want your cock.”


“Strip for me.”


Cynthia stepped free and removed her dress. She posed in panty and bra, then removed the bra. She shook her tits at him, then slowly rolled the panties down her legs. She kicked off her pumps and the panties, then posed with her arms out and legs wide, smiling. “Well, will I do?”


“Get on the bed and spread wide.”


Cynthia climbed on the bed and watched the captain slip off his pants. When she saw his prodigious manhood spring forth, she gasped. “God, you’re big. You’ll ruin me for Harold. I can’t wait. Fuck me, Cap’n. Fuck my adulterous pussy.”


Captain Barker knelt between her wide open legs, fisting his nine-inch erection. “Are you on the pill?”


“No, why would I be?”


“You’ll get pregnant on this cruise.”


“Yes, I suppose I will. Does that concern you?”


“Not at all. If the four of you don’t leave this ship carrying babies in your wombs, that would be a great disappointment. How does your church feel about abortion?”


“There will be no abortions. Put it in, Cap’n. I’ll let Harold worry about the babies; but first, we have to make them. I will undertake to make certain you are not disappointed in any of us. Six weeks with so many cocks should insure the objective. We’re going to Indonesia.”


The Cap’n slipped his cock in. Cynthia swooned, groaned, moaned, and wrapped her bare legs around his ass and pulled him in deep. Ten minutes later, he poured a copious load of sperm in her fertile womb. Cynthia was still basking in the afterglow of a great orgasm when the captain got off, went to the door and called out, “Bill, you gotta try this pussy.”


Cynthia sat up, staring at the door. Bill walked in and dropped his pants. Her eyes dropped to the most malformed cock she’d ever imagined. It was six inches long, but had huge lumps, growth-like outcrops that made him look like he had numerous heads all over the shaft of his cock. He quickly mounted the bed and drew her legs apart. He wasted no time forcing that bulk inside her slimy pussy. Had it not been loosened and slick, the task would have been impossible. As it was, it was difficult for both of them. The sensations created by the lumpy cock did marvelous things once he began screwing her. She was soon over her initial revulsion and drawing him in, fucking back, and moaning her pleasure.


Bill was a much more energetic fuck, and had Cynthia crying out for more, harder, and deeper. When he came, he flooded her womb. Sperm poured out. She reluctantly let him withdraw, and immediately missed him inside. Barnacle Bill, she thought, yes, that’s a perfect name for him—Barnacle Bill the sailor. She remembered that he would fuck her every chance he got. Cynthia resolved to see that he got every chance.


The two men stood looking down on her. She kept her legs apart, smiling up at them with the smile of a satisfied woman. The captain said, “Now, go get your kids and your gear. Don’t bother getting dressed or cleaning up.”


Cynthia sat up, stunned by his orders. “Captain, I can’t go out there like this.”


“Yes you can. This is my ship, remember.”


“But…”


“No buts, just do as I say. You won’t be wearing clothes until we land at Bora Bora. I want you to set a good example for your kids.”


“Have you any idea how difficult this will be for a Christian mother, a married woman?”


“Frankly, I don’t care. Go.”


Cynthia swung her legs off the bed, then stood on shaky legs. Sperm poured from her abused twat, cascading down both legs. Cynthia looked at herself and groaned. She cast pleading eyes on the captain, but found no sympathy. She saw no option open other than to go. She went.


When she stepped out of the wheel house, ten men cheered. Her kids stood with mouths agape as she made her way through the men and climbed down the ladder, offering her kids an obscene rear display of her cum-leaking twat as she negotiated each step. Sperm glistened off her ass, inner thighs, and legs. Each bare foot felt blindly for the next rung on a ladder the men simply went down facing out, sliding feet and hands down the handrails. The kids sat in awed silence as she stepped foot on the deck, turned, and faced them. She made no attempt to hide her nudity, but red colored her body in splotches, a full-body blush.


She walked up to them and said, “Listen to me, and listen good. We got on the wrong ship. This is the Miracopa, not the Miramar. That’s my fault, but we’re here now, and we’re staying here. If we are to survive this voyage, we must cooperate with these men. As you can see, I am cooperating. I can’t help you. You are all on your own. I cannot tell you what you can or cannot do. Until this voyage is over, I am not your mother. We are all just members of the crew, and the captain can exercise life and death decisions over us. To survive, you must please the captain. God will forgive you for whatever you must do to survive. Now, you girls pick up your things and follow me. Jason, you follow that man. You work in the engine room. They’ll show you where you sleep. Let’s go, kids.”


When the men saw them picking up bags, several slid down to assist. They tossed bags to the men on the upper deck, and assisted the girls up the ladder. All were felt up in the process; none made a fuss about that. Even Jan and Judy allowed the men to grope them between their legs. Their cunnies and assholes were fingered all the way up the ladder. Once on the top deck, more hands took over. They walked a gauntlet of roaming hands and probing fingers, all the way into the bridge. Bill groped them on the bridge until they were all inside the captain’s cabin with the captain—still without pants—smiling at their flushed faces.


Cynthia directed them to place their bags in a corner, then assisted in making space. Two men brought the trunk in, copped a few feels, then left. Captain Blake watched Cynthia work, and studied the girl’s reactions to seeing their mother’s intimate anatomy so immodestly displayed. He also noticed them stealing glances at his growing erection. By the time Cynthia was through, and all their gear was stowed away, his cock was rampant. Cynthia noticed it right away when she stood and faced him. The memory of the pleasure it brought her came flooding back.


She crossed the short distance to stand beside him, facing her three girls. Cathy was asleep in Tara’s arms, so Cynthia took her and laid her on a soft bag filled with clothes. She returned to the captain’s side, expecting him to take the initiative.


Captain Barker took Cynthia’s right hand and placed it on his cock. This drew three pairs of eyes with it. Cynthia curled her fingers around it and slowly pumped her fist along its length, awaiting more initiative. The girls stared at the hand pumping the cock. Captain Blake said, “I want you girls to enjoy this cruise. Nobody will force themselves on you. If anyone does, just tell me. They won’t. They know better. You can wear clothes if you want to, but you’ll be more comfortable in the southern latitudes without them. As you can see, your mother decided against wearing clothes, but you do as you please.”


Tara said, “Mom, can we, really?”


Cynthia said, “Tara, I’m not your mother on this ship. You do as you please. You heard the captain.”


“I want to be naked, then.”


“Then take your clothes off.”


Tara looked from her mother, to the twins, to the captain, then said, “All right, I will.” With that, she quickly drew off her dress, kicked off her shoes, and tossed the bra. She stood unabashedly and said, “There, that’s better. Come on you guys, get naked. I dare you.”


Jan and Judy were still in a state of shock. Both looked nervously at the naked cock. Neither made a move to disrobe. Tara prodded them. Cynthia started to tell her not to push, but caught herself and bit her lip. Though Tara tried hard, they refused. Tara said, “Can I go outside and walk around?”


The captain said, “Go anywhere you want, but stay out of the hold. There’s big rats down there.”


Tara turned to the twins and said, “Do you want to walk with me?” They shook their heads. “Suit yourselves. I’m not chicken.” Tara left the cabin.


The captain sat on his bed and drew Cynthia down with him. He pulled her over his body. Cynthia sat astride his hips, knowing full well what his intent was. She wasn’t happy about performing a live sex act in front of the girls, but she’d long since given up any thoughts of resistance. With the girls right behind her, she reached for the stiff cock between her legs and guided it into her cunt. The twins watched the head part their mother’s cunt lips, then disappear inside as she sank fully to his groin. They watched their mother fuck the captain, watched her cum, and heard her obscene cries of passion. When she rolled to her back with her legs spread wide, they saw what a big cock does to a tight pussy.


Cynthia raised up on her elbows, keeping her legs wide, saying, “That was fucking. You’ll see a lot of that on this voyage, so get used to it. We are all sleeping naked in this bed, so you’ll be very close to people fucking. Get used to that, too.” Cynthia sat up and reached for the captain’s wilting, slick member. She lifted it, saying, “This cock is the king cock on this boat. It deserves our respect and devotion.” She turned to Captain Barker, saying, “I’m not speaking to them as their mother, but as a fellow crew member.”


“You’re doing fine. Go on.”


Encouraged, Cynthia leaned over and kissed the head of his cock, then took a mouthful. She’d never had a cock in her mouth before, nor had she ever kissed one. She fulfilled a longtime fantasy before her twin girls. Overcome with a flood of wicked erotic sensation, she sucked harder, taking him as deeply as she could. Her cheeks hollowed as she slowly drew off, then sank down again. She repeated this over and over, face-fucking the cock, until he became erect. The twins stared with wide eyes. Suddenly, the cabin door burst open and Tara entered. “Holy shit! Far out. Suck it, Mom.”


Cynthia raised her head off the cock and looked at her daughter. Tara stood with her legs apart. Pink semen ran down both legs, still pouring from her pussy. She said, “I got fucked. I’m not a virgin anymore. I love it. It didn’t even hurt much. The engine guy did it, and everybody watched.”


Cynthia said, “I’m happy for you.”


Tara addressed the twins, saying, “You guys should try it. Fucking is the ultimate. Come on. Get naked and follow me. There’s lots of hard cocks out there.” The twins shrank back. “You two are hopeless. Well, I’m going to get some more. Have fun, Mom.” Tara flounced out, right into the arms of Barnacle Bill. The last thing they heard before the door shut was, “Oh, wow!”


Cynthia got the twin’s attention saying, “All right, you two. Now, I want each of you to kiss his cock like I did. That’s how you show respect for a king cock. Jan, you first.”


Cynthia held the cock straight up. Jan came forward and timidly bent from the waist to place a kiss on the head. She then opened her mouth and her lips flowed over the head. That was all she could take, but she sucked and pulled off, then went down again. She repeated this a dozen times, then ended with a parting kiss. Judy copied her exactly. Both stood back and watched their mother jacking off the cock. She said, “That was good. That’s what you’ll do each night and each morning. You’ll kiss his cock good night, and kiss it good morning. If you do nothing else, you must do that. Am I right, Cap’n?”


“That is the custom, but you left a very important part out. They should kiss it before and after it fucks a pussy.”


“Yes, I did forget. I’m ready if you are.”


“I’m always ready.”


“Girls, you heard him.” Each came forward, in turn and applied their new talents. They watched another messy fuck, then each came forward again when Cynthia got off and assumed a good viewing position, sitting at his hip. Jan eyed the slimy cock, coated with her mother’s pussy cream and sperm still drooling from the head. She said, “All right, I’ll go first this time, but next time you go first.”


Jan’s lips flowed over the slick rod. Watching her daughter’s mouth engulf a cock that had just emerged from her pussy gave Cynthia a wicked thrill. When Judy finished her turn, Cynthia told her to use her tongue to clean his cock and balls.


Judy had a vulgar task before her as his cock was a terrible mess of sperm and cunt juices from three recent fucks. His pubic hair and balls were soaked. She made a face, but went about the task as Cynthia held the cock by the head between her thumb and forefinger. She made sure Judy licked his cock and balls completely clean before telling her she did good.


Tara burst in, covered in sperm, saying, “I fucked two more and the black man screwed my asshole. Mom, he’s huge. You must try him. Look what they did. A bunch of guys jacked off on me while I was getting fucked. God, I love this ship!” She flounced out without awaiting a reply.


The captain was so pleased by their docile and subservient behavior, that after Judy finished, he said, “Now, they need to clean you. Since Judy cleaned me, Jan should clean you.”


Cynthia was only slightly taken aback by this announcement. The idea did appeal to her. She laid back and made a beaver, waiting to see what Jan would do. Jan eyed her mother’s gaping pussy, smeared with cum and vaginal juices. Slowly, she approached. She dropped to her knees, stared at the mess, then resigned herself and leaned in with her tongue out.


Cynthia strained up to watch the lurid first contact, then swooned when her daughter’s tongue took a long swipe though her vaginal cleft. Over and over the tongue lapped at her pussy. Jan gradually got over her timidity and lapped hard and fast, probing deep inside and laving all over her mother’s cuntal plane. She licked her mother from asshole to clit, both inner thighs, and without being told, her legs from the ankles up. When she returned to suck on the clit, her mother was clean.


Cynthia patted Jan on the head and told her she did good just as Tara re-entered. “Far fucking out. Eat her cunt, Jan. I’ll bet she tastes better than Sister Breck. I pulled a train, my first gang bang. So many cocks. God, I love this fucking boat!”


Cynthia cupped Jan under the chin and raised her wet face. “Have you girls been sucking that dyke’s cunt?” Jan nodded sheepishly. “How long has this been going on?”


“Ever since Daddy left. She paid us.”


“Why that fucking dyke. Well, who tastes better?”


“You do, Mom.”


“That’s what I thought you’d say. I think it’s the sperm you like better. You did like it, didn’t you?”


“It was okay, I guess.”


Judy said, “I liked it.”


Jan then said, “I liked it too.”


“All right, you little sluts. Get out of those clothes. We’re all going on deck.”


The Roundtree family arrived in Calcutta two months after their departure from LA, a month late. Harold had been wired from Indonesia, so he was waiting on the dock. He greeted his lost family, unaware that within each womb, a new Roundtree was growing. Five months later, the family—minus its spiritual leader—boarded a liberty ship in Indonesia, bound for LA.


    The End
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    “Vicious Cycle”      By: Tiffany


 


    I could not help but overhear the two women. The apartment laundromat hummed with the noise of several washers and dryers, so they had to speak loudly. I could have joined in. They gave me openings, but my position on the topic would have alienated me. They were discussing a new tenant, an ex-con with a history of fondling young girls. I knew the man they were talking about, but his background was news to me. Being new, I was not in the gossip loop and was content to keep it that way.


    They were livid that he was allowed out in decent society. They complained bitterly about his habit of sitting outside on the landing, watching, always watching like a predator. From his third floor apartment, he had a good view of the courtyard formed by four, twelve-unit apartments. I shared his building. My apartment was one floor below and two down on the end.


    He was at his post as I carried my basket of folded clothes back to my apartment. He scrutinized my progress. I caught his eye and smiled. He seemed puzzled. He got few smiles.


    Alone in my apartment, I set the basket down, sat in my easy chair, and hiked my skirt. My fingers delighted my aroused flesh. My head lay back and I remembered. He did not look like Arnie, our next-door neighbor when I was a child. He did not have Arnie’s innocent face. I wondered if Arnie looked like that now if he was still living. Could twenty years in prison do that to a person, I wondered?


    Arnie was my friend. He taught me things no grownup ever did. We played deliciously nasty games. He made me happy between my legs and excited my budding breasts. He prepared me to take his cream-shooting happy stick, and I would have been his little whore had my damn mother not gotten snoopy. She spied through his window, trampling his flower garden in the process. She had Arnie arrested. She made me testify at his trial. She made me lie and say he had frequent intercourse with me. The doctors verified my enlarged vagina, absent a hymen.


    Mom had plans for me: homecoming queen, cheerleading, Miss Florida, Miss America, Mrs. Big-shot-lawyer’s wife. I hated her for trying to live her life through me. I hated her for what she did to Arnie. I let her rule my life and made it as far as the Miss Florida finals. I did not, however, marry a lawyer. I never married at all. I bore a bastard child and she tossed me out. Cindy is my little bastard child. She’s fourteen now and every bit as pretty as I ever was. She could win the title when the time comes, but I’ll never push her in that direction. I’m nothing like my mother.


    Cindy and I have a great relationship, free, open, loving. She loves me and tries hard to please me. She is an obedient child and never any trouble. Like most girls in their first year of puberty, she’s confused, scared, and curious. It’s worse on Cindy, because she has few girlfriends (owing to the fact that we move often) and no boyfriends. I have difficulty discussing sex with her. My mother scarred me that way. Still, I encourage her to be sexually open by setting the example. Lately, I’ve become a bit of a slut. I don’t date that often, but when I do, I bring my men home. I also have taken to going about the house in the nude. I forced myself to let her catch me masturbating. She got used to it, and so did I.


    As I fingered my pussy, I thought about how nice it would be if Cindy were in the room, watching. She blushes when she sees me playing with myself. She tries not to look, but I catch her stealing peeks. I dreamed of the day when she and I could comfortably get naked and sit beside each other, frigging our hot pussies and sharing fantasies and sexual adventures. I’d tell her all about the wonderful, exciting times I had with Arnie. I’d tell her how I craved his big cock and how much I’ve missed never having it inside me. I’d tell her how much I wanted him to make me pregnant, hoping Mom would throw me out so I could move in with Arnie and be his little sex toy. I thought about Cindy and the man upstairs and came deliciously.


    At first, I didn’t think of him as an Arnie for my Cindy; but before long, it was all I could think about. Cindy would have it made with a mom like me. She’d never need to sneak off; and Jack Barber, the man upstairs, would never have to hide what he was doing to my little girl. He’d never need fear the law. I gave myself the most wonderful orgasms imagining the wickedly bizarre scenarios that could develop between them as a result of the freedom I’d give.


    I realized that Jack wasn’t Arnie, and that perverts aren’t all alike. I figured he had his own quirks, and that Cindy may have to adjust to them to be a good plaything for him. He may be into bondage, or hurting games. He might like anal sex, or photography. Maybe he’d want her nipples pierced or be into golden showers. I saw my Cindy adjusting to all of those scenarios with my guiding help. I had a hair trigger all that week. I never came so much. Cindy must have thought I’d gone off the deep end, she saw me masturbating so much.


    The following week, I decided to meet Jack. I had no business on the third floor landing. The walkway ran the length of the four apartments. Jack sat in a chair leaning back with his boots on the railing. I approached nervously and offered my hand with a smile, saying, “Hi, I’m new here. I see you so often. I thought I should introduce myself. My name is Sarah Miller. I’m in 201.”


    He eyed my outstretched hand suspiciously. He looked me over through squinty, unfriendly eyes. He had a rugged, unshaved face with wrinkled leathery skin. He wore dirty coveralls and no socks with his unlaced combat boots. I held out my hand and waited. He finally took it and held it, not shaking, yet not letting go. I tried to hide my nervous discomfort. I said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.”


    “You know who I am.”


    “Well, I suppose I do. You’re Jack, right?” He nodded, still holding my hand. I said, “Well, Jack, it’s a pleasure to meet you. I better be going now. My daughter, Cindy, gets home from school soon. You must have noticed Cindy: light brunette, long wavy hair, fourteen with big brown eyes.”


    “I seen her.”


    “Yes, well, she’s a real cutie. I shudder to think what it’s going to be like when the boys discover her. Girls these days, honestly! All they ever think about is boys, boys, boys. I wish they still made chastity belts for them.”


    Jack gave me a very curious look but made no comment. I pulled gently to extract my hand, and he let go. I backed away, still smiling, and said in parting, “Be sure to say hi to Cindy when you see her. Tell her you’re a friend of her mom’s. Bye!”


    When I got back to the apartment, I replayed the scene, trying to figure out why he acted so strangely, so stand-offish. It finally dawned on me that he thought I was setting him up. He knew how much everyone hated him being there. In the following days I went back and tried to engage him in discussions. I told him that I was aware of his past, but thought he served his debt and should be treated as a normal person. He wouldn’t open up, but he gradually warmed to me. One day, he surprised me by asking me if I wore panties. I said I did. He said, “I hate bitches that wear bras and panties. If you want to talk to me, take them off.”


    My face burned red. I smiled uncomfortably and left. I returned ten minutes later, sans bra and panties. He pulled me close. I nervously looked around as his hand went up my skirt. He roughly felt my bare pussy, then ran his hand up my front under my dress to my tits. He then brought his hand out and said, “Okay, what’s on your mind?”


    After catching my breath and restoring my ballance, I told him about my childhood friend, Arnie. He listened attentively, only half believing me. Over the next several days, we talked more openly. I told him how guilty I felt about what happened to Arnie. I asked about his situation. He said he was framed just like Arnie was. I told him that I believed him.


    While this was going on, I also worked on Cindy. I bought her shorter, sexier skirts, pushing the school dress code to the limit. I also raised the hems of her other skirts and dresses to just above mid-thigh. Cindy protested, but I told her she needed to start acting and looking like a young lady, accenting her features. I told her she didn’t need to wear a bra, that wearing one unnecessarily was bad for her. I dared her to go out without panties. She blushed. I encouraged her to get out and meet people, get to know them. I asked if she’d spoken to the man upstairs, introduced herself. She reacted with shock. Earlier, she’d brought me a homemade wanted poster with his image and name circulated by the local busy-bodies. It gave his arrest report and record and warned the tenants of his presence. She said, “No way, Mom. He’s a pervert, a child molester.”


    I got angry and lectured her, telling her he was a human being and deserved a second chance. I made her promise to be nice and friendly to him. She said he gave her the creeps. I impulsively slapped her face. Tears welled-up. I apologized, but told her I was serious. I made her go to him and introduce herself. Cindy was confused and frightened, but I knew it was for her own good. Like a good girl, she went. She returned agitated and flushed. She said he touched her ass, squeezed it hard. She said he asked if she had panties on. She wanted me to know that he hadn’t changed and was still a pervert. I told her that was normal behavior for a man in the presence of a sexy female. I told her she had to grow up and stop acting like a little girl. Her confusion increased.


    Cindy grew despondent over my budding friendship with our resident pervert. She knew better than to say anything to me about it, though. Jack learned to trust me to some degree. Though he never became friendly, and never opened up himself, he would talk. He tested me with his crude behavior towards Cindy. She had made numerous visits at my urging, and his fingerprints were all over her as a result. She hated going to him, but did as she was told. He spoke to me about Cindy, using vulgar terms. He asked things like, “Is anybody fucking her?” or, “You ever eat her cunt?” Naturally, I tried not to show my shock or excitement. It wasn’t easy.


    I invited him to stop by for coffee. I made the invitation several times before he showed up at my door one day. Cindy had just come home from school and was alarmed to see Jack in our apartment. She tried to stay away, but I made her come out and visit. Jack and I sat across one corner of the table while the coffee brewed. Cindy tried to hover by me, but I made her stand beside Jack. His arm went around her lower waist and pulled her up close to his side. Her face went ashen as his hand slid down her bare left thigh to the knee, then started up.


    I got up and attended the coffee. I returned with two cups and set them on the table, noticing that his hand stroked up and down the outside of her left thigh, coming far up under the short skirt. Cindy was quite alarmed that I saw what he was doing but made no comment. I sat and sipped my coffee in silence. Jack wasn’t talkative either, nor did he drink his coffee. He stroked my daughter and studied my reaction. I gave frequent reassuring smiles.


    Cindy wore a dress that I had recently purchased. It was too short and immodest for school. I made her wear it anyway. Its full pleated hem came just below her ass and it had a transparent peasant blouse top. The top hugged her ‘C’ cup breasts nicely. I had received a call from the dean of girls complaining that the dress was unsuitable for school. I feigned ignorance and told them I had no way to bring another dress. They kept Cindy out of classes, working her in the office until school let out.


    Despite my instructions that a bra was not worn with that dress, she had put one on without the shoulder straps. I watched Jack’s hand go up under her skirt in back. I saw Cindy react with alarm as his meaty paw mauled her ass. I noted the unapproving look given by Jack and knew she had panties on. I half expected her panties to come sliding down her legs. Instead, his hand went up the back of her dress and felt the bra.


He made an angry face, removed his hand, rudely shoved Cindy aside, got up, and walked out without a word. I followed him, asking what was wrong. He ignored me. The door slammed in my face.


    I spun around a glared at Cindy. She said, “Mom, didn’t you see what he was doing?”


    I marched past her and took up the coffee cups. She followed. I threw the cups in the sink and turned to say, “Of course I saw. You’re wearing a bra, aren’t you?”


    “Yes. I have to, Mom. In sunlight, I show through this top.”


    “I told you that dress doesn’t require one. Your tits are supposed to show through. You could have at least slipped it off when you took your books to your room. What kind of message do you think that sends Jack? He already feels like we’re persecuting him. That we don’t trust him.”


    “Mom, he felt me up right in front of you!”


    “Cindy, you’re such a child. When will you ever grow up? Take that bra off this instant.” She didn’t move, so I reached out and jerked her elastic top down to her waist. Her bra straps hung loosely under her arm pits. She nervously, shyly unhooked the center hook and let it fall away, moving quickly to pull her thin top back into place. I told her to gather up all of her bras and bring them to me. I cut them up before her eyes and said, “You won’t get another one until you need one. I’m doing this for your own good; and one other thing, you will not wear panties except at school, is that understood? Take them off now. If I ever catch you wearing panties around the apartment, I’ll destroy them too. I stood with arms folded and watched her shimmy out of her panties, trying not to reveal her intimate anatomy.


    Cindy was in a state of shock, but I could not explain my actions. I left her to ponder the situation. I gave her the cold shoulder treatment. This was killing her. She’s a smart kid. I don’t know what she figured out, but three hours later, she stood before me looking penitent. She said, “Mom, I’m sorry for the way I acted. It won’t happen again.”


    I set aside the Playgirl magazine I was reading and looked her over. I said, “Do you mean that?”


    “Yes, I promise.”


    “Cindy, Jack’s friendship means a lot to me. You insulted him. It better never happen again. He’s testing us, you know? It has taken me three weeks to get this far, to win his trust. Your childish actions have set things back a month. I won’t tolerate that. If I have to, I’ll strip you naked and set you on his lap. I’m serious.”


    She blushed beautifully. I went on, “I don’t know what it will take now to convince him of our sincerity, but you can bet a simple feel will no longer do. You can blame yourself for that. I want you to know that I won’t interfere no matter what. Do you understand that?”


    She nodded, sheepishly. I added, “I don’t think you do, but you’d better keep my words in mind. I’m doing this for your good as well as his, Cindy. He needs to come out of his shell and feel trusted and loved. You need to loosen up and grow into womanhood. Don’t fight me on this.”


    I could tell she didn’t understand. Fear and confusion etched her pretty face. I said, “If he returns tomorrow, I want you to sit on his lap. If he touches you, I’d better see a warm response from you.”


    “I’ll try, Mother.”


    “You’ll try very hard or else.” She nodded. I pulled her into my arms and we hugged. I stroked her forehead and told her I loved her. I asked her to trust me. For a moment, I sounded like my mother and shuddered. I’m nothing like my mother.


    Jack returned the following day. He took his seat and I led Cindy to him. Cindy sat uncomfortably on his lap as I went for the coffee. When I returned, Jack had her pulled back against his chest and repositioned her legs so that they fell outside of his. I smiled and took my seat with an excellent view of his hand stroking along her right inner thigh. Cindy looked pale and frightened. Jack studied my face as I watched his hand converge on her crotch. Cindy tried to talk to me with her eyes. Sweat beaded on her wrinkled brow. I avoided her eyes.


    Jack’s fingers made steady progress towards her pussy. Her skirt had advanced before the hand and afforded me a clear view of her lightly-downed beaver. She stiffened when his fingertips touched her slit. His index finger parted her sex lips and stroked the length of her slit lazily. Cindy looked terrified. I smiled and sipped my coffee while watching his finger dig around for her opening. It poked inside, making her wince. His other hand cupped her left breast and squeezed hard. His finger and thumb sought the nipple and pinched it. She bit her lower lip as his finger went deep inside.


    Sweat beaded on Cindy’s brow as his fingering and kneading intensified. My hand drifted up my thigh, easing my skirt before it. Jack and Cindy eyed my hand as I entered my aroused flesh. Jack smiled, a rare sight, so I boldly raised my skirt and spread my knees wide.


    Jack wrested the dress off of Cindy, handling her like a rag doll. The dress came off over her head, leaving her naked with her shoes and white socks on. I sat forward and removed those for her. Jack then moved her lower on his lap and drew her legs back by the knees, spreading them wide, presenting me with an obscene view of Cindy’s sex. Since he was obviously doing this for my benefit, I stared openly, despite Cindy’s mortification. I even leaned forward and touched her parted lips, drawing my nails delicately over her inflamed tissues. I said, “She’s beautifully developed, isn’t she, Jack?”


    He did not answer, but did smile. After a few seconds, he said, “Kiss it!”


    Cindy gave me an impassioned look that implored me not to do it. I smiled warmly, trying to get her to relax and slowly bent my head to her spread beaver. Her wide eyes followed. I pursed my lips and planted tender kisses over her pussy. Cindy groaned.


I planted one long deep kiss to the center of her sex, delving far up her tight hole with my stiffened tongue. Cindy moaned loudly. I sat back, smiled, and said, “She’s delicious. I knew she would be.”


    Jack pushed Cindy to her knees before me and said, “Kiss hers!”


    Cindy looked up, begging. I sat back and presented my spread to her, holding myself wide by my inner thighs. Jack pushed Cindy’s head into my cunt and held it firmly. She couldn’t breathe. I said, “Lick, sweetheart, and he’ll ease up.”


She hesitated, but her tongue came out. I told Jack that she was licking my cunt nicely, though all she did was stick her tongue into me and hold steady. Jack released her and sat back grinning. Cindy took a deep breath.


    To make it look better, I rolled my pelvis in a sexy grind, encouraging her to lick harder and deeper. Soon, Cindy did just that. Jack obviously liked what he saw. He took out his eight-inch cock and began jacking off. When I could see him nearing a climax, I pushed Cindy away, turned her to face him, and maneuvered her head above his cock. Cindy resisted, but I firmly got her mouth over his purple crown, telling her to suck. Her mouth settled over the knob and her cheeks hollowed as Jack stepped up the pace of his pumping. His cock erupted in her mouth and I held her steady, couching her to suck and swallow. She choked, gagged, sucked, and swallowed.


    When Jack finished, he stood, replaced his cock, and left. I walked him to the door. After he left, I turned to find Cindy still kneeling naked in place, wiping tears from her eyes and cum from her chin and neck. I walked over and sat in Jack’s place, took her face in my hands and smiled, saying, “You were a very good girl today, Cindy. I’m so proud of you. You acted so mature, like a real woman.”


    Cindy smiled weakly. I dabbed some semen from the corner of her lips and offered it to her. She looked hesitant but opened her mouth and let me put my finger inside. She sucked as I withdrew. I found this very exciting and looked for more under her chin and on her neck. I found a little drop on her neck and fed that to her, saying, “Eat all of this you can, because it makes your tits grow big. Besides, it’s good for your complexion.”


    “It tastes funny.”


    “You’ll get used to it. Beer washes the aftertaste away better than anything. Would you like one?”


    “Yeah, I suppose.”


    I got up and brought her a cold beer. She was on her feet about to don her dress. I handed her the beer and said, “Please don’t. You look so nice and sexy, naked.”


    She let the dress drop and took the beer. She downed a long swallow, took another, then said, “Mom, are you one of those women that likes girls and boys?”


    “I suppose I am. I liked it with you, and I sure like looking at your body.”


    “You make me fell funny when you look at me like that.”


    “Like what, Cindy, like I want to gobble you up.”


    Cindy giggled and said, “Yeah, like some guys do.”


    “I might gobble you up. I’m your mother; I can get away with it; you have to do as I say.”


    “I’m at your mercy, huh?”


    “Yes, and that means you’re also at Jack’s mercy.”


    “Mom, I don’t like Jack.”


    “I know, sweetheart. He’ll grow on you. You’ll see.”


    “Yeah, like a fungus.”


    “Don’t talk like that, Cindy. Jack is my friend.”


    “I’m sorry.”


    “That’s better. You just trust me. I know what’s best for you. You just be thankful that I’m not like my mother.”


 


    Jack continued his visits. Each visit added new erotic delights. Cindy and I became lovers for his enjoyment. On his third visit, I guided his cock into Cindy. On the fifth, he took her anal cherry. In preparation for his sixth visit, (following Jack’s instructions) I tied Cindy to her bed, spread-eagled. After placing two pillows under her ass, I secured ties to her knees and pulled them wide. I stuffed my panties in her mouth and gagged her with pantyhose. I took red lipstick and wrote in big letters across her lower abdomen: “Please fuck my little girl’s pussy.”


    I stood back and surveyed the scene, smiled at Cindy, then answered the door. Jack entered with two of his buddies. They brushed past me on the way to her room.


 


    I think about those times a great deal. I have lots of time to think - ten years, with good behavior. Jack has a lot more time than that. Mom is taking good care of Cindy. Cindy won the Miss Florida title. She seems happy with Mom. Still, I’m glad that I’m nothing like my mom.


    THE END
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Tiffany Stories: “Cabin Fever” cabin-fever.txt 27k “Sacrificial Lamb” sacrificial-lamb.txt 45k “Vicious Cycle” vicious-cycle.txt 24k “My Mother’s Keeper” mothers-keeper.txt 33k “Spare the Rod” spare-the-rod.txt 45k “Good Dr. Wayne” good-dr-wayne.txt 173k
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